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HENRY  VI. 


"PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


King  Henry  the  Sixth. 

Duke  of  GJefteri  Uncle  to  the  King,  and  Protector. 
Duke  of  S^ford,  Uncle  to  the  King  arid  Regent  of 

France.  . 
Cardinal  Beaufort,  Bifhop  of- Wmcnefler,  and  great 

Uncle  to  the  King. 
Duke  of  Exeter. 
Duke  bSSmerfef. 
Earl  of  Warwick. 
Earl  of  Saiifbary. 
Earl  of  thffblL 
Lord  Talkot. 
Young  Talbot,  his  Son 

Richard  Planiage.net,  afterwards  dmie  Oi   i  arte. 
Mortimer,  Earl  of  March 

Sir  I'.  Wocd<ville,  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower. 

Lord  Mayor  of  London.  Sir  Thomas  Gargra-vc, 
Sir  William  Glanfdale.    Sir  William  Lucy. 

Veron,  of  the  White  Rofe,  or  York  Faction. 

Baflht   of  the  Red  Rofe,  or  Lancafter  Faction. 

Chtrfes,  Dauphin,  and  afterwards  King  of  trance. 

4^V«/>r,Duk€  of  Anjou,  and  titular  King  of  Naples. 

Duke  oiBurgmap 

Duke  of  Jlerifon. 

Ballard  of  Orleans. 

Governor  of  Paris. 

Mafter-Gunner  of  Orleans.    Boy,  his  Son. 
An  old  Shepherd,  Father  to  Joan  la  Pucelle. 

Margaret,    Daughter  to  Reignier,   and  afterwards 

Queen  to  King  Henry. 
Countefs  of  Juwergni.  '  .Ji 

Joan  la  Pucelle,  commonly  called  Joan  of  Arc  a  Maid 

pretending  tq  be  infpir'd  from  Heaven,  and  fetting 

up  for  the  Championefs  of  France. 
Fiends,  attending  her. 

l  ord,,  Gmtains,  Soldiers,  MeiTengers,  and  fevcral 

V.tWidants  both  on  the  Englilh  and  French. 
Tk,  ; ,  partly  in  England,  and  partly  in  Frai IC e 
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A  C  T       I.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Wejlminfter-  A  bbey . 

Dead  March,  Enter  the  Funeral  cf  King  Henry  the 
Fifth,  attended  on  by  the  Duke  of  Bedford,  Regent 
of  France ;  the  Duke  cf  defer,  FroteStor  ;  the 
Duke  of  Exeter,  and  the  Earl  cf  Warwick  ;  the 
BiJhopofWinchefer,  and  the  Duke  of  Somerfet,  &c. 

Bed.  T  TUNG  be  the  heavens  with  black,  yield 
XjL      >  day  to  nightl 
Comets,  importing  change  of  times  and  Hates, 
Brandifh  your  cry  real  trefTes  in  the  fky ;  # 
And  with  them  fcourge  the  bad  revoking  ftarsi 
That  have  contented  unto  Henry's  death  ! 
Henry  the  fifth,  too  famous  to  live  long  ! 
England  ne'er  loft  a  kin?  of  fo  much  worth. 

o  o  ... 

Glo.  England  ne'er  had  a  king,  until  his  time. 
Virtue  he  had,  deferving  to  command  : 
His  brandifh'd  fword  did  blind  men  with  his  beams ; 
His  arms  fpread  wider  than  a  dragon's  wings ; 
His  fparkling  eyes,  replete  with  wrathful  fire, 
More  dazzled  and  drove  back  his  enemies, 
Than  mid-day  fun,  fierce  bent  againft  their  faces. 
What  mould  I  fay  ?  his  deeds  exceed  all  fpeech  : 
He  ne'er  lift  up  his  hand,  but  conquered. 

Exe.  We  mourn  in  black ;  Wny  mourn  we  not  in 
blood  ? 

Henry  is  d?:id,  arid  never  flasil  revive  y 
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Upon  a  jrooden  corna  we  attend ; 
And  death's  diihonourable  viftory 
We  with  oo i  frafcely  pretence  glonfy, 
Like  captives  bound  to  a  triumphant  car. 
What:  :h::ll  ve  curfe  the  planets  of  milnap, 
That  plotted  thus  our  glory's  overthrow  ; 
Or  fhall  we  think  the  fubtle-witted  French, 
Conjurers  and  forcerers,  that,  afraid  of  him, 
By  magic  verfes  have  contriv'd  his  end ; 

Win.  He  was  a  King  bleft  of  the  King  of  Kings. 
Unto  the  French  the  dreadful  judgment- day 
So  dreadful  will  not  be,  as  was  his  fight. 
The  battles  of  the  Lord  of  Hofts  he  fought : 
The  church's  prayers  made  him  fo  profperous. 

Glo.  The  church!  where  is  it;  Had  not  churchmen 
pray'd, 

His  thread  of  life  had  not  fo  foon  decay 'd  : 
None  do  yen  like  but  an  effeminate  prince, 
Whom,  like  a  fchool-boy,  you  may  over-awe. 

ft 7  u  Glofter,  whate'er  we  like,  thou  art  protector ; 
And  lookeit.  to  command  the  prince,  and  realm. 
Thy  wife  is  proud ;  me  holdeth  thee  in  awe, 
Mftre  than  God,  or  religious  church-men,  may. 

Glo.  Name  not  religion,  for  thou  lov'ft  the  Beft  ; 
And  ne'er  throughout  the  year  to  church  thou  gp'ft. 
Except  it  be  to  pray  againfl  thy  foes'. 

Bed.  Ceafe,  ceafe  thefe  jars,  and  reft  your  minds 
in  peace ! 

Let's  to  the  altar: — Heralds,  wait  on  us :  — 

Inftead  of  gold,  we'll  offer  up  our  arms ; 

Since  arms  avail  not,  now  that  Henry's  dead. — 

Poderity,  await  for  wretched  years, 

When  at  their  mothers'  moid  eyes  babes  mail  fuck  ; 

Ourifle  be  made  a  nourilh  of  fait  tears,  . 

And  none  but  women  left  to  wail  the  dead. — 

Henry  the  fifth !  thy  ghoft  I  invecate  ; 

Profper  this  realm,  keep  it  from  civil  broils  1 

Combat  with  adverfe  planets  in  the  heavens  1 

A  far  more  glorious  Oar  thy  fool  will  make, 
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Than  Julius  Ccxfar,  or  bright  

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Mef.  My  honourable  lords,  health  to  you  all ! 
Sad  tidings  bring  I  to  you  out  of  France, 
Of  lofs,  of  {laughter,  and  difcomftture  : 
Guienne,  Champaigne,  Rheims,  Orleans, 
Paris,  Guifors,  Poicliers,  are  all  quite  loft. 

Bed.  What  fay 'ft  thou,  man,  before  dead  Henry's 
carfe ; 

Speak  foftly  ;  or  the  lofs  of  thofe  great  towns 
V/ill  make  him  burft  his  lead,  and  rife  from  death. 

GIo.  Is  Paris  loft  ?  is  Roan  yielded  up  ? 
If  Henry  were  recall'd  to  life  again, 
Thefe  news  would  caufe  him  once  more  yield  the  ghoft. 

Exe.  How  were  they  loft  ?  what  treachery  was  us'd  ? 

Mejf.  No  treachery ;  but  want  of  men  and  money. 
Among  the  foldiers  this  is  muttered, — 
That  here  you  maintain  feveral  factions  ; 
And,  whilfl  a  field  mould  be  difpatch'd  and  fought. 
You  are  difputing  of  your  generals. 
One  would  have  lingering  wars,  with  little  coft  : 
Another  would  fly  fwift,  but  wanteth  wings  ; 
A  third  man  thinks,  without  expence  at  all, 
By  guileful  fair  words  peace  may  be  obtain'd. 
Awake,  awake,  Englifti  nobility  ; 
Let  not  floth  dim  your  honours,  new-begot : 
Cropp'd  are  the  Rower-de-luces  in  your  arms ; 
Of  England's  coat  one  half  is  cut  away. 

Exe.  Were  our  tears  wanting  to  this  funeral, 
Thefe  tidings  would  call  forth  their  flowing  tides. 

Bed.  Me  they  concern ;  regent  I  am  of  France  :— 
Give  me  my  fteeled  coat,  I'll  fight  for  France. — 
Away  with  thefe  difgraceful  wailing  robes  ! 
Wounds  I  will  lend  the  French,  inftead  of  eyes, 
To  weep  their  intermiffive  miferies. 

E?7ter  to  them  another  Mejfenger. 

2  Mejf.  Lords,  view  thefe  letters,  full  of  bad  mif- 
chance, 

France  is  revolted  from  the  EngUfti  quite  ; 
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Except  feme  petty  towns  of  no  import  ; 

The  Dauphin  Charles  is  crowned  king  in  PUieims ; 

The  baftard  of  Orleans  with  him  is  join'd  ; 

Reignier,  duke  of  Anjou,  doth  take  his  part ; 

The  duke  of  Alencon  flieth  to  his  fide.  •  [Exit. 

Exe.  The  Dauphin  crowned  king!  all  fiy  to  him! 
O,  whither  fh.aU  we  fly  from  this  reproach? 

GIo.  We  will  not  fly,  but  to  our  enemies'  throats:— 
Bedford,  if  thou  be  Hack,  I'll  right  it  out. 

Bed.  Gioftet,  why  doubt'ft  thou  of  my  forwardnefs  ? 
An  army  have  I  mutter' d  in  my  thoughts, 
Wherewith  already  France  is  over-run. 

-   Enter  a  third  Meffenger. 

3  Meffl  My  gracious  lords, — to  add  to  your  laments, 
Wherewith  you  now  bedew  king  Henry's  hearfe, — 
I  muft  inform  you  of  a  difmal  fight, 
Betwixt  the  ftout  lord  Talbot  and  the  French. 

Win.  What !  wherein  Talbot  overcame  *  is't  fo  ? 

3  Mejf.  O,  no;  wherein  lord  Talbot  was  o'erthrown: 
The  circumftance  I'll  tell  you  more  at  large. 
The  tenth  of  Auguft  laft,  this  dreadful  lord, 
Retiring  from  the  fiege  of  Orleans, 
Having  full  fcarce  fijc  thoufand  in  his  troop, 
By  three  and  twenty  thoufand  of  the  French 
Was  round  encompaiTed  and  fet  upon  : 
No  leifure  had  lie  to  enrank  his  men  ; 
He  wanted  pikes  to  fet  before  his  archers ; 
Inltead  whereof,  fharp  flakes,  pluck'd  out  of  hedges, 
They  pitched  in  the  ground  confufedly, 
To  keep  the  horfemen  off  from  breaking  in. 
More  than  three  hours  the  fight  continued ; 
Where  valiant  Talbot,  above  human  thought, 
Enacted  wonders  with  his  fword  and  lance. 
Hundreds  he  fent  to  hell,  and  none  durft  ftand  him; 
Here,  there,  and  every  where,  enrag'd  he  flew  ; 
The  French  exclaim'd,  The  devil  was  in  arms ; 
All  the  whole  army  flood  agaz'd  on  him  : 
His  foldicrs,  frying  his  undaunted  fpirit, 
A  Talbot !  a  Talbot !  cried  out  amain, 


And  rufh'd  into  the  bowels  of  the  battle. 

Here  had  the  conqueft  fully  been  feaPd  up, 

If  Sir  John  Faftolfe  had  not  play'd  the  coward  : 

He  being  in  the  vaward  (plac'd  behind, 

With  purpofe  to  relieve  and  follow  him) 

Cowardly  fled,  not  having  ftruck  one  ftroke. 

Hence  grew  the  general  wreck  and  maflacre ; 

Enclofed  were  they  with  their  enemies : 

A  bafe  Walloon,  to  win  the  Dauphin's  grace, 

Thruft  Talbot  with  a  fpear  into  the  back  ; 

Whom  all  France,  with  her  chief  aflembled  ihength 

Durft  not  prefume  to  look  once  in  the  face. 

Bed.  Is  Talbot  {Jain  ;  then  I  will  flay  myfelf, 
For  living  idly  here,  in  pomp  and  eafe, 
Whilft  fuch  a  worthy  leader,  wanting  aid, 
Unto  his  daftard  foe-men  is  betray'd. 

3  Meff]  O  no,  he  lives ;  but  is  took  prifoner, 
And  lord  Sealcs  with  him,  and  lord  Hungerford  :  . 
Moft  of  the  reft  flaughter'd,  or  took,  like  wife. 

Bed.  His  ranfom  there  is  none  but  I  mall  pay  : 
I'll  hale  the  Dauphin  headlong  from  his  throne, 
His  crown  fliall  be  the  ranfom  of  my  friend ; 
Four  of  their  lords  I'll  change  for  one  of  ours. — - 
Farewell,  my  marcers ;  to  my  tafk  will  I : 
Bonfires  in  France  forthwith  I  am  to  make. 
To  keep  our  great  Saint  George's  fead  withal : 
Ten  thoufand  foldiers  with  me  I  will  take, 
Whcfe  bloody  deeds  fliall  make  all  Europe  quake. 

3  Me/Jl  So  you  had  need ;  for  Orleans  is  befieg'd 
The  Englifh  army  is  grown  weak  and  faint : 
The  earl  of  Salifbury  craveth  fuppiy  ; 
And  hardly  keeps  his  men  from  mutiny, 
Since  they,  fo  few,  watch  fuch  a  multitude. 

Exe.  Remember,  lords,  your  oaths  to  Henry  fworn 
Either  to  quell  the  Dauphin  utterly, 
Or  bring  him  in  obedience  to  your  yoke. 

Bed.  I  do  remember  it ;  and  here  take  leave, 
To  go  about  my  preparation.  [Exit 

Qlo.'VW  to  the.Tcwer  with  all  the  hafte  I  ca*v 
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To  view  the  artillery  and  munition  ; 

And  then  I  will  proclaim  young  Henry  king.  [Exit. 

Exe.  To  Eltham  will  I,  where  the  young  king  is, 
Being  ordain'd  his  fpecial  governor; 
And  for  his  fafety  there  I'll  beft  devife.        -  [Exit. 

Win.  Each  hath  his  place  and  function  to  attend ; 
I  am  left  out ;  for  me  nothing  remains. 
But  long  I  will  not  be  Jack-out-of-ofRce  ; 
The  king  from  Eltham  I  intend  to  fend,  v 
And  fit  at  chiefeft  ftern  of  public  weal.  [Exit. 

SCENE  It 

Before  Orleans  in  France. 
Enter  Charles,  AlekfoM,  and  Reignier,  marching  with 
a  Drum  and  Soldiers. 

Char.  Mars  his  true  moving,  even  as  in  the  heavens, 
So  in  the  earth,  to  this  day  is  not  known  :  ^ 
Late,  did  he  mine  upon  the  Englii'h  fide  ; 
Now  we  are  victors,  upon  us  he  frniles. 
What  towns  of  any  moment,  but  we  have  ? 
At  pleafure  here  we  lie,  near  Orleans ; 
Otherwhiies,  the  famifh'd  Engliih,  like  pale  ghofls, 
Faintly  befiege  us  one  hour  in  a  month. 

Alert,  They  want  their  porridge,  and  their  fat 
bull-beeves : 
Either  they  mull:  be  dieted,  like  mules, 
And  have  their  provender  ty'd  to  their  mouths, 
Or  piteous  they  will  look,  like  drowned  mice. 

Reig.  Let's  raife  the  fiege  ;  Why  live  we  idly  here  ? 
Talbot  is  taken,  whom  we  v/ont  to  fear : 
Remaineth  none,  but  mad-brain'd  Salifbury  ; 
And  he  may  v/ell  in  fretting  fpend  his  gall, 
Nor  men,  nor  money,  hath  he  to  make  war. 

Char.  Sound,  found  alarum;  we  will  ruth  on  them. 
Now  for  the  honour  of  the  forlorn  French: — 
Him  I  forgive  my  death,  that  killcth  me, 
When  he  lees  me  go  back  one  foot,  or  fly.  [Exi*nt% 

[Here  alarum,  they  are  beaten  back  by  the  Englijh, 
with  great  lofs. 
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Re-enter  Charles,  Alenx^n,  and  Reignier. 

Char.  Who  ever  law  the  like?  what  men  have  I?  

Dogs !  cowards !  daftards ! — I  would  ne'er  have  fled, 
But  that  they  left  me  'midft  my  enemies. 

Reig.  Saliibury  is  a  defperate  homicide  : 
He  fighteth  as  one  weary  cf  his  life. 
The  other  lords,  like  lions  wanting  food. 
Do  rufh  upon  us  as  their  hungry  prey. 

Alen.  Froifird,  a  countryman  of  ours,  records, 
England  all  Olivers  and  Rowlands  bred, 
During  the  time  Edward  the  third  did  reign. 
More  truly  now  may  this  be  verified  ; 
For  none  but  Sampfons,  and  GolialTes, 
It  fendeth  forth  to  Ikirmifh.    One  to  ten ! 
Lean  raw-bon'd  rafcals !  who  would  e'er  fuppofe 
They  had  fuch  courage  and  audacity  ? 

Char.  Let's  leave  this  town ;  for  they  are  hair- 
brain'd  Haves, 
And  hunger  will  enforce  them  to  be  more  eager ; 
Of  old  I  know  them;  rather  with  their  teeth 
The  walls  they'll  tear  down,  than  forfake  the  liege. 

Reig.  I  think,  by  fome  odd  gimmals  or  device, 
Their  arms  are  fet,  like  clocks,  Hill  to  ftrike  cm; 
Elfe  they  could  ne'er  hold  out  fo,  as  they  do. 
By  my  confent,  we'll  e'en  let  them  alone. 

Alen.  Be  it  fo. 

Enter  the  Baftard  of  Orleans. 

Baft.  Where's  the  prince  Dauphin  ?  I  have  news 
for  him, 

Dau.  Baftard  of  Orleans,  thrice  welcome  to  us. 
Baft.  Me  thinks  your  looks  are  fad,   your  cliear 
appall 'd ; 

Hath  the  late  overthrow  wrought  this  offence? 
Be  not  difmay'd^  for  fuccour  is  at  hand  : 
A  holy  maid  hither  writh  me  1  bring, 
Which,  by  a  vilion  fent  to  her  from  heaven, 
Ordained  is  to  ralfe  this  tedious  %ge, 
And  drive  the  English  forth  the  bounds  of  France.  - 
The  fpirit  of  deep  prophecy  Ihe  hath, 
Vol.  V. 
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Exceeding  the  nine  lib  -  Is  of  old  Rome  ; 
Waifs  pair,  and  whit's  tc  come,  me  can  defcry. 
Speak,  lhall  I  cull  her  Li  ?  Believe  rr.y  words, 
For  they  are  certain  aniunrlallible. 

Z)*ar.  Go,  cull  her  in  :  But  trit  to  try  her  fkill, 
Reignier,  itand  the  a  as  Dauphin  m  my  place  : 
QneftioD  her  proudly,  let  thy  locks  be  fern  \ — 
By  this  z::ns  mall  we  fauna  what  ikill  fiie  hath. 
Enter  J  sax  la  Puc  cBe,  v 

Rcig.  Fair  maid,  is't  thou  wilt  do  thefe  wond'rous 
feats  I 

PuceJ.  Reignier,  is'c  thou  that  thinkefl  to  beguile  me  ? 
Where  is  :he  Dauphin  :  came,  ccme  from  behind ; 
I  knew  thee  well,  though  never  feen  before, 
Ee  net  amaz'u,  there's  nemiag  hid  frcm  me  ; 
In  private  will  1  talk  with  thee  apart ; — 
Stand  back,  yen  lords,  ana  give  us  leave  awhile. 

ah"/.  She  t-kes  ue:n  h;r  bravely  at  rlrh  da!h. 

PuctL  Dacphin,  I  am  by  birth  a  ilaepherd's  daughter, 
My  wk  untrain'd  in  any  kind  of  art. 
Heaven,  and  cur  Lady  grzeicus  hath  it  pleas'd 
To  lhine  on  my  contemptible  eitate  ? 
Lo,  whiiit.  I  waited  on  my  tender  lambs, 
And  to  fun's  rareaian  hea:  difplay'd  my  cheeky 
God's  mother  deigned  to  appear  to  me  ; 
And,  in  a  vihon  fall  of  rnajeiir, 
Vhll'd  me  to  leave  my  baft  vacation, 
And  free  my  coantry  from  calamity  : 
Ker  aid  lhe  promts 'a,  ana  alurhi  iucceis : 
In  compleat  glory  lhe  reve^l'd  herielf ; 
And,  where;.s  I  was  black  ar  e  iVarc  before, 
With  thofe  clear  rays  which  flie  infus'd  on  me, 
That  beauty  am  I  bleit  with,  which  you  fee. 
Aik  me  what  queicion  thou  emu  poulble, 
And  I  v  hi  aniwer  on  premeditate  J  : 
hi.-  c .  .:/..:*-  tn  by  combat,  if  thou  dar'a, 
And  taca  mdt'imu  that  1  aaceea  ra;.  lex. 
Reioive  on  this  :  Thou  (halt  be  fortunate, 
If  thou  receive  me  for  tit}  warlike  mate. 
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Dau.  Thou  haft  aftonifh'd  me  with  thy  high  terms  : 
Only  this  proof  I'll  of  thy  valour  make, — 
In  Tingle  combat  thou  (halt  buckle  with  me ; 
And,  if  thou  vanquifheft,  thy  words  are  true  ; 
Othfcrwife,  I  renounce  all  confidence. 

Puccl.  I  am  prepar'd  :  here  is  my  keen-edg'd  fword, 
Beck'd  with  fine  flower-de-luces  on  each  fide ; 
The  which,  atTouraine  in  Saint  Katharine's  church- 
yard, 

Out  of  a  deal  of  old  iron  I  chofe  forth. 

Dau.  Then  come  o'God's  name,  I  fear  no  woman. 

PuceL.  And,  while  I  live,  I'll  never  fly  no  man. 
[Here  they  fight  >  a?id  Joan  la  Puctlle  overcomes* 

Dau.  Stay,  ftay  thy  hands;  thou  art  an  Amazon, 
And  fighteft  with  the  fword  of  Deborah. 

Puce!.  Chrift'smotherhelpsine,elfeI  were  too  weak. 

Dau.  Who'er  helps  thee,  'tis  thou  that  mufl  help  me ; 
Impatiently  I  burn  with  thy  delire ; 
My  heart  and  hands  thou  haft  at  once  fubdu'd. 
Excellent  Pucelle,  if  thy  name  be  fo, 
Let  me  thy  fervant,.  and  not  fovereign,  be ; 
*  Tis  the  French  .Dauphin  fueth  to  thee  thus. 

Pucel.  I  muft  not  yield  to  any  rites  of  love, 
For  my  profeifton's  faered  from  above  ; 
When  I  have  chafed  all  my  foes  from  hence, 
Then  will  I  think  upon  a  recompence. 

Dau.  Mean  time,  look  gracious  on  thy  proftratc 
thralL 

Reig.  My  lord,  mcthinks,  is  very  long  in  talk. 

Aien.  Doubtlefs,  he  fnrives  this  woman  to  her  fmock; 
Elfe  ne'er  could  he  fo  long  protract  his  fpeech. 

Reig.  Shall  we  difturb  him,  fince  he  keeps  no  mean  ? 

Alen.  He  may  mean  more  than  we  poor  men  do  know ; 
Thefe  women  are  fhrewd  tempters  with  their  tongues. 

Reig.  My  lord,  where  are  ycu  ?  what  devife  you  on  ? 
Shall  we  give  over  Orleans,  or  no  ? 

Pucel.  Why,  no,  I  fay,  diftruftful  recreants ! 
Fight  'till  the  lafc  gafp  ;  I  will  be  your  guard. 

Dau.  What  flic  fays,  I'll  confirm  ;  we'll  fight  it  out. 
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Puce!.  Affign'd  I  am  to  be  the  Englifh  fcourge. 
This  night  the  fiege  afiuredly  I'll  raife  : 
Expedl  Saint  Martin's  fummer,  halcyon  days, 
Since  I  have  enter'd  thus  into  thefe  wars. 
Glory  is  like  a  circle  in  the  water, 
Which  never  ceafeth  to  enlarge  itfelf, 
'Till,  by  broad  fpreading,  it  difperfe  to  nought. 
With  Henry's  death  the  Englifh  circle  ends ; 
Difperfed  are  the  glories  it  included.  s 
Now  am  I  like  that  proud  infulting  fhip, 
Which  Ca^far  and  his  fortune  bare  at  once. 

Dau.  Was  Mahomet  inipired  with  ..a  dove  ? 
Thou  with  an  eagle  art  infpired  then. 
Helen,  the  mother  of  great  Conftantine, 
Nor  yet  Saint  Philip's  daughters,  were  like  thee. 
Bright  flar  of  Venus,  fall'n  down  on  the  earth, 
How  may  I  reverently  worfhip  thee  enough  ? 

Alen.  Leave  off  delays,  and  let  us  raife  the  fiege. 

Keig.  Woman,  do  what  thou  canft  to  fave  our  ho- 
nours ; 

Drive  them  from  Orleans,  and  be  immortaliz'd. 
Dau.  Prefently  we'll  try  : — Come,  let's  away  about 
it: 

No  prophet  will  I  truft,  if  me  prove  falfe. 

[  Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 

Tcvjer- Gates  in  London, 
Enter  Glojier,  with  his  Serving-men. 
Glo.  I  am  come  to  furvey  the  Tower  this  day ; 

Fince  Henry's  death,  I  fear,  there  is  conveyance.  

Where  be  thefe  warders,  that  they  wait  net  here? 
Open  the  gates :  it  is  Gloftcr  that  calls. 

i  Ward.  Who's  there,  that  knocketh  fo  impcri- 
oufly  ? 

i  Man.  it  is  the  noble  duke  of  Glofter. 
1  Ward.  Whoe'er  he  be,  you  may  not  be  let  in. 
i  Man.  Villains,  anfvver  you  fo  the  lord  prote&or  ? 
i  Ward.  The  Lord  protect  him !  fo  we  anlwer  him  5 
Yvv  do  no  otherwife  than  we  are  will'd. 
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Glo.  Whowill'dyou?  or whofe  willftands butmine? 
There's  none  protector  of  the  realm,  bat  L — 
Break  up  the  gates,  I'll  be  your  warrantize  : 
Shall  I  be  flouted  thus  bv  dunghill  grooms  ? 

Glojlcr  s  Men  Ynfh  at  the  lower-Gates,  and  Woodvilley 
the  Lieutenant,  /peaks  within. 

/-^W.Whatnoife  is  this  ?  what  traitors  have  wehere  ? 

Glo.  Lieutenant,  is  it  you,  whofe  voice  I  hear? 
Open  the  gates :  here's  Glofter,  that  would  enter. 

Wood.  Have  patience,  noble  duke  ;  I  may  not  open; 
The  cardinal  of  Whichever  forbids : 
From  him  I  have  exprefs  comrnandement, 
That  thou,  nor  none  of  thine,  mill  be  let  in. 

Glo.  Faint-hearted  Woodville,  priced  him  'fore  me? 
Arrogant  Winchefter  ?  that  haughty  prelate, 
Whom  Henry,  our  late  fovereign,  ne'er  could  brook  ? 
Thou  art  no  friend  to  God,  or  to  the  king  : 
Open  the  gates,  or  I'll  fhut  thee  out  fhortly. 

Serv.  Open  the  gates  there  to  the  lord  proteclor ; 
We'll  burftthem  open,  if  that  you  come  not  quickly. 
Enter  to  the  Prate  ft  or,  at  the  Tower-Gates,  Winchefier 
and  his  men  in  tawny  coats. 
Win.  How  now  ambitious  Humphry  ?  what  means 
this  ? 

Glo.  Piei'd  prieft,  doft  thou  command  me  to  be 
fhut  out? 

Win.  I  do,  thou  moll  ufurping  proditor, 
Anl  not  protector  of  the  king  or  realm. 

Glo.  Stand  back,  thou  manifest  confpirator ; 
Thou,  that  contriv'ft  to  murder  our  dead  lord  ; 
Thou,  that  giv'ft  whores  indulgences  to  fin  : 
IT1  canvafs  thee  in  thy  broad  cardinal's  hat, 
If  thou  proceed  in  this  thy  inference. 

Wii.  Nay,  fbmd  thou back, I  will  not  badge  afoot; 
This  be  Damafcus,  be  thou  curfed  Cain, 
To  flay  thy  brother  Abel,  if  thou  wilt. 

Glo.  I  will  not  Hay  thee,  but  I'll  drive  thee  back: 
Thy  fcarlet  robes,  as  a  child's  bearing  cloth 
I'll  ufe,  to  carry  thee  out  of  this  place. 
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Win.  Do  what  thou  dar'ft  ;  I  beard  thee  to  thy  face. 

Glo.  What?  am  I  dar'd,and  bearded  to  my  face? — ■ 
Draw,  m^n,  for  all  this  privileged  place  ; 
Blue-coats  to  tawny-coats.  Prieft,  beware  thy  beard ; 
I  mean  to  tug  it,'  and  to  cuff  you  foundly  : 
Under  my  feet  I'll  ftanip  thy  cardinal's  hat ; 
In  fpite  of  pope,  or  dignities  of  church, 
Here  by  the  cheeks  I'll  drag  thee  up  and  down. 

Win.  Glofter,  thou'lt  anfwer  this  before  the  pope. 

Glo.  Whichever  goofe !  I  cry  A  rope !  a  rope ! — 

Now  beat  them  hence.     Why  do  you  let  them  flay  ? 
Thee  I'll  chafe  hence,  thou  wolf  in  lheep's  array. — 
Out,  tawny-corts ! — out,  fcarlet  hypocrite  \ 
Here  Glofter' }s  Men  beat  out  the  Cardinal' s  ;   and  enter 

in  the hurly-burly ,  the  Mayor  oft  London  and  his  Oficers. 

Mayor.  Fie,  lords!  that  you,  being  fupreme  magi- 
ftrates, 

Thus  contumelioufty  mould  break  the  peace  ! 

Glc.  Peace,  mayor;  for  thou  know'ft  little  of  my 
wrongs : 

Here's  Beaufort,  that  regards  not  God  nor  king, 
Hath  here  diftrain'd  the  Tower  to  his  ufe. 

Win.  Here's  Glofter  too,  a  foe  to  citizens ; 
One  that  ft  ill  motions  war,  and  never  peace, 
O'ercharging  your  free  purfes  with  large  fines  ; 
That  feeks  to  overthrow  religion, 
Becaufe  he  is  protestor  of  the  realm  ; 
And  would  have  armour  here  out  of  the  Tower, 
To  crown  himfelf  king,  and  fupprefs  the  prince. 
G  7o.  I  will  not  anfwer  thee  with  words,  but  blows. 

[I/ere  they Jkirmijh  again. 
Mayor.  Nought  refts  forme,  in  this  tumultuous  ftrife* 

But  to  make  open  proclamation  :  

Come,  officer  ;  as  loud  as  e'er  thou  canft. 
OiF.  All  manner  of  men,  afembled  here  in  arms  this  day, 
againft  God's  peace  and  the  kings,  mte  charge  and 
command  you,  in  his  highnefs'  name,  to  repair  to  your 
fi  ueral  dwelling  places  ;  and  not  wear,  handle,  or 
ufe,  any  fwerd,  weapon,  or  dagger,  henceforward, 
ujov  fain  of  death. 
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Glo.  Cardinal,  I'll  be  no  breaker  of  die  law  : 
But  we  mall  meet,  and  break  our  minds  at  large. 

Win.*  Glofler,  we'll  meet ;  to  thy  coft,  be  thou  fure: 
Thy  heart-blood  I  will  have  for  this  day's  work. 

Mayor.  I'll  call  for  clubs,  if  you  will  not  away: 
This  cardinal  is  more  haughty  than  the  deyil. 

Glo.  Mavor,  farewell :  thou  doll  but  what  thou 
may'ft. 

Win.  Abominable  Glofler  !  guard  thy  head  ; 
For  I  intend  to  have  it,  ere  long.  [Exeunt. 

Mayor.  See  the  coait  clear'd,   and  then  we  will 

.    "      depart. — 
Good  God  !  that  nobles  mould  \fuch  ftomachs  bear  ! 
I  myfeif  light  not  once  in  forty  year.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Orleans  in  France 
Enter  the  Majter -Gunner  of  Orleans,  and  his  Boy. 

M.  Gun.  Sirrah,  thou  know 'ft  how  Orleans  is 
befieg'd  ; 

And  how  the  Englifh  have  the  fuburbs  won. 

Boy.  Father,  I  know ;  and  oft  have  mot  at  them, 
Howe'er,  unfortunate,  Imifs'dmy  aim. 

M.  Gun.  But  now  thou  fhalt  not.  Be  thou  rul'd 
by  me  : 

Chief  matter-gunner  am  I  of  this  town  ; 

Something  I  mull  do  to  procure  me  grace. 

The  prince's  'fpials  have  informed  me, 

How  the  Englifh,  in  the  fuburbs  clofe  intrenched, 

Went,  through  a  fecret  grate  of  iron  bars 

In  yonder  tower,  to  over-peer  the  city  ; 

And  thence  difcover,  how,  with  molt,  advantage, 

They  may  vex  us,  with  fhot,  or  with  afTault. 

To  intercept  this  inconvenience, 

A  pkce  of  ordnance  'gainil  it  I  have  plac'd  ; 

And  fully  even  thefe  three  days  have  I  watch'd^ 


to 


FIRST  PART  0? 


Aa  I. 


If  I  could  fee  them:  Now,  boy,  do  thou  watch; 

For  I  can  ftay  no  longer. 

If  thou  fpy'il  any,  run  and  bring  me  word; 

And  thou  malt  find  me  at  the  governor's.  [Exit, 

Bey.  Father,  I  warrant  you  ;  take  you  no  care  ; 
I'll  never  trouble  you,  if  I  may  fpy  them. 
Enter  the  Lords  Salisbury  and  Talbot,  nvifk   Sir  ■  W% 

GlqnfdaU  and  Sir  The.  Gargra-ve,  on  the  turrets, 

Sal.  Talbot,  nvy  life,  my  joy,  again  return'd  ! 
How  wert  thou  handled,  being  prifoner? 
Or  by  what  means  got'rt.  thou  to  be  releas'd  ? 
Difcourfe  I  pr'ythee,  on  this  turret's  top. 

Tal.  The  duke  of  Bedford  had  a  prifoner, 
Called — the  brave  lord  Ponton  de  Santrailles ; 
For  him  was  I  exchang'd  and  ranfomed. 
But  with  a  bafer  man  of  arms  by  far, 
Once,  in  contempt,  they  would  have  barter'd  me  : 
Which  I,  difdaining,  fcorn'd  ;  and  craved  death 
Ratter  than  I  would  be  fo  pill'd  eileemed. 
In  fine,  redeem'd  I  was  as  I  dehVd. 
Bat,  oh !  the  treacherous  Faftolfe  wounds  my  heart ! 
Whom  with  my  bare  fills  I  would  execute, 
If  I  now  had  him  brought  into  my  power. 

Sal.  Yet  tell'ft  thou  not  how  thou  wert  entertainM. 

Tal.  With  fcofr *s,  and  fcorns,and  contumelious  taunts. 
In  open  market-pkee  produe'd  they  mc, 
To  be  a  public  fpeclacle  to  all ; 
Here,  faid  they,  is  the  terror  of  the  French, 
The  fcare-crow  that  affrights  our  children  fo. 
Then  broke  I  from  the  ofneers  that  led  me ; 
And  with  my  nails  digg'd  fr ones  out  of  the  ground, 
To  hurl  at  the  beholders  of  my  fhame. 
My  grifly  countenance  made  others  fly; 
None  dttffi  come  near  for  fear  of  fudden  death. 
In  iron  walls  they  decmM  me  not  fecure ; 
So  great  fear  of  my  name  'mongft  them  was  fprcad, 
That  they  fuppos'd,  I  could  rend  bars  of  Heel, 
And  fpurn  in  pieces  polls  of  adamant: 
Wherefore  a  guard  of  chefen  ihot  I  had, 
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That  walk'd  about  me  every  minute  while  ; 
And  if  I  did  but  ftir  out  of  my  bed, 
Ready  they  were  to  moot  me  to  the  heart. 

Enter  the  Boy,  with  a  linftock. 
Sal.  I  grieve  to  hear  what  torments  you  endur'd  ; 
But  we  will  be  reveng'd  fuificiently. 
Now  it  is  fupper-time  in  Orleans : 
Here,  through  this  grate,  I  can  count  every  one, 
And  view  the  Frenchmen  how  they  fortify  ; 
Let  us  look  in,  the  fight  will  much  delight  thee. — 
Sir  Thomas  Gargrave,  and  Sir  William  Glanfdale, 
Let  me  have  your  exprefs  opinions, 
Where  is  beffc  place  to  make  cur  battery  next  ? 

Gar.  I  think  at  the  north  gate :  for  there  Hand  lords, 
Glan.  And  I  here,  at  the  bulwark  of  the  bridge. 
Tal.  For  aught  I  fee,  this  city  muft  be  famiuYd, 
Or  with  light  fKirmifnes  enfeebled. 

[_Shot  from  the  town.    Salijhiry  and  Sir  Tbo* 
Gargra-ue  fall  dcnjjn. 
.  Sal.  O  Lord,  have  mercy  on  us,  wretched  fmners ! 
Gar,  O  Lord,  have  mercy  on  me,  woeful  man  ! 
2al.  What  chancers  this,  that  Aiddeniy  hath  crofs'd 
us  ? 

Speak,  Salisbury  ;  at  leaft,  if  thou  canil  fpeak  ; 
How  far'il  thou,  mirror  of  all  martial  men  ? 
One  of  chy  eyes,  and  thy  cheek's  fide  (truck  OiF! — * 
Accurfed  tower  !  accurfed  fatal  hand, 
That  hath  contriv'd  this  woeful  tragedy  ! 
In  thirteen  battles  Salisbury  o'ercame  ; 
Henry  the  fifth  he  ftrrt.  train'd  to  the  wars : 
Whilft  any  trump  did  found,  or  drum  flruck  up, 
His  fword  did  ne'er  leave  ftriking  in  the  field. — 
Yet  li&m  thou,  Salifoury  ?  though  thy  fpeech  doth  fail* 
One  eye  thou  haft  to  look  to  heav'n  for  grace : 
The  fun  with  one  eye  vieweth  all  the  world — . 
Heaven,  be  thou  gracious  to  none  alive, 
If  Salifbury  wants  mercy  at  thy  hands  ! — 
Bear  hence  his  body,  I  will  help  to  bury  it. — - 
Sir  Thomas  Gargrave,  bait  thou  any  life  £ 
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Speak  unto  Talbot ;  nay,  look  up  to  him. 
Saiiibury,  chear  thy  -fpirit  with  this  comfort ; 

That  fiialt  not  die,  whiles —  

He  beckons  with  his  hand,  and  (miles  on  me. 
As  who  mould  fay,  When  I  am  dead  aid  gone, 
Remember  to  avenge  ?ne  on  the  French. — 
Plantagenet,  I  will;  and  Nero-like, 
Play  on  the  lute,  beholding  the  towns  burn  : 
Wretched  mall  France  be  only  in  my  naane. 

[Here  an  alarum,  and  it  thunders  arid  lightens* 
Whit  fur  is  this?  What  tumult's  in  the  heavens  ? 
Whence  cometh  this  alarum  and  this  noife  ? 

Enter  a  Mefjenger, 
Jsleff.  My  lord,  my  lord,  the  French  have  gather'd 
head  : 

The  Dauphin,  with,  one  Joan  la  Pucelle join'd, — 

A  hcly  prophetefs,  new  rifen  up, — 

Is  come  with  a  great  power  to  raife  the  fiege. 

[Here  Salijbury  lifteth  himfelf  up,  and  groans, 
>  Tal.  Kear,  hear,  how  dying  Saiiibury  doth  groan ! 
Jt  irks  his  heart,  he  cannot  be  reveng'd. — 
Frenchmen,  I'll  be  a  Saiiibury  to  you 
Pucelle  or  puzzle,  dolphin  or  dogfifh, 
Your  hearts  I'll  (tamp  out  with  my  horfe's  heels, 
And  make  a  quagmire  of  your  mrngled  brains.— 
Convey  me  Saiiibury  into  his  tent, 
And  then  we'll  try  what  dailard  Frenchmen  dare. 

[Alarum,    Exeunt,  hearing  out  the  bodies, 

SCENE  V. 

Here  an  alarum  again  ;  and  Talbot  furfucth  the 
Dauphin,  and  d rivet b  him  :  then  enter  "Joan  la 
Puadle,  driving  Englijbmcn  before  her.  Then  enter 
Talbot, 

J  hi.  Where  is  my  Itrcngth,  my  valour ,  and  my  force  ? 
Our  Engliih  troops  retire,  I  cannot  ftay  them  ; 
A  woman,  clad  in  armour,  chafe tli  them. 

Enter  La  Pucelle. 
Here,  here  me  comes  : — I'll  have  a  bout  with  thee ; 
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Devil,  or  devil's  dam,  I'll  conjure  thee  : 
Blood  will  I  draw  on  thee,  thou  art  a  witch, 
And  itraightway  give  thy  foul  to  him  thou  ferv'ih 

Puce/,  Come,  come,  'tis  only  I  that  rnufl  difgrace 
thee.  ^JFhey  fight, 

Tal,  Heavens,  can  you  filler  hell  To  to  prevail  ? 
My  breaft  I'll  burft  with  draining  of  my  courage, 
And  from  my  moulders  crack  my  arms  afunder, 
But  I  will  chaftife  this  high-minded  ilrumpet. 

PuceL  Talbot,  farewell ;  thy  hour  is  not  yet  come ; 
I  mult  go  victual  Orleans  forthwith. 

[A  Jhort  alarum.    Then  eniers  the  town  with  foldiers, 
O'ertake  me  if  thou  can'it;  I  fcorn  thy  ftrength. 
Go,  go,  cheer  up  thy  hunger-ftarved  men ; 
Help  Salifbury  to  make  his  teilament  : 
This  day  is  ours,  as  many  more  fhall  be. 

[Exit  Pucelle. 

TaL  My  thoughts  are  whirled  like  a  potter's  wheel ; 
I  know  not  where  I  am,  nor  what  I-do: 
A  witch,  by  fear,  not  force,  like  Hannibal, 
Drives  back  our  troops,  and  conquers  as  me  lifts  : 
So  bees  with  fmoke,  and  doves  with  noifome  flench, 
Are  from  their  hives,  and  houfes,  driven  away. 
They  call'd  us,  for  our  ftercenefs,  Englilh  dogs ; 
Now,  like  their  whelps,  we  crying  run  away. 

[  A  Jhort  alarum , 
Hark,  countrymen  !  either  renew  the  fight, 
Or  tear  the  lions  out  of  England's  coat ; 
Renounce  your  foil,  give  fheep  in  lion's  ftead  : 
Sheep  run  not  half  fo  timorous  from  the  wolf, 
Or  horfe,  or  oxen,  from  the  leopard, 

As  you  fly  from  your  oft-fubdued  Haves.  

[Alarum,    Here  another Jkirmijh. 
It  will  not  be  : — Retire  into  your  trenches : 
You  all  confeoted  unto  Salifbury's  death, 
For  none  would  ftrike  a  ftroke  in  his  revenge, — 
Pucelle  is  entered  into  Orleans, 
In  fpight  of  us,  or  aught  that  we  could  do. 
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O,  would  I  were  to  die  with  Salifbury  ! 

The  fhame  hereof,  will  make  me  hide  my  head.' 

[Exit  Talbot. 
[  Alarum,  retreat,  flour  ijh. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter,  on  the  'walls,  Pucelle,  Dauphin,  Reignier, 
Alencon,  and  Soldiers, 

PuceL  Advance  our  waving  colours^on  the  walls,, 
Refcu'd  is  Orleans  from  the  Englifh  wolves  : — 
Thus  Joan  la  Pucelle  hath  perform'd  her  word. 

Dan.  Divineft  creature,  bright  Aftrea's  daughter, 
How  (hall  I  honour  thee  for  this  fuccefs 
Thy  promifes  are  like  Adonis'  gardens, 
That  one  day  bloorn'd,  and  fruitful  were  the  next. — 
France,  triumph  in  thy  glorious  prophetefs ! — 
Recover'd  is  the  town  of  Orleans  : 
More  bleiTed  hap  did  ne'er  befall  our  ftate. 

Reig*  Why  ring  not  out  the  bells  throughout  the 
town  ? 

Dauphin,  command  the  citizens  make  bonfires, 
And  feait  and  banquet  in  the  open  ilreets, 
To  celebrate  the  joy  that  God  hath  given  us. 

Alen.  All  France  will  be  replete  with  mirth  and  joy, 
When  they  (hall  hear  how  we  have  play'd  the  men. 

Dan.  'Tis  Joan,  not  we,  by  whom  the  day  is  won  ; 
For  which,  1  will  divide  my  crown  with  her  : 
And  all  the  priefts  and  friars  in  my  realm 
Shall,  in  procelfion,  ring  her  cndlefs  praife. 
A  flatelier  pyramis  to  her  I'll  rear, 
Than  Rhodope's,  or  Memphis',  ever  was : 
In  memory  of  her,  when  fne  is  dead, 
Her  afhes  in  an  urn  more  precious 
Than  the  rich-jewel'd  coffer  of  Darius, 
Tranfportcd  mall  be  at  high  feilivals 
Before  the  kings  and  queens  of  France. 
No  longer  on  Saint  Dennis  will  we  cry, 
Bat  Joan  la  Pucelle  (hail  be  France's  faint. 
Come  in,  and  let  us  banquet  royally, 
After  this  golden  day  of  victory.  \Flonrip.  Exeunt, 
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ACT   II.       S  C  E,N  E  I. 

Before  Orleans* 
Enter  a  French  Serjeant  with  i^wo  Centinels, 
$ety,  O  IRS,  take  your  places,  and  be  vigilant  : 
1^3  If  any  noife,  or  foldier,  you  perceive, 
Near  to  the  walls,  by  fome  apparent  lign, 
Let  us  have  knowledge  at  the  court  of  guard. 

Cent.  Serjeant,  you  fhalL    [Exit  Serjeant.]  Thus 
are  poor  fervitors 
(When  others  fleep  upon  their  quiet  beds) 
Conftrain'd  to  watch  in  darknefs,  rain,  and  cold. 
Enter  lalhot,  Bedford,   and  Burgundy,  <with  fcaling 
ladders.    Their  dru?ns  beating  a  dead  ?narch. 
Tal.  Lord  regent — and  redoubted  Burgundy,— 
By  whofe  approach,  the  regions  of  Artois, 

Walloon,  and  Picardy,  are  friends  to  us,  

This  happy  night  the  Frenchmen  are  fecure, 
Having  ail  day  carous'd  and  banqueted : 
Embrace  we  then  this  opportunity ; 
As  fitting  beft  to  quittance  their  deceit, 
Contrived  by  art,  and  baleful  forcery. 

Bed.  Coward  of  France  ! — -how  much  he  wrongs  his 
fame, 

Defpairing  of  his  own  arm's  fortitude, 
To  join  with  witches  and  the  help  of  hell. 

Bur.  Traitors  have  never  other  company.— 
But  what's  that  Pucelle,  whom  they  term  fo  pure  ? 

Tal.  A  maid,  they  fay. 

Bed.  A  maid  !  and  be  fo  martial ! 

Bur.  Pray  God,  me  prove  not  mafculine  ere  long; 
If  underneath  the  llandard  of  the  French, 
She  carry  armour,  as  me  hath  begun. 

Tal.  Well,  let  them  praclife  and  converfe  with 
fpirits  : 

God  is  our  fortrefs;  in  whofe  conquering  name, 
Let  us  refolve  to  fcale  their  flinty  bulwarks. 

Bed.  Afcend,  brave  Talbot ;  we  will  follow  thee. 
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Tal.  Not  all  together  ;  better  far,  I  guefs, 
That  we  do  malu?  our  entrance  feveral  ways ; 
"That,  if  it  chance  the  one  of  us  do  fail. 
The  other  yet  may  rife  againft  their  force. 

Bed.  Agreed  ;  I'll  to  yon  corner. 

Bur.  And  I  to  this. 

Tal.  And  here  will  Talbot  mount,  or  make  his 
grave.— 

Now,  Salifbury!  for  thee,  and  for  the  right 
Of  Englifh  Henry,  mall  this  night  appear 
How  much  in  duty  I  am  bound  to  both. 

The  Englijh,  fcaling  the  walls,  cry,  St.  George/  A 
Talbot  ! 

Cent.  \Within.~\  Arm,  arm!  the  ei\emy  doth  make 
afTault ! 

The  French  leap  over  the  walls  in  their  Jhirts.  Enter 
fe-veral  ways,  Bajlard,  Ale.>:$on,  Reignier,  half  rea- 
dy, and  half  unready. 

Alen.  How  now,  my  lords  ?  what  all  unready  fo  ? 
Baft.  Unready  ?  ay,  and  glad  we  fcap'd  fo  well. 
Reig.  rTwas  time,  I  trow,  to  wake,  and  leave  our 
beds, 

Hearing  alarums  at  Cur  chamber  doors. 

Alen.  Of  all  exploits,  fince  firfc  I  follow'd  arms, 
Ne'er  heard  I  of  a  warlike  enterprize 
More  venturous,  or  defperate,  than  this. 

Baft,  I  think  this  Talbot  is  a  fiend  of  hell. 

Reig.  If  not  of  hell,  the  heavens,  fure,  favour 
him. 

Alen.  Here  cometh  Charles ;  I  marvel  how  he  fped. 

Enter  Charles  and  Pucclle. 
Baft.  Tut!  holy  Joan  was  his  defenfive  guard. 
Char.  Is  this  thy  cunning,  thoj  deceitful  dame  ? 
Didft  thou  at  nrft,  to  flatter  us  withal, 
Make  us  partakers  of  a  little  gain, 
That  now  our  lofs  might  be  ten  times  fo  much  ? 
Puccl.  Wherefore  is  Charles  impatient  with  his 
friend  ? 

At  all  times  will  you  have  my  power  alike  ? 
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Sleeping,  or  waking,  mull  I  ftill  prevail, 
Or  will  you  blame  and  lay  the  fault  on  me  ? — 
Improvident  fcldiers !  had  your  watch  been  good, 
This  fudden  mifchief  never  could  have  falPn. 

Char,  Duke  of  Alencon,  this  was  your  default  ; 
That,  being  captain  of  the  watch  to-night, 
Did  look  no  better  to  that  weighty  charge. 

Alen.  Had  all  your  quarters  been  as  fafely  kept,. 
As  that  whereof  I  had  the  government, 
We  had  not  been  thus  mamefully  furpriz'd. 

Baft.  Mine  was  fecure. 

Reig.  And  fo  was  mine,  my  lord. 

Char.  And,  formyfelf,  moft  part  of  all  this  night, 
Within  her  quarter,  and  mine  own  precinct, 
I  was  employ'd  in  paffing  to  and  fro, 
About  relieving  of  the  centinels : 
Then  how,  or  which  way,  mould  they  flrlr,  break  in  ? 

Puce!.  Queftion,  my  lords,  no  further  of  the  cafe, 
How,  or  which  way  ;  'tis  fure  they  found  fome  part 
But  weakly  guarded,  where  the  breach  was  made. 
And  now  there  refts  no  other  fhift  but  this, — 
To  gather  our  foldiers,  fcatter'd  and  difpers'd, 
And  lay  new  platforms  to  endamage  them. 
Alarum.    Enter  a  Soldier  crying,  A  Talbot!  A  Talbot  f 

they  fly,  leaning  their  clothes  behind. 

Sol.  F1I  be  fo  bold  to  take  what  they  have  left. 
The  cry  of  Talbot  ferves  me  for  a  fword  ; 
For  I  have  loaden  me  with  many  fpoiis, 
Ufmg  no  other  weapon  but  his  name.  [Exit, 

SCENE  II. 

The  fame. 

Enter  Talbot y  Bedford,  Burgundy,  &c. 
Bed.  The  day  begins  to  break,  and  night  is  fled,. 
Whofe  pitchy  mantle  over-veiPd  the  earth. 
Here  found  retreat,  and  ceafe  our  hot  purfuit. 

[Retreat. 

Tal.  Bring  forth  the  body  of  old  Salilbury  ; 
And  here  advance  it  in  the  market-place,. 
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The  middle  centre  of  this  curfed  town. — 

Now  have  I  pay'd  my  vow  unto  his  foul ; 

For  every  drop  of  blood  was  drawn  from  him, 

There  hath  at  leaf:  five  Frenchmen  dy'd  to-night, 

And,  that  hereafter  ages  may  behold 

What  rain  happened  in  revenge  of  him. 

Within  their  chiefeft  temple  I'll  erect 

A  tomb,  wherein  his  corpfe  mail  be  interred  : 

Upon  the  which  that  every  one  may  read, 

vShali  be  engrav'd  the  lack  of  Orleans  ^ 

The  treacherous  manner  of  his  mournful  death, 

And  what  a  terror  he  had  been  to  France. 

But,  lords,  in  all  our  bloody  maifacre, 

I  mui-e,  we  met  not  with  the  Dauphin's  grace  ; 

His  new-come  champion,  virtuous  Joan  of  Arc  ; 

Nor  any  of  his  falfe  confederates. 

Btd.  sTis  thought,  lord  Talbot,  when  the  right 
began, 

P.ous'd  on  the  fudden  from  their  drowfy  beds, 
They  did,  amongrT.  the  troops  of  armed  men, 
Leap  o?er  the  walls  for  refuge  in  the  field. 

Bur.  Myfelf  (as  far  as  I  could  well  difcern, 
For  frnoke  and  dufky  vapours  of  the  night) 
Am  lure  I  fcar'd  the  Dauphin  and  his  trull ; 
When  arm  in  arm  they  both  came  fwiftly  running, 
Like  to  a  pair  of  loving  turtle  doves, 
That  could  not  live  afunder  day  or  night. 
After  that  things  are  fet  in  order  here, 
We'll  follow  them  with  all  the  power  we  have. 
E'.ttf  a  Meffwger* 

Mtjl  All  hail,  my  lords!  which  of  this  princely 
train 

Call  ye  the  warlike  Talbot,  for  his  afti 

So  much  applauded  through  the  realm  of  France  ? 

Tal  Here  is  the  Talbot;  Wk*  would  fpeak  with  him? 

Mefll  The  virtuous  lady,  countefs  of  Auvergne, 
With  modefty  admiring  thy  renown, 
By  me  entreats,  great  lord,  thou  wouldfl  vouchfaf: 
To  rifit  her  poor  cattle  where  fhz  lies ; 
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That  (lie  may  boait,  fhe  hath  beheld  the  man 
Whole  glory  fills  the  world  with  loud  report. 

Bur.  Is  it  even  for  Nay,  then,  I  fee,  our  wars 
Will  turn  into  a  peaceful  comic  fport, 
When  ladies  crave  to  be  encounter 'd  with.— 
You  may  not,  my  lord,  defpife  her  gentle  ftrit. 

Tal.  Ne'er  trait  me  then ;  for,  when  a  world  of  men 
Could  not  prevail  with  all  their  oratory, 
Yet  hath  a  woman's  kindnefs  cver-rul'd  : 
And  therefore  tell  her,  I  return  great  thanks ; 
And  in  fubmifuon  will  attend  on  ner.— 
WUJ  not  your  honours  bear  me  company  ? 

Bed.  No,  truly  ;  that  is  more  than  manners  will: 
And  I  have  heard  it  faid, — Unbidden  gtfeffs 
Are  often  welcomed  when  they  are  gone. 

TaL  Well  then,  alone,  fmce  there's  no  remedy, 
I  mean  to  prove  this  lady's  cou  reefy. 
Come  hither,  captain.  ers  ]~~YG'd  perceive 

my  mind, 

Cap.  I  do,  my  lord  ;  and.  mean  accordingly. 

[Exeunt* 

S   C   E   N   E  nr. 

The  Ccmitefs  cf  AuvergK^ -J  Go. file. 
Enter  the  Countefs,  and  her  Porter. 
Count.  Porter,  remember  what  I  gave  in  charge  ; 
And,  when  you  have  done  fo,  bring  the  keys  to  me. 
Port.  Madam,  I  will.  [Exit. 
Count.  The  plot  is  laid  :  if  all.things  fallout  right, 
1"  thall  as  famous  be  by  this  exploit, 
As  Scythian  Tomyris  by  Cyrus'  death. 
Great  is  the  rumour  of  this  dreadful  knight, 
And  his  atchievements  of  no  lefs  account : 
Fain  would  mine  eyes  be  witnefs  with  mine  ears', 
To  give  their  cenfure  of  thefe  rare  reports. 

Enter  Mejjenger,  and  Talbot. 
Meff.  .Madam,  according  as  your  lady  fhip  defir'd, 
By  meHage  crav'd,  lb  is  lord  Talbot  come. 

Count,  And  he  is  welcome.  What:  is  this  the  man? 
C  z 
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MeJ.  Madam,  it  is. 

Count.  \  as  m:ifing\  Is  this  the  fcourge  of  France.? 
Is  this  the  Talbot,  fo  much  fear'd  abroad, 
That  with  his  name  the  mothers  Hill  -their  babes  \ 
I  fee,  report  is  fabulous  and  falfe : 
1  thought,  I  ihould  have  feen  fome  Hercules, 
A  fecond  Hector,  for  his  grim  afpecl:, 
And  large  proportion  of  his  ftrong-knit  limbs. 
Alas  1  this  is  a  child,  a  fifty  dwarf: 
It  cannot  be,  this  weak  and  wrizled  fhrimp 
Should  itrike  fnch  terror  to  his  enemies. 

Tal.  Madam,  I  have  been  bold  to  trouble  you  ; 
Bat,  mice  your  ladyOiip  is  not  at  leifure, 
Til  fort  fome  other  time  to  vifit  you. 

Count.  What  means  he  now  ? — Go  aft  him,  whi- 
ther ke  goes. 

Mc(f.  Stay,  my  lord  Talbot;  for  my  lady  craves 
To  know  the  caufe  of  your  abrupt  departure. 

Tal.  Marry,  for  that  lhe's  in  a  wrong  belief, 
I  go  to  certify  her,  Talbot's  here. 

Re-enter  Porter  with  keys. 

Count.  If  thou  be  lie,  then  art  thou  prifoner. 

Tal.  Prifoner  !  to  whom  ? 

Count.  Tome,  blood-thirfty  lord ; 
And  for  that  ca»afe  I  trained  thee  to  my  houfe. 
Long  time  thy  fhadow  hath  been  thrall  to  me, 
For  in  my  gallery  thy  picture  hangs ; 
But  now  the  fubitance  fhall  endure  the  like  r 
And  I  will  chain  thefe  legs  and  arms  of  thine, 
That  hall  by  tyranny,  thefe  many  years, 
Walled  our  country,  flain  our  citizens, 
And  Tent  our  fons  and  hufbands  captivate. 

TaL  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Count,  Laugheft  thou,  wretch?   thy  mirth  mail 
turn  to  moan. 

TaL  I  laugh  to  fee  your  ladyfhip  fo  fond, 
To  think  that  you  have  aught  but  Talbot's  lhadow, 
Whereon  to  practife  your  fcverity. 

'  iuni.  Wv/;  art  nqt  thou  the  man? 
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Tal.  I  am,  indeed. 

Cwnh  Then  have  I  fubftance  too. 

Tal.  No,  no,  I  am  bat  fnadow  of  myfdf : 
You  are  deceiv'd,  my  fubftance  is  not  here  : 
For  what  you  fee  is  but  the  fmalleit  part 
And  leafl  proportion  of  humanity  : 
I  tell  you,  madam,  were  the  whole  frame  here, 
It  is  of  fuch  a  fpacious  lofty  pitch, 
Your  roof  were  not  fufficient  to  contain  it. 

Count.  This  is  a  riddling  merchant  for  the  nonce ; 
He  will  be  here,  and  yet  he  is  not  here  : 
How  can  thefe  contrarieties  agree  ? 

Tal.  That  I  will  mew  you  prefently. 
Winds  bis  horn  ;  drums  ftrike  up :  a  peal  of  ordnance* 

Enter  Soldiers. 
How  fay  you,  madam,  are  you  now  perfuaded, 
That  Talbot  is  but  ihadow  of  himfelf  ? 
Thefe  are  his  fubftance,  fmews,  arms,  and  ftrength. 
With  which  he  yoketh  your  rebellious  necks ; 
Razeth  your  cities,  and  fubverts  your  towns, 
And  in  a  moment  makes  them  defolate. 

Count.  Victorious  Talbot !  pardon  my  abufe  : 
I  find  thou  art  no  lefs  than  fame  hath  bruited, 
And  more  than  may  be  gather' d  by  thy  fhape. 
Let  my  prefumption  not  provoke  thy  wrath ; 
For  I  am  forry,  that  with  reverence 
I  did  not  entertain  thee  as  thou  art. 

Tal.  Be  not  difmay'd  fair  lady  ;  nor  mifconltrue 
The  mind  of  Talbot,  as  you  did  miftake 
The  outward  compofition  of  his  body. 
What  you  have  done,  hath  not  offended  me  : 
Nor  other  fatisfaclion  do  I  crave, 
But  only  (with  your  patience)  that  we  may 
Taile  of  your  wine,  and  fee  what  cates  you  have ; 
For  foldiers'  liomachs  always  ferve  them  well. 

Count.  With  all  my  heart ;  and  think  me  honoured 
To  feall  fo  great  a  warrior  in  my  houfe.  [Exeunt, 
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SCENE  IV. 
London,    The  Temple  Garden, 

Enter  the  Earls  of  Somerfet  y  Suffolk,  and  Warwick; 

Richard  Plantagenet,  Verncn,  and  another  Lawyer, 

Plant,  Great  lords,  and  Gentlemen,-  what  means  * 
this  iilence  ? 
Dare  no  man  anfwer  in  a  cafe  of  truth  ? 

Suf  Within  the  Temple- hall  we  were  too  loud; 
The  garden  here  is  more  convenient. 

Plant,  Then  fay  at  once,  if  I  maintam'd  the  truth  ; 
Or,  elfe,  was  wrangling  Somerfet  in  the  error? 

Suf  'Faith,  i  have  been  a  truant  in  the  law  ; 
I  never  yet  could  frame  my  will  to  it ; 
And,  therefore,  frame  the  law  unto  my  will. 

Som.  Judge  you,  my  lord  of  Warwick,  then  be- 
tween us. 

V/ar,  Between  two  hawks,  which  flies  the  higher 
pitch, 

Between  two  dogs,  which  hath  the  deeper  mouth, 
Between  two  blades,  which  bears  the  better  temper, 
Between  two  horfes,  wliich  doth  bear  him  beir, 
Between  two  girls,  which  hath  the  merrielt  eye, 
I  have,  perhaps,  fome  mallow  fpirit  of  judgment : 
But  in  thefe  nice  (harp  quillets  of  the  law, 
Good  faith,  I  am  no  wifer  than  a  daw. 

Plant.  Tut,  tut,  here  is  a  mannerly  forbearance :. 
The  truth  appears  fo  naked  on  my  fide, 
That  any  purblind  eye  may  find  it  out. 

Som,  And  on  my  fide  it  is  fo  well  apparelTd, 
So  clear,  fo  mining,  and  fo  evident, 
That  it  will  glimmer  through  a  blind  man's  eye. 

Plant.  Since  you  are  tonguc-ty'd,  and  lb  loth  to 
fpeak, 

In  dumb  fignificants  proclaim  your  thoughts : 
Let  him,  that  is  a  true-born  gentleman, 
And  Hands  upon  the  honour  of  his  birth* 
If  he  fuppoie  that  1  have  pleaded  truth, 
From  off  this  briar  pluck  a  white  rofe  with  me. 
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Som.  Let  him  that  is  no  coward,  nor  no  flatterer, 
But  dare  maintain  the  party  of  the  truth, 
Pluck  a  red  rofe  from  oiF  this  thorn  with  me. 

War*  I  love  no  colours  ;  and,  without  all  colour 
Of  bafe  inlinuating  flattery. 
I  pluck  this  white  rofe,  with  Plantagenet. 

Suf.  I  pluck  this  red  rofe,  with  young  Somerfet; 
And  fay,  withal,  I  think  he  holds  the  right. 

Ver.  Stay,  lords  and  gentlemen;  and  pluck  no  more, 
'Till  you  conclude — that  he,  upon  whofe  (Ida 
The  f swell  rofes  are  cropp'd  from  the  tree, 
Shall  yield  the  other  in  the  right  opinion. 

Som.  Good  mailer  Vernon,  it  is  well  objected  ; 
Iff  have  fewefl,  I  fabfcribe  in  fJence. 

Plant.  And  L 

Ver.  Then  for  the  truth  and  plainnefs  of  the  cafe, 
I  pluck  this  pale  and  maiden  bioffom  here, 
Giving  my  verdicl  on  the  white  rofe  fide. 

Som.  Prick  not  your  finger  as  you  pluck  it  off; 
Leil,  bleeding,  you  do  paint  the  white  rofe  red, 
And  fail  on  my  fide  fo  again  .1  your  will. 

Ver.  If  I,  my  lord,  for  my  opinion  bleed, 
Opinion  mall  be  furgeon  to  my  hurt, 
And  keep  me  on  the  fide  where  fttil  I  am. 

Scm-.  Well,  well,  come  on  :  Who  elfe  ? 

La-zvyer.  Unlefs  my  fludy  and  my  books  be  falie, 
The  argument  you  held,  was  wrong  in  you  ; 

[Zo  Somerfet, 
In  fign  whereof,  I  pluck  a  white  rofe  too. 

Plant.  Now,  Somerfet,    where  is  your  argument? 

Scm.  Here,  in  my  fcabbard ;  meditating  that, 
Shall  dye  your  white  rofe  to  a  bloody  red. 

Plant.  Mean  time  your  cheeks  do  counterfeit  our 
rofes  ; 

For  pale  they  look  with  fear,  as  witneliing 
The  truth  on  our  fide. 

Som.  No,  Plantagenet, 
'Tis  not  for  fear;  but  anger — that  thy  cheeks 
Blufh  for  pure  fhame,  to  counterfeit  our  rofes ; 


34 


F  I  R ST  PART  OP 


ASt  JL 


And  yet  thy  tongue  will  not  confefs  thy  error. 

Plant.  Hath  not  thy  rofe  a  canker,  Somerfet  ? 

Som.  Hath  not  thy  rofe  a  thorn,  Pianta genet  ? 

Plant.  Ay,  (harp  and  piercing,  to  main  tain  his  truth ; 
Whiles  thy  confuming  canker  eats  his  falfhood* 

Scm.  Well,  I'll  find  friends  to  wear  my  bleeding 
rofes. 

That  fhall  maintain  what  I  have  faid  is  true, 
Where  falfe  Plantagenet  dare  not  be  feen. 

Plant.  Now,  by  this  maiden  blofTom  in  my  hand5 
I  fcorn  thee  and  thy  famion,  peevilh  boy. 

Suf.  Turn  net  thy  fcorns  this  way,  Plantagenet. 

Plant.  Proud  Poole,  {wilt;  and  fcorn  both  him 
and  thee. 

Suf.  I'll  turn  my  part  thereof  into  thy  throat. 
Som.  Away,  away,  good  William  De-la-Poole  ! 
We  grace  the  yeoman,  by  converfmg  with  him, 
War.  Now,  by  God's  will,  thou  wrongft  him, 
Somerfet; 

His  grandfather  was  Lionel  duke  of  Clarence, 
Third  fon  to  the  third  Edward  king  of  England  ; 
x  Spring  creftlefs  yeomen  from  fo  deep  a  root  ? 

Plant.  He  bears  him  on  the  place's  privilege, 
Or  durft  notT  for  his  craven  heart,  fay  thus. 

Som.  By  him  that  made  me,  I'll  maintain  my  word* 
On  any  plot  of  ground  in  Chriftendom  : 
Was  not  thy  father,  Richard,  earl  of  Cambridge, 
For  treafon  executed  in  our  late  king's  days  ? 
And,  by  his  treafon,  ftand'it  not  thou  attainted, 
Corrupted,  and  exempt  from  ancient  gentry  ? 
His  trefpafs  yet  lives  guilty  in  thy  blood  ; 
And,  'till  thou  be  reltor'd,  thou  art  a  yeoman. 

Plant.  My  father  was  attached,  not  attainted  ; 
Condemn'd  to  die  for  treafon,  but  no  traitor  ; 
And  that  I'll  prove  on  better  men  than  Somerfet, 
Were  growing  time  once  ripen'd  to  my  will. 
For  your  partaker  Poole,  and  you  yourfelf, 
I'll  note  you  in  my  book  of  memory. 
To  fcourge  you  for  this  apprehenlion : 
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Look  to  i^  well ;  and  fay  you  are  well  warn'd. 

Som.  Ay,  thou  jfhalt  find  us  ready  for  thee  Mill  : 
And  know  us,  by  thefe  colours,  for  thy  foes  ; 
For  thefe  my  friends,  in  fpight  of  thee,  fhall  wear. 

Plant,  And,  by  my  foul,  this  pale  and  angry  rofe. 
As  cognizance  of  my  blood-drinking  hate, 
Will  I  for  ever,  and  my  faction,  wear 
Until  it  wither  with  me  to  my  grave, 
Or  flourifh  to  the  height  of  my  degree, 

Suf.  Go  forward,  and  be  choak'd  with  thy  ambition ! 
And  fo  farewell,  until  I  meet  thee  next.  [Exit, 

Som.  Have  with  thee,  Poole. — -Farewell,  ambiti- 
ous Richard.  [Exit. 

Plant.  How  I  am  brav'd,  and  mult  perforce  en* 
dure  it  !. 

War.  This  blot,  that  they  object  againft  your  houfe, 
Shall  be  wip'd  out  in  the  next  parliament, 
Call'd  for  the  truce  of  Winchester  and  Glofler : 
And  if  thou  be  not  then  created  York, 
I  will  not  live  to  be  accounted  Warwick. 
Mean  time,  in  rlgnal  of  my  love  to  thee, 
Again*!  proud  Somerfet,  and  William  Poole, 
Will  I  upon  thy  party  wear  this  role  ; 
And  here  I  prophefy, — This  brawi  to-day 
Grown  to  this  faction,  in  the  Temple-garden, 
Shall  fend  between  the  red  rofe  and  the  white, 
A  thoufand  fouls  to  death  and  deadly  night. 

Plant.  Good  mailer  Vernon,  I  am  bound  to  you. 
That  you  on  my  behalf  would  pluck  a  flower. 

Ver.  In  your  behalf  frill  will  I  wear  the  fame. 

Law.  And  fo  will  I 

Plant.  Thanks,  gentle  fir. 
Come,  let  us  four  to  dinner  :  I  dare  fay, 
This  quarrel  will  drink  blood  another  day.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  V. 

A  Room  in  the  Tb<zver. 
Enter  Mortimer,  brought  in  a  chair,  and  Jailors. 
Mor.  Kind  keepers  of  my  weak  decaying  age, 
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Let  dying  Mortimer  here  reft  himfelf. — 

Even  like  a  man  new  haled  from  the  rack, 

So  fare  my  limbs  with  long  imprifonment : 

And  thefe  grey  locks,  the  purfuivants  of  dea:h, 

Neftor-like  aged,  in  an  age  of  care, 

Argue  the  end  of  Edmund  Mortimer. 

Thefe  eyes — like  lamps  whofe  wafling  oil  is  fpent— 

Wax  dim,  as  drawing  to  their  exigent : 

Weak  fhoulders,  over-borne  with  burth'ning  grief  ; 

And  pkhlefs  arms,  like  to  a  wither  d  vine 

That  droops  his  faplefs  branches  to  the  ground. — 

Yet  are  thefe  feet — whofe  flrengthlefs  ftay  is  numb, 

Unable  to  fupport  this  lump  of  clay, — 

Swift-winged  with  defire  to  get  a  grave, 

As  witting  I  no  other  comfort  have, — 

But  tell  me,  keeper,  will  my  nephew  come? 

Keep.  Richard  Plantagenet,  my  lord,  will  come: 
We  fent  unto  the  Temple,  to  his  chamber; 
And  anfwer  was  return 'd,  that  he  will  come. 

Mor.  Enough;  my  foul  then  mall  be  fatisfy'd. — 
Poor  gentleman  !  his  wrong  doth  equal  mine. 
'Since  Henry  Monmouth  firft  began  to  reign, 
(Before  whofe  glory  I  was  great  in  arms) 
This  loathfome  fequeftration  have  I  had  ; 
And  even  fmce  then  hath  Richard  been  opfcuf  M# 
Deprived  of  honour  and  inheritance; 
But  now,  the  arbitrator  of  defpairs, 
]uft  death,  kind  umpire  of  men's  nuferies. 
With  fwect  enlargement  doth  difmifs  me  hence  ; 
J  would,  his  troubles  likewife  were  expir'd, 
That  fo  he  might  recover  what  was  loll. 

•  Enter  Richard  Plant  ager.ef. 

Keep,  My  lord,  your  loving  nephew  now  is  come. 

Mor.  Richard  Piantagenct,  my  friend  ?  is  he  come  I 

Plant.  Ay,  noble  uncle,  thus  ignobly  us'd, 
Your  nephew,  late  de-fpi fed  Richard,  comes. 

Mor,  Direft  mine  arms,  I  may  embrace  his  neck, 
And  in  his  bofom  fpend  my  latter  gafp : 
Oh,  tell  me,  when  my  lips  do  touch  his  checks,, 
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That  I  may  kindly  give  one  fainting  kifs. — 

And  now  declare,  fvveet  flcm  from  York's  great  flock. 

Why  didft  thou  fay — of  late  thou  wert  defpis'd? 

Plant,  Firft,  lean  thine  aged  back  againft  mine  arm  3 
And,  in  that  eafe,  I'll  teil  thee  my  difeafe. 
This  day,  in  argument  upon  a  cafe, 
Some  words  there  grew  'twixt  Someyfet  and  me: 
Among  which  terms,  he  us'd  his  tavifli  tongue, 
And  did  upbraid  me  with  my  father's  death: 
Which  obloquy  fet  bars  before  my  tongue, 
Elfe  with  the  like  I  had  requited  him  : 
Therefore,  good  uncle — for  my  father's  fake, 
In  honour  of  a  true  Plantagenet, 
And  for  alliance'  fake, — declare  the  cau-e 
My  father,  earl  of  Cambridge,  lore  his  head. 

Mor,  Thatcaufe,  fair  nephew,  that  imjprifbn'd  me, 
And  hath  detain'd  me  all  my  flow'ring  youth. 
Within  a  loathfome  dungeon,  there  to  pine. 
Was  curfed  inftrument  of  his  deceafe. 

Plant,  Difcover  more  at  large  w  hat  caufe  that  was : 
For  I  am  ignorant,  and  cannot  guefs. 

Mor,  I  will ;  if  that  my  fading  breath  permit, 
And  death  approach  not  ere  my  tale  be  done. 
Henry  the  fourth,  grandfather  to  this  king, 
Depos'd  his  nephew  Richard  ;  Edward's  fon, 
The  flrft-begotten,  and  the  lawful  heir 
Of  Edward  king,  the  third  of  that  defcent : 
During  whofe  reign,  the  Percies  of  the  north, 
Finding  his  ufurpation  moll:  unjuft, 
Endeavour'd  my  advancement  to  the  throne : 
The  reafon  mov'd  thefe  warlike  lords  to  this, 
Was — for  that  (young  king  Richard  thus  remov'd, 
Leaving  no  heir  begotten  of  his  be  d;  ) 
I  was  the  next  by  birth  and  parentage  ; 
For  by  my  mother  I  derived  am 
From  Lionel  duke  of  Clarence,  the  third  fon 
To  king  Edward  the  Third,  whereas  he 
From  John  of  Gaunt  doth  bring  his  pedigree, 
feeing  but  the  fourth  of  that  heroic  line. 
'  Vol.  V.  D 
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But  mark  ;  as,  in  this  haughty  great  attempt, 
They  laboured  to  plant  the  rightful  heir, 
I  lorr.  my  liberty,  aiid  they  their  lives. 
Long  after  this,  when  Henry  the  Fifth, — 
Succeeding  his  father  Bolingbroke, — aid  reign, 
Thy  f-ither,  earl  of  Cambridge, — then  deriv'd 
From  famous  Edmund  Langley,  duke  of  York, — 
Marfying  my  niter,  that  thy  mother  was, 
Again,  in  pity  of  my  hard  difhrefs, 
Levied  an  army  ;  weening  to  redeem^ 
And  have  mfrail'd  me  in  the  diadem  : 
But,  as  the  reft,  Fo  fell  that  noble  earlj 
And  was  beheaded.    Thus  the  Mortimers, 
In  whom  the  title  relied,  were  fuppreis'd. 

PI/2/1.  Of  which,  my  lord,  your  noncur  is  the  lali 

Mor.  True  ;  and  thou  ieeir,  that  I  no  iiiue  have  ; 
And  that  my  fainting  words  do  warrant  death  : 
Thou  art  my  heir  ;  the  reft  I  wifn  thee  gather  : 
But  yet  be  wary  in  thy  fludious  caie. 

Plan.  Thy  grave  admonifhments  pre \  ail  with  me 
But  yet  metninks,  my  Father'^  execution 
Was  nothing  leis  than  bloody  tyranny. 

Mor.  With  iiler.ee,  nephew,  be  thou  politic  ; 
Strong  fixed  is  the  hpufe  of  Lancafier, 
And,  like  a  mountain,  not  to  be  remov'd. 
But  now  thy  uncle  is  removing  hence ; 
As  princes  do  their  courts  when  they  are  cloy'd 
With  long  continuance  in  a  fettled  place. 

Plan,  U?  uncle,  would  fome  part  of  my  yours 
years 

Might  but  redeem  the  paiTage  of  your  age  ! 

MJh  Thou  doll  then  wrong  me ;  as  the  flight' re  J 
doth, 

Which  giveth  many  wounds,  when  one  will  kill. 
Mourn  net,  except  thou  forrow  For  my  good ; 
Only  »- give  order  for  my  tuner:.]  ; 
And  fo  farewell ;  and  fJir  be  all  thy  hopes ! 
And  profperous  be  thy  life,  in  peace,  and  war![£/Vj 
Plan,  iind  peace,  i  o  war,  b  fall  thy  parting  foul 
In  priion  halt  thou  fp.nt  a  pilgrimage, 
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And  like  a  hermit  over-pafs'd  thy  days. — 

Well,  I  will  lock  his  coimfel  in  my  breaft  ; 

And,  what  I  do  imagine,  let  that  reft. — 

Keepers,  convey  him  hence  ;  and  I  myfelf 

Will  fee  his  burial  better  than  his  life. — 

Here  dies  the  dulky  torch  of  Mortimer, 

Choak'd  with  ambition  of  the  meaner  fort : 

And,  for  thofe  wrongs,  thofe  bitter  injuries, 

Which  Somerfet  hath  offer'd  to  my  houfe, — 

I  doubt  not,  but  with  honour  to  redrefs: 

And  therefore  hafte  I  to  the  parliament ; 

Either  to  be  rfeftored  to  my  blood. 

Or  make  iny  ill  the  advantage  of  my  good.  [Exit. 


ACT    III.       SCENE  I. 

The  Parliament. 

Fhurijh.    Enter  King  Henry,  Exeter,  Glofter,  Win- 
chefier,   Warwick ,   So?ncrfct,  Suffolk,  and  Richard 
Plantagenet.     Glofter  offers  to  put  up  a  Bill;  Whi- 
chever'  /hatches  it,  and  tears  it. 
Win.  piOM'ST  thou  with  deep  premeditated 
S^j  lines, 
With  written  pamphlets  fcudioufiy  devis'd, 
Humphrey  of  Glofter  ?  If  thou  canft  accufe, 
Or  ought  intend'ft  to  lay  unto  my  charge, 
Do  it  without  invention  fuddenly ; 
As  I  with  fudden  and  extemporal  fpeech 
Purpofe  to  anfwer  what  thou  canft  object. 

Glo.  iPrefumptuous  prieft  !  this  place  commands  my 
patience, 

Or  thou  (houldft  find  thou  haft  difhonour'd  me. 
Think  not,  although  in  writing  I  preferr'd  - 
The  manner  of  thy  vile  outrageous  crimes, 
That  therefore  I  have  forg'd,  or  am  not  able 
Verbathn  to  rehearfe  the  method  of  my  pen  : 
No,  prelate  ;  fueh  is  thy  audacious  wickednefs,. 
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Thy  lewd,  peitiferous,  and  diflentious  pranks, 
As  very  infants  prattle  of  thy  pride. 
Thou  art  a  moft  pernicious  ufurer  ; 
Pro  ward  by  nature,  enemy  to  peace  ; 
Lafeivious,  wanton,  more  than  well  befeems 
A  man  of  thy  profeliion,  and  degree  ;  ' 
And  for  thy  treachery,  What's  more  manifeil  r 
In  that  thou  laid'ft  a  trap  to  take  my  life, 
As  well  at  London-bridge,  as  at  the  Tower  ? 
Beiide,  I  fear  me,  if  thy  thoughts  were  lifted, 
The  king,  thy  fovereign,  is  not  quite  exempt 
From  envious  malice  of  thy  fwelling  heart. 

Win,  Glofter,  I  do  defy  thee. — Lords,  vouchfaf 
To  give  me  hearing  what  I  mall  reply. 
If  I  were  covetous,  perverfe,  ambitious, 
As  he  will  have  me,  How  am  I  fo  poor  ? 
Or  how  haps  it,  I  feek  not  to  advance 
Or  raife  myfelf,  but  keep  my  wonted  calling  ? 
And  for  diffention,  Who  preferreth  peace 
More  than  I  do, — except  I  be  provok'd  ? 
No,  my  good  lords,  it  is  not  that  offend s ; 
It  is  not  that,  that  hath  incens'd  the  duke  : 
ft  is,  becaufe  no  one  mould  fway  but  he  ; 
No  one,  but  he,  mould  be  about  the  king  ; 
And  that  engenders  thunder  in  his  breaft, 
And  makes  him  roar  thefe  accufations  forth. 
But  he  mall  know,  I  am  as  good  

Glo,  As  good  ? 
Thou  bailard  of  my  grandfather  ! 

Win,  Ay,  lordly  fir  ;  For  what  arc  you,  I  pray 
But  one  imperious  in  another's  tkrone  ? 

Glo,  Am  I  not  proteclor,  fancy  prieft  ? 

Win,  And  am  not  I  a  prelate  of  the  church? 

Glo.  Yes,  as  an  outlaw  in  a  cattle  keeps, 
And  nfeth  it  to  patronage  his  theft. 

llrin.  Unrevcrent  Gloiler ! 

Glo.  Thou  art  reverent 
Touching  thy  fpiritual  function,  not  thy  life 

Win.  Rome  mail  remedy  this. 
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War.  Roam  thither  then. 

So?n.  My  lord,  it  were  your  duty  to  forbear. 

War.  Ay,  fee  the  bimop  be  not  over-borne. 

Som.  Methinks,  my  lord  mould  be  religious, 
And  know  the  office  that  belongs  to  fuch. 

War.  Methinks,  his  lordfhip  mould  be  humbler; 
It  fitteth  not  a  prelate  fo  to  plead. 

Som.  Yes,  when  his  holy  ftate  is  touch'd  fo  near. 

War.  State  holy,  or  unhallow'd,  what  of  that  ? 
Is  not  his  grace  protector  to  the  king? 

Rich.  Plantagenet,  I  fee,  muft  hoid  his  tongue  ; 
Left  it  be  faid,  Speak,  firrah,  <whenyou(hould; 
Muft your  bold  <verdi&  enter  talk  with  lords  ? 
Elfe.  would  Lhave  a  fling  at  Winciiefter.  \_Afide. 

K.  Henry.  Uncles  of  Glofter  aifd  of  Wincheiler, 
The  fpecial  watchmen  of  our  Englifti  weal ; 
I  would  prevail,  if  prayerf ; might  prevail, 
To  join  your  hearts  in  1  o vq  ana  amity. 
Oh,  what  a  fcandal  is  it  tdf&ur  crown, 
That  two  fuch  noble  peers  fas  ye,  mould  jar  ! 
Believe  me,  lords,  my  tenxftr  years  can  tell, 
Civil  diflention  is  a  viperous  worm, 
That  gnaws  the  bowels  of  the:  common- wealth. — 

[A  noife  within  ;  Dowxj^yith  the  tawny-coats ! 
What  tumult's  thi#?  ■  . 

War.  An  uproar^  I  dare  warrant, 
Begun  thraugn  malice  of  the  bifhop's  men. 

[A  noi/e  again,  Stones!  Stones! 
Enter  the  Mayor  of  London,  attended. 

Mayor.  Oh,  my  good  lords,  and  virtuous 

Henry,--  

Pity  the  city  of  London,  pity  us  ! 
The  bifliop  and  the  duke  of  Glolter's  men, 
Forbidden  late  to  Catry  any  weapon, 
Have  fiil'd  their  pockets  full  of  pebble-done s  ; 
And,  banding  themfelves  in  contrary  parts, 
-Do  pelt  fp  i  tic  at  one  another's  pate, 
That  meny  have  their  giddy  brains  knock'd  out  : 
Our  windows  are  broke  down  in  every  flreet, 
Da 
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And  we,  for  fear,  compelPd  to  (hut  our  mops. 
Enter  ??! en  in  JkirtnijJ?,  with  bloody  pates, 
K.  Henry.  We  charge  you,  on  allegiance  to  ourfelf, 
To  hold  your  ilaughrring  hands,  and  keep  the  peace. 
Fray,  uncle  Gloiler,  mitigate  this  ilrife. 

i  Serv,  Nay,  if  we  be 
Forbidden  ftoneS,  we'll  fall  to  it  with  our  teeth. 
z  Ser~j.  Do  what  you  dare,  we  are  as  refolute. 

[  Skirmijh  again, 

Gio.  You  of  my  houfliold,  leave  thisj^eevifh  broil, 
And  fet  this  unacenftomed  fight  afide. 

3  Serw.  My  lord,  we  know  your  grace  to  be  a  man 
Juft  and  upright ;  and  for  your  royal  birth, 
inferior  to  none,  but  to  his  majefty  : 
Ana,  ere  that  we  will  fufrer  fuch  a  prince, 
So  kind  a  father  of  the  common  weal, 
To  be  difg  raced  by  an  inkhoi  n  mate, 
We,  and  our  v/ives,  and  children,  all  will  fight, 
And  have  our  bodies  flaughter'd  by  thy  foes. 

i  Serv,  Ay,  and  the  very  parings  of  our  nails 
Shall  pitch  a  field  when  we  are  dead.      \Begin  again. 

Oh.  Stay,  ftay,  I  fay ! 
And  if  you  love  me,  as  you  fay  you  do, 
Let  me  pesfuade  you  to  forbear  a  while. 

K.  Henry,  Oh,  how  this  difcord  dothafflicl  my  foul ! 
Can  you,  my  lord  of  Winchefter,  behold 
My  fighs  and  tears,  and  will  not  once  relent  ? 
Who  Ihould  be  pitiful,  if  you  be  not  r 
Or  who  fhould  ftudy  to  prefer  a  peace, 
If  holy  churchmen  take  delight  in  broils? 

War.  My  lord  protector,  yield;  yield,  Win- 

chefter ;  

Except  you  mean,  with  obftinate  rcpulfe, 
To  flay  your  fovereign,  and  deitroy  the  realm. 
You  fee  what  mifchief,  and  what  murder  too, 
Hath  been  ena&ed  through  your  enmity  ; 
Then  be  at  peace,  except  yethirft  for  blood. 

Win.  Me  (hall  fubmit,  or  I  will  never  yield. 
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Glo.  Companion  on  the  king  commands  me  ftoop; 
Or,  I  would  fee  his  heart  out,  ere  the  priejt. 
Should  ever  get  that  privilege  of  me. 

War.  Behold,  my  lord  of  Wincheller,  the  duke 
Hath  banilh'd  moody  difcontented  fury, 
As  by  his  fmoothed  brows  it  doth  appear : 
Why  look  you  ftiU  fo  rlern,  and  tragical  ? 

Glo.  Here,  Whichever,  I  offer  thee  my  hand. 

K.  Henry.  Fie,  uncle  Beaufort !  I  have  heard  yets 
preach, 

That  malice  was  a  great  and  grievous  fin  : 
And  will  not  you  maintain  the  thing  you  teach, 
But  prove  a  chief  offender  in  the  fame  ? 

War.  Sweet  king!  the  biihop  hath  a  kindly 

gird.— 

For  fhame,  my  lord  of  Wincheifer  !  relent ; 
What,  fnall  a  child  inftrucl  you  what  to  do  ? 

Win.  Well,  duke  of  Giofcer,  I  will  yield  to  thee  ; 
Love  for  thy  love,  and  hand  for  hand  I  give. 

Glo.  Ay  ;  but  I  fear  me,  with  a  hollow  heart  — 
See  here,  my  friends,  and  loving  countrymen; 
This  token  ferveth  for  a  flag  of  truce 
Betwixt  ourfslves,  and  all  our  followers  : 
So  help  me  God,  as  I  diffemble  not ! 

Win.  [AJide.']  So.  help  me  God,^as  I  intend  it  not ! 

K.  Henry.  O  loving  uncle,  kind  duke  of  Glolter, 
How  joyful  am  I  made  by  this  contract 
Away,  my  mailers !  trouble  us  no  more  ; 
But  join  in  friendship,  as  your  lords  have  done. 

1  Ser-v.  Content ;  I'll  to  the  furgeon's. 

2  Ser-v.  So  will  I. 

3  Serv.  And  I  will  fee  what  phyfic 

The  tavern  affords.  [Exeunt. 

War.  Accept  this  fcrowl,  moit  gracious  fovereign  ; 
Which  in  the  right  of  Richard  Plaritagenet 
We  do  exhibit  to  your  majelly. 

Glo.  Well  urg'd,  my  lord  of  Warwick  foi\ 
fweet  prince, 
An  if  your  grace  mark  every  circurnflance, 
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You  have  great  reafon  to  do  Richard  right : 

EfpeciaMy*  for  thofe  cccaiions 

At  Eitham-place  1  told  your  majefty. 

K.  Henry.  And  thofe  occaficns,  uncle,  were  of  force: 
Therefore,  my  loving  lords,  our  pleafure  is, 
That  Richard  be  reftcred  to  his  blood. 

War.  Let  Richard  be  reilored  to  his  blood  ; 
Sc  full  his  father's  wrongs  be  recompens'd. 

Win.  As  v  ill  the  reft,  fo  willeth  Winchefter. 

K.  Henry.  If  Richard  will  be  true,  not  that  alone, 
But  all  the  whole  inheritance  I  give, 
That  c.oth  belong  unto  the  houfe  of  York, 
From  whence  you  fpring  by  lineal  defcent. 

Rich.  Thy  humble  fervant  vows  obedience, 
And  humble  fervice,  'till  the  point  of  death. 

K.  Henry.  Stoop  then,  and  fet  your  knee  againft 
my  foot: 

And,  in  reguerdon  of  that  duty  done, 
I  gird  thee  with  the  valiant  fword  of  York  : 
Rife,  Richard,  like  a  true  Fhntagenet ; 
And  rife  created  princely  duke  of  York. 

Rich.  And  fo  thrive  Richard,  as  thy  foes  may  fall ! 
And  as  my  duty  fprings,  fo  perim  they 
That  grudge  one  thought  againft  year  majeftS  ! 

All.  Welcome,  high  prince,  .the  mighty  duke  of 
York! 

Som.  Periih,  bafe  prince,  ignoble  duke  of  York! 

\Afede. 

Glo:  Now  wl'.l  it  h?^  avail  your  majeft;-', 
To  crofs  the  feas,  and  to  be  crown;d  in  France  : 
The  prefence  of  a  king  engenders  love 
Amongft  his  fubjedls,  and  his  loyal  friends  ; 
As  it  difanimates  his  encn.ics. 

K.  Henry,  When  Glofter  fays  the  word,  king  Henry 
goes ; 

For  friendiy  counfel  cuts  off  many  foes. 
Glo.  Ycur  fr.ips  already  are  in  readinefs. 

[Exeunt  all  but  E\r/tr. 
Exe.  Ay,  we  may  march  in  England,  or  in  Fi  ance. 
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Not  feeing  what  is  likely  to  enfue  : 

This  late  di  {Tendon,  grown  betwixt  the  peers, 

Burns  under  feigned  allies  of  forg'd  love, 

And  will  at  laft  break  out  into  a  flame  : 

As  fefter'd  members  rot  but  by  degrees, 

'Till  bones,  and  ftefli,  and  finevyi,  fall  away, 

So  will  this  bafe  and  envious  difcord  breed. 

And  now  I  fear  tlwt  fatal  prophefy, 

Which,  in  the  time  of  Henry,  nam'd  the  fifth, 

Was  in  the  mouth  of  every  lucking  babe, — ■ 

That  Henry,  born  at  Monmouth,  mould  win  all; 

And  Henry,  born  at  Windfor,  mould  lofe  all: 

Which  is  fo  plain,  that  Exeter  doth  wiili 

His  Says  may  finifh  ere  that  haplefs  time.       f  Exit. 

SCENE  II. 
Rcan  in  France. 
Enter  Joan  la  Pucelle  dijguis'd,  and  Soldiers  with  facks 
upon  their  backs,  like  Countrymen. 

PuceL  Thefe  are  the  city  gates,  the  gates  of  Roan* 
Through  which  our  policy  muft  make  a  breach : — - 
Take  heed,  be  wary  how  you  place  your  words : 
Talk  like  the  vulgar  fort  of  market-men, 
That  come  to  gather  money  for  their  corn. 
If  we  have  entrance,  (as  I  hope,  we  mall) 
And  that  we  find  the  flothful  watch  but  weak, 
I'll  by  a  fign  give  notice  to  our  friends, 
That  Charles  the  Dauphiu  may  encounter  them. 

i  Sol.  Our  facks  mall  be  a  mean  to  fack  the  city, 
And  we  be  lords  and  rulers  over  Roan ; 
Therefore  we'll  knock.  [Knocks. 

Watch.  %/  va  la  P 

Pucel.  Paifans  pauures  gens  de  France :  *® 
Foor  market-folks,  that  come  to  fell  their  corn. 
Watch.  Enter,  go  in ;  the  market-bell  is  rung. 
Pucel.  Now,  Roan,  I'll  make  thy  bulwarks  to  the 
ground.  [Exeunt, 
Enter  Dauphin,  Baflard,  and  Alencon. 
Dau.  Saint  Denis  blefs  this  happy  ftratagem  ! 
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And  once  again  we'll  fleepfecure  in  Roan. 

Baft-.  Here  enter'd  Pucelle,  and  her  pradtifants : 
Now  ilie  is  there,  how  will  me  fpecify 
ere  is  the  befr  and  fa  fell  pafTage  in  ? 

Reig.  By  thrufting  out  a  torch  from  yonder  tower; 
Which  once  difcern'd,  mews,  that  her  meaning  is, — 
No  way  to  that-  for  weaknels,  which  me  enter'd. 
Enter  Jean  la  Pucelle  on  a  battlement ,  thr lifting  out  a 
torch  burning. 

Pucel.  Behold,  this  is  the  happy  wedding  torch, 
That  joineth  Roan  unto  her  countrymen  ; 
But  burning  fatal  to  the  Talbotites. 

Baft*  See,  noble  Charles !  the  beacon  of  our  friend, 
The  burning  torch  in  yonder  turret  ftands. 

Dau.  Now  mine  it  like  a  comet  of  revenge, 
A  prophet  to  the  fall  of  all  our  foes ! 

Reig.  Defer  no  time,  Delays  have  dangerous  ends; 
Enter i  and  cry — The  Dauphin  ! — prefently, 
And  then  do  execution  on  the  watch. 

[  An  alarum  ;  Talbot  in  an  excurfon. 

Tal.  France,  thou  malt  rue  this  treafon  with  thy  tears, 
If  Talbot  but  furvive  thy  treachery  ; — 
Pucelle,  that  witch,  that  damned  forcerefs, 
Hath  wrought  this  hellim  mifchief  unawares, 
That  hardly  we  efcap'd  the  pride  of  France.  [Exit. 
An  alarum  :  excurfions.    Enter  Bedford,  brought  infick, 

in  a  chair,   with  Talbot  and  Burgundy,  without. 

'iVithin,   Joan  la  Pucelle,    Dauphin,  Baflard,  and 

Alencon,  on  the  Walls. 

Pucel.  Good  morrow,  gallants ;  want  ye  corn  for 
bread  ? 

I  think,  the  duke  of  Burgundy  will  fart, 
Before  he'll  buv  again  at  iuch  a  rate : 
"i'was  full  of  darnel ;  Do  you  like  the  Cafte  ? 

Burg.  Sco/Fon,  vile  fiend,  and  fhamelefs  courtezan! 
I  trull  ere  long,  to  choak  thee  with  thine  own, 
And  make  thee  curfe  the  harveft  of  that  corn. 

Dau.  Your  grace  may  fTarve,  perhaps,  before  that 
time. 
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Bed.  Oh,  let  not  words  bat  deeds  revenge  this  treason! 
PuceL  What  will  you  do,  good  grey-beard  ?  break 
a  lance, 

And  run  a  tilt  at  death  within  a  chair  ? 

TaL  Foul  fiend  of  France,  and  hag  of  all  defpight, 
Encompafs'd  with  thy  luftful  paramours ! 
Becomes  it  thee  to  taunt  his  valiant  age, 
And  twit  with  cowardice  a  man  half  dead  ? 
Dam  lei,  I'll  have -a  bout  with  you  again, 
Or  elfe  let  Talbot  perifh  with  this  fhaibe.  / 

PuceL  Are  you  fo  hot,  fir  r— Yet  Pucelle,  hold  th\ 
peace ; 

If  Talbot  do  but  follow,  rain  will  follow. — 

[  Talbot,  and  the  reft,  whrfper  together  in  council, 
God  fpeed  the  parliament;  who  (hall  be  the  fpeaker? 

TaL  Dare  ye  come  forth,  and  meet  us  in  the  field  ? 

PuceL  Be  like,  your  lordfnip  takes  us  then  for  fools. 
To  try  if  that  our  own  be  ours,  or  no. 

TaL  I  fpeak  not  to  that  railing  Hecate, 
But  unto  thee,  Alencon,  and  the  relt ; 
Will  ye,  like  foldiers,  come  and  fight  it  out? 

Alex.  Signior,  no. 

TaL  Signior,  hang  !— bafe  muleteers  of  France  ! 
Like  peafant  foot-boys  do  they  keep  the  walls, 
And  dare  not  take  up  arms  like  gentlemen. 

PuceL  Captains,  away  :  let's  get  us  from  the  walls; 

For  Talbot  means  no  goodnefs,  by  his  looks.  

God  be  wi'  you,  my  lord  !  we  came,  fir,  but  to  tell  you 
That  we  are  here.  [Exeunt  from  the  "uoalls. 

TaL  And  there  will  we  be  too,  ere  it  be  long, 
Or  elfe  reproach  be  Talbot's  greateft  fame  ! 
Vow,  Burgundy,  by  honour  of  thy  houfe, 
(Prick'd  on  by  public  wrongs,  fuftain'd  in  France) 
Either  to  get  the  town  again,  or  die  : 
And  I, — as  fare  as  En  glim  Henry  lives, 
And  as  his  father  here  was  conqueror  ; 
As  fare  as  in  this  late-betrayed  town 
Great  Cceur-de-lion's  heart  was  buried ; 
So  fure  I  fwear,  to  get  the  town,  or  die. 
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Burg.  My  vows  are  equal  partners  with  thy  vows- 

Tal.  But,  ere  we  go,  regard  this  dying  prince, 
The  valiant  duke  of  Bedford  :  Come",  my  lord, 
We  will  beftow  you  in  fome  better  place, 
Fitter  for  ficknefs,  and  for  crazy  age.  ■ 

Bed.  Le*rd  Talbot,  do  not  fo  difhonour  me  : 
Here  will  I  fit  before  the  walls  of  Roan, 
And  will  be  partner  of  your  weal  or  woe. 

Burg.  Courageous  Bedford,  let  us  nowperfuade  you. 

Bed.  Not  to  be  gone  from  hence;  fbr  once  I  read, 
That  flout  Pendragon,  in  his  titter,  fick, 
Came  to  the  field,  and  vanqulmed  his  foes : 
Methinks,  I  Oiould  revive  the  foldiers'  hearts, 
Becaufe  I  ever  found  them  as  myfeif. 

rlal.  Undaunted  fpirit  in  a. dying  breaftl— 
Then  be  it  fo  : — Heavens  keep  old  Bedford  fafe  !— 
And  now  no  more  ado,  brave  Burgundy, 
But  gather  we  our  forces  out  of  hand, 
And  fet  upon  our  boaftin?  enemy. 

[Exeunt  Burgundy,  7  allot,  cud  forces. 
An  alarum  :  txcitrfions*    Enter  Sir  John  Fofrlfey  and 
a  Captain. 

Cap. Whither  away,  Sir  John Faftolfe,  in  futh  ftafte ? 
Fcfl.  Whither  away  ?  to  fave  oyfelf  by  flight ; 
We^re  like  to  have  the  overthrow  again. 

Cap.  What!  will  you  fly,  and  leave  lord  Talbot ? 
'  Taf.  Ay, 

All  the  Talbcts  in  the  world,  to  fave  my  life.    [  %xiu 
Cap.  Cowardly  knight !  ill  fortune  follow  thee  ! 

[Exit. 

.Retreat:  excurfons.     Pucellc,  Akncon ,  and  De  u:  hinfy. 
Bed.  Now,  quiet  foul,  depart  when  heaven  (hail 
pleafe ; 

For  I  have  feen  our  enemies'  overthrow. 
What  is  the  truft  or  ftrength  of  foolifh  man  ? 
They,  that  of  late  were  daring  with  their  feoffs, 
Are  glad  and  fain  by  Righ  t  t  o  lave  tlum'eUes. 

[Dies,  and  is  carried  off  in  his  chair. 
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An  alarum.    Enter  Talbot 9  Burgundy,  and  the  reft. 

Tal.  Loft,  and  recover'd  in  a  day  again  ! 
This  is  a  double  honour,  Burgundy  : — 
Yet,  heaven  have  glory  for  this  viclory  ! 

Burg.  Warlike  and  martial  Talbot,  Burgundy 
Enihrines  thee  in  his  heart ;  and  there  erects 
Thy  noble  deeds,  as  valour's  monument. 

Tal.  Thanks,  gentle  duke.  But  where  is  Pucelle  now  ? 
I  think  her  old  familiar  is  afleep  : 
Now  where's  the  Ballard's  braves,  and  Charles  his 
gleeks  ? 

What,  all  a-mort  ?  Roan  hangs  her  head  for  grief, 

That  fuch  a  valiant  company  are  fled. 

Now  will  we  take  fome  order  in  the  town, 

Placing  therein  fome  expert  officers ; 

And  then  depart  to  Paris,  to  the  king ; 

For  there  young  Henry,  with  his  nobles,  lies. 

Burg.  What  wills  lord  Talbot,  pleafeth  Burgundy, 
Tal.  But  yet,  before  we  go,  let's  not  forget 

The  noble  duke  of  Bedford,  late  deceased, 

But  fee  his  exequies  fulfilPd  in  Roan  : 

A  braver  foldier  never  couched  lance, 

A  gentler  heart  did  never  fway  in  court : 

But  kings,  and  mightieft  potentates,  mult  die  ; 

For  that's  the  end  of  human  mifery.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  HI, 
The  fame.     The  Plain  near  the  City. 
Enter  the  Dauphin,  Bajlard,  Alencony?*$nd  Joan  la 
Pucelle. 

Pucel.  Difmay  not,  princes,  at  this  accident, 
Nor  grieve  that  Roan  is  fo  recovered : 
Care  is  no  cure,  but  rather  corrofive, 
For  things  that  are  not  to  be  remedy'd. 
Let  frantic  Talbot  triumph  for  a  while, 
And  like  a  peacock  fweep  along  his  tail ; 
We'll  pull  his  plumes,  and  take  away  his  train, 
If  Dauphin,  and  the  reft,  will  be  but  rul'd. 

Dau.  We  have  been  guided  by  thee  hitherto, 
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And  of  thy  cunning  had  no  diffidence  ; 
One  fudden  foil  fhall  never  breed  diftruir. 

Baft.  Search  out  thy  wit  for  fecret  policies, 
And  we  will  make  thee  famous  through  the  world. 

Alen.  We'll  fet  thy  itatue  in  fome  holy  place, 
And  have  thee  reverenc'd  like  a  blefted  faint : 
Employ  thee  then,  fweet  virgin,  for  our  good. 

Pucel.  Then  thus  it  mud  be  ;  this  doth  Joan  devife: 
By.  fair  perfuafions,  mix'd  with  fugar'd  words, 
We  will  entice  the  duke  of  Burgundy  N 
To  leave  the  Talbot,  and  to  follow  us. 

Dan.  Ay,  marry,  fweeting,  if  we  could  do  that, 
France  were  no  place  for  Henry's  warriors ; 
Nor  mould  that  nation  boaft  it  fo  with  us, 
But  be  extirped  from  our  provinces. 

Alen.  For  ever  mould  they  beexpuls'd  from  France, 
And  not  have  tide  of  an  earldom  here. 

.Pucel.  Your  honours  mall  perceive  how  I  will  work, 
To  bring  this  matter  to  the  wifhed  end. 

[Drum  beats  afar  off. 
Hark  !  by  the  found  of  drum,  you  may  perceive 
Their  powers  are  marching  unto  Paris -ward. 

[Here  beat  an  Englijh  march. 
There  goes  the  Talbot,  with  his  colours  fpread  ; 
And  all  the  troops  of  England  after  him. 

[French  march. 
Now,  in  the  rcreward,  comes  the  duke,  and  his ; 
Fortune,  in  favour,  makes  him  lag  behind. 
Summon  a  parley,  we  will  talk  with  him. 

[Trumpets  found  a  parley. 
Enter  the  Duke  cf  Burgundy,  marching. 

Dan.  A  parley  with  the  duke  of  Burgundy. 

Burg.  Who  craves  a  parley  with  the  Burgundy  ? 

Pucel.  The  princely  Charles  of  France,  thy  coun- 
tryman. 

Burg.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Charles?  for  I  am  march- 
ing hence. 

Dau.  Speak,  Fucelle;  and  enchant  him  with  thy 
words. 
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PuceL  Brave  Burgundy,  undoubted  hope  of  France ! 
Stay,  let  thy  humble  hand-maid  fpeak  to  thee. 

Burg.  Speak  on  ;  but  be  not  over- tedious. 

PuceL  Look  on  thy  country,  look  on  fertile  France, 
And  fee  the  cities  and  the  towns  dcfac'd 
By  wafting  ruin  of  the  cruel  foe  ! 
As  looks  the  mother  on  her  lowly  babe, 
When  death  doth  clofe  his  tender  dying  eyes, 
See,  fee,  the  pining  malady  of  France  ; 
Behold  the  wounds,  the  moft  unnatural  wounds, 
Which  thou  thyfelf  haft  given  her  woeful  breaft ! 
Oh,  turn  thy  edged  fword  another  way  ; 
Strike  thofe  that  hurt,  and  hurt  not  thofe  that  help  ! 
One  drop  of  blood,  drawn  from  thy  country's  bofom, 
Should  grieve  thee  more  than-ftreams  of  foreign  gore ; 
Return  thee,  therefore,  with  a  flood  of  tears, 
And  warn  away  thy  country's  ftained  fpots ! 

Burg.  Either  fhe  hath  bewitch'd  me  with  her  words, 
Or  nature  makes  me  fuddenly  relent. 

PuceL  Befiies,  all  French  and  France  exclaims  on 
thee, 

Doubting  thy  birth  and  lawful  progeny. 

Whom  join'ft  thou  with,  but  with  a  lordly  nation, 

That  will  not  truft  thee,  but  for  profit's  fake  ? 

When  Talbot  hath  fet  footing  once  in  France, 

And  fafhion'd  thee  that  mftrnment  of  ill, 

Who  then,  but  Englifh  Henry,  will  be  lord, 

And  thou  be  thruft  out,  like  a  fugitive  ? 

Call  we  to  mind, — -and  mark  but  this,   for  proof  ■> — 

Was  not  the  duke  of  Orleans  thy  foe  ? 

And  was  he  not  in  England  prifoner? 

But,  when  they  heard  he  v/as  thine  enemy, 

They  fet  him  free,  without  his  ranfom  paid, 

In  fpite  of  Burgundy,  and  all  his  friends. 

See  then  !  thou  fight'ft  againft  thy  countrymen, 

And  join'ft  with  them  will  be  thy  daughter-men. 

Come,  come,  return  ;  return,  th  A  wand' ring  lor  1 ; 

Charles,  and  the  reft,  will  take  trM^Pftieir  arms. 

Burg.  lam  vanquifh'd;  thefti^ughty  words  of  hers 
Have  batter'd  me  like  roaring  &^on~mot, 
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And  nude  me  stlmoft  yield  upon  my  knees.  ~ 

Forgive  me,  country,  and  fweet  countrymen  ! 
And,  lords,  accept  this  hearty  kind  embrace  : 
My  forces  and  my  power  of  men  are  yours ; 
So,  farewell,  Talbot;  I'll  no  longer  truft  thee. 

PuctL  Done  like  a  Frenchman ;  turn,  and  turn  again  ! 

Dan.  Welcome,  brave  duke  !  thy  friendfliip  makes 
us  frelh. 

Baft.  And  doth  beget  new  courage  in  our  breafts. 
Aien.  Pucelle  hath  bravely  play'd  her  part  in  this, 
And  dcth  deferve  a  coronet  of  gold. 

Dau.  Now  let  us  on,  my  lords,  and  join  our  pow- 
ers ; 

An3  feek  how  we  may  prejudice  the  foe.  \Exeunt* 

SCENE  IV. 

Paris.    An  apartment  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Glcfier,  Vernon,  Bajfet,  &c.  To 
them  Talbot,  ivitb  Soldiers. 

Tal.  My  gracious  prince,  and  honourable 

peers, — 

Hearing  of  your  arrival  in  this  realm, 

I  have  a  while  given  truce  unto  my  wars, 

To  do  my  duty  to  my  fovereign  : 

In  fign  whereof,  this  arm — that  hath  reclaim'd 

To  your  obedience  fifty  fortrefles, 

Twelve  cities,  and  {even  walled  towns  of  Itrength, 

liefides  five  hundred  prifoners  of  efteem, — 

Lets  fall  his  fword  before  your  highnefs'  feet ; 

And,  with  fubmifiive  loyalty  of  heart, 

Afcribes  the  glory  of  his  conquer!:  got, 

Fifft  to  my  God,  and  ne\t  unto  your  grace. 

K.  Henry.  Is  this  the  lord  Talbot,  uncle  Glofter, 
That  hath  fo  long  been  refident  in  France? 

Glo.  Yes,  if  it  pleafe  your  majefty,  my  liege.  ^ 
K.  Henry.  Welcome,  brave  captain,  and  viclorious 
lord  ! 

When  I  was  3<fung,  (as  yet  I  am  not  old) 

1  do  remember  how  my  father  faid, 
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A  ftouter  champion  never  handled  hvord. 
Long  fince  we  were  refolved  of  your  truth, 
Your  faithful  fervice,  and  your  toil  in  war ; 
Yet  never  have  vou  tailed  our  reward, 
Or  been  reguerd'cn'd  with  fo  much  as  thanks, 
Becaufe  till  now  we  never  law  your  face  : 
Therefore,  (land  up ;  and  for  thefe  good  dcfcrts, 
We  here  create  you  earl  of  Shrewsbury  ; 
And  in  our  coronation  take  your  place. 

[Exeunt  Kit?g;  Glo.  Tul. 

Vcr.  Now,  fir,  to  you,  that  were  fo  hot  at  fea, 
Difgracing  of  thefe  colours  that  I  wear 
In  honour  of  my  noble  lord  of  York, — 
Dar'ft  thou  maintain  the  former  words  thou  fpak-n  \ 

Baf  Yes,  £r;  as  well  as  thou  dare  patronage 
The  envious  barking  of  your  fancy  tongue 
Againlt  my  lord,  the  duke  of  Somerfet. 

Kef*  Sirrah,  thy  lord  I  hcmour  as  he  is. 

Baf.  Why,  what  is  he  ?  as  good  a  man  as  York. 

Vtr.  Hark  ye;  not  fo  :  in  witnefs,  take  ye  that.  ■ 

[Strikes  hint, 

Baf.  Villain,  thou  know'ft,  the  law  of  arms  is  fuch, 
That,  who  fo  draws  a  f  ,vord,  'tis  prefent  death  ; 
Cr  elfe  this  blow  ihould  broach  thy  cleared  blood. 
But  1*11  unto  his  majeity,  and  crave 
I  may  have  liberty  to  venge  this  wrong  ; 
When  thou  malt  fee,  I'll  meet  thee  to  thy  eoft, 

Ver.  Well,  mifcreant,  I'll  be  there  as  loon  as  you  ; 
And,  after,  meet  you  fooner  than  yen  would. 
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ACT    IV.       SCENE  I. 

Paris*    A  Room  cf  State. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Glofter,  Which  eft  er ,  7'ork,  Suffolk,, 
Somcrfet,  Warwick,  Talbct,  Extter,  and  Governor 
of  Paris. 

Glo.  T"    ORD  bilhop,  fet  the  crown  upon  his  head. 
t  j  Win.  God  fave  king  Henrv,  of  that  name 
the  fixth !  < 
Glo.  Now,  governor  of  Paris,  take  your  oath, — 
That  you  elec~i  no  other  king  but  him : 
Efteem  none  friends,  but  fuch  a$  are  his  friends ; 
And  none  your  fees,  but  fuch^as  mall  pretend 
Malicious  practices  againft  his  ftate  : 
This  mall  ye  do,  fo  help  you  righteous  God  ! 
Enter  Sir  John  Faftolfe. 
Faji.  My  gracious  fovereign,  as  I  rode  from  Ca- 
lais, 

To  hafte  unto  your  coronation, 

A  letter  was  delivered  to  my  hands, 

Writ  to  your  grace  from  the  duke  of  Burgundy. 

Tal.  Shame  to  the  duke  of  Burgundy,  and  thee  ! 
I  vow'd,  bafe  knight,  when  I  did  meet  thee  next, 
To  tear  the  garter  from  thy  craven's  leg,  [plucks  it  off. 
(Which  J  have  done)  becaufe  unworthily 
Thou  waft  inftalled  in  that  high  degree. — 
Pardon  me,  princely  Henry,  and  the  reft: 
This  daftard,  at  the  battle  of  Pataie, 
When  but  in  all  I  was  fix  thoufand  ftrong, 
And  that  the  French  were  almoft  ten  to  one, — 
Before  we  met,  or  that  a  ftroke  was  given, 
Jake  to  a  trufty  fquire,  did  run  away  ; 
In  which  affault  we  loft  twelve  hundred  men; 
Mvfelf,  and  divers  gentlemen  befide, 
Were  there  furpriz'd  and  taken  prifonersV* 
Then  judge,  great  lords,  if  I  have  done  amifs ; 
Or  whether  that  fuch  coward?  ought  to  wear 
This  ornament  of  knighthood,  \ea,  or  no. 
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GIo.  To  fay  the  truth,  this  facl  was  infamous, 
And  ill  befeeming  any  common  man  ; 
Much  more  a  knight,  a  captain,  and  a  leader. 

2aL  When  firft  this  order  was  ordain?d,  my  lord?, 
Knights  of  the  garter  were  of  noble  birth  ; 
Valiant,  and  virtuous,  full  of  haughty  courage, 
Such  as  were  grown  to  credit  by  the  wars ; 
Not  fearing  death,  nor  Ihrin king  from  diflrefs, 
But  always  refolute  in  moll  extremes, 
He  then,  that  is  not  farnifh'd  in  this  fort, 
Doth  but  uiurp  the  facred  name  of  knight, 
Profaning  this  moft  honourable  order  ; 
And  mould  (if  I  were  worthy  to  be  judge) 
Be  quite  degraded  like  a  hedge-born  fwain 
That  doth  prefume  to  boa£  of  gentle  blood. 

K.  Henry.  Stain  to  thy  countrymen!  thou  hear'fl: 
thy  doom  : 

Be  packing  therefore,  thou  that  wail  a  knight ; 
Henceforth  we  baniih  thee  on  pain  of  death.— 

[Exit  Faplfe. 
And  now,  my  lord  protector,  view  the  letter 
Sent  from  our  uncle  duke  of  Burgundy. 

Glo.  What  means  his  grace,  that  he  hath  chang'd 
his  ftyle ? 

No  more,  but  plain  and  bluntly, —  To  the  king? 

[Heading. 

Hath  he  forgot,  he  is  his  fovereign  ? 

Or  doth  this  churlifh  fuperfcription 

Pretend  fome  alteration  in  good  will  ? 

What's  here? — I  have,  upon  efpecial  caufe, —  [Reads. 

Mo-vyd  with  compajjion  of  my  country'* s  wreck, 

Together  with  the  pitiful  complaints 

Of fuch  as  your  opprejfion  feeds  upon,—' 

Forfaken  your  pernicious  faction, 

And 'join' 'd  with  Charles,  the  rightful  king  of  France* 
O  moniirous  treachery  !  can  this  be  fo  ; 
at  in  alliance,  amity,  and  oaths, 
ere  mould  be  found  fuch  falie  diffembling  guile  ? 
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K.  Henry.  What !  doth  my  uncle  Burgundy  revolt  ? 
GIc.  He  coth,  my  lord;  and  is  become  your  foe. 
K.  Henry.  Is  that  the  worll,  this  letter  doth  contain  ? 
GIc.  It  is  the  wcrft,  and  all,  my  lord,  he  writes. 
K.  Henry.  Why  then,  lord  Talbot  there  ffc&fi  talk 
with  him, 

And  give  him  chaftifement  for  this  abufe  : 
IVIy  lord,  how  fay  you  ?  are  you  not  content? 

TaL  Content,  my  liege  ?  Yes,  but  that  I  am  pre- 
vented, s 
I  hhould  have  begg'd  I  might  have  been  employ 'd. 
K.  Henry.  Then  gather  ilrength,  and  march  unto 
him  ftfa&ght : 
Let  him  perceive  how  ill  we  brook  his  treaibn  ; 
And  what  offence  it  is,  to  flout  his  friends. 

TaL  I  go,  my  lord  ;  in  heart  defiling  fall, 
You  may  behold  confufion  of  your  foes.     [Exit  TaL 
Enter  Vevriin  and  Ba£et. 
Ver.  Grant  me  the  combat,  gracious  fovereign! 
Eaf.  And  me,  my  lord,  grant  me  the  combat  too  ! 
York.  This  is  my  fcrvant;  Hear  him  noble  prince  ! 
So?n.  And  this  is  mine  ;  Sw  eet  Henry  favour  him  ! 
K.  Henry.  Be  patient,  Icrds,  and  give  me  leave  to 
(peak.— 

Say,  gentlemen^  what  makes  }cu  thus  exclaim? 
And  wherefore  crave  5  ou  combat  ?  or  with  whom  ? 
j/~ cr.  With  him,  my  lord ;  for  he  hath  dene  me 
wrong. 

Baf.  And  1  with  him  ;  for  he  has  done  me  wrong, 
K.  Henry.  What  is  that  wrong  whereof  you  both 
complain  ? 

Firft  let  me  know,  and  then  I'll  anfwer  you. 

Baf.  Crofling  the  fea  from  England  into  France, 
This  fellow  here,  with  envious  carping  tongue, 
Upbraided  me  about  the  rofe  I  w  car  ; 
Saying,  the  (anguine  colour  of  the  leaves  ^ 
Did  reprefent  my  matter's  blulhing  cheeks, 
When  ftubbornly  he  did  repugn  the  truth,. 
About  a  certain  qucftion  in  the  law, 
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Argu'd  betwixt  the  duke  of  York  and  him ; 
With  other  vile  and  ignominious  terms  : 
Fji  confutation  of  which  rude  reproach, 
And  in  defence  of  my  lord's  worthinefs, 
I  crave  the  benefit  of  law  of  arms. 

Ver.  And  that  is  my  petition,  noble  lord  ; 
For  though  he  feem,  with  forged  quaint  conceit, 
To  fet  a  glofs  upon  his  bold  intent, 
Yet  know,  my  lord,  I  was  provok'd  by  him ; 
And  he  firft  took  exceptions  at  this  badge, 
Pronouncing — that  the  palenefs  of  this  flower 
Bewray'd  the  faintnefs  of  my  mailer's  heart. 

York.  Will  not  this  malice,  Somerfet,  be  left  ? 

Som.  Your  private  grudge,  my  lord  of  York,  will 
out. 

Though  ne'er  fo  cunningly  you  fmother  it. 

K,  Henry.  Good  Lord  1  what  madnefs  rules  in  brain- 
fick  men  ; 

When  for  fo  flight  and  frivolous  a  caufe 
Such  factious  emulations  mall  arife  ? 
Good  coufins  both,  of  York  and  Somerfet, 
Quiet  yourfelves,  I  pray,  and  be  at  peace. 

York.  Let  this  diffention  firft  be  try'd  by  fight, 
And  then  your  highnefs  mail  command  a  peace. 

Som.  The  quarrel  toucheth  none  but  us  alone  ; 
Betwixt  ourfelves  let  us  decide  it  then. 

York.  There  is  my  pledge ;  accept  it,  Somerfet. 

Ver.  Nay,  let  it  reft  where  it  began  at  firft. 

Baf.  Confirm  it  fo,  mine  honourable  lord  ! 

Glo.  Confirm  it  fo  ?  Confounded  be  your  ftrife ! 
And  periih  ye,  with  your  audacious  prate  ! 
Prefurnptuous  vaffals  I  are  ye  not  afham'd, 
With  this  immodeft  clamorous  outrage 
To  trouble  and  difturb  the  king  and  us  ? 
And  you,  my  lords, — methinks,  you  do  not  well., 
To  bear  with  their  perverfe  objections ; 
Much  lefs,  to  take  occaiion  from  their  mouths 
To  raife  a  mutiny  betwixt  yourfelves  ; 
Let  me  perfuade  you  take  a  better  courfe* 
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Exe.  It  grieves  his  highnefs  ;  Good  my  lords  be 
friends, 

K.  Henry.  Come  hither,  you  that  would  be  com- 
batants : 

Henceforth  I  charge  you,  as  you  love  our  favour, 

Quite  to  forget  this  quarrel,  and  the  caufe. — 

And  you,  my  lords, — remember  where  we  arc  ; 

In  France,  among ft  a  fickle  wavering  nation  : 

If  they  perceive  diftenticn  in  our  look^s, 

And  that  within  ourfelves  we  difagree, 

How  will  their  grudging  ilomachs  be  provok'd 

To  wilful  difobedience,  and  rebel  ? 

Be&de,  What  infamy  will  there  arife,  U 

When  foreign  princes  mail  be  certify  d, 

That,  for  a  toy,  a  thing  of  no  regard, 

King  Henry's  peers,  and  chief  nobility, 

Deftroy'd  themfelves,  and  loft  the  realm  of  France  ? 

O,  think -upon  the  conqueft  of  my  father, 

My  tender  years ;  and  let  us  not  forego 

That  for  a  trifle,  which  was  bought  with  blood  I 

Let  me  be  umpire  in  this  doubtful  ftrife. 

I  fee  no  reafon,  if  1  wear  this  rofe, 

[  Putting  on  a  red  rc/s. 
That  any  one  mould  therefore  be  fufpicious 
1  more  incline  to  Somerfet  than  York  : 
Both  are  my  kinnnen,  and  I  love  them  both  : 
As  well  they  may  upbraid  me  with  my  crown, 
Eecaufe,  forfooth,  the  king  of  Scots  is  crown'd. 
But  your  diicretions  better  can  perfuade, 
Than  1  am  able  to  inftrucl  or  teach ; 
And  therefore,  as  we  hither  came  in  peace, 
So  let  us  ftill  continue  peace  and  love. — 
Coufin  of  York,  we  inftitute  your  grace 
To  be  our  regent  in  thefe  parts  of  France: — 
And,  good  my  lord  of  Somerfet,  unite 
Your  troops  of  horfemen  with  his  binds  of  foot; — 
And,  like  true  fubjecls,  fons  of  your  progenitors, 
Go  cheerfully  together,  and  digeft 
Your  angry  choler  on  your  cneraie:. 
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Ourfelf,  my  lord  protector,  and  the  reft, 

After  fome  refpite,  will  return  to  Calais ; 

From  thence  to  England  ;  where  I  hope  ere  long 

To  be  prefented  by  your  victories, 

With  Charles,  Alencon,  and  that  traitorous  rout. 

[  Fhurijh .    Exeunt . 
Manent  York,  Warwick,  Exeter,  and  Vernon. 
War.  My  lord  of  York,  I  prornife  you,  the  king. 
Prettily,  methouglit,  did  play  the  orator. 

York.  And  fo  he  did  ;  but  yet  I  like  it  not, 
In  that  he  wears  the  bridge  of  Some  net. 

War.  Turn  !  that  was  but  his  fancy  blame  him  not; 
1  dare  prefume,  fvveet  prince,  he  thought  no  harm. 

York.  And,  if  I  wift,  he  did — But  iet  it  red; 
Other  affairs  muQ  (now  be  managed.  [Exeunt. 
Manet  Exeter. 
Exe.  Well  didft  thou,  Richard,  to  fupprefs  thy 
voice ; 

For  had  the  palTions  of  thy  heart  burU  out, 

I  fear,  we  mould  have  feen  decypher'd  there 

More  rancorous  fpight,  more  furious  raging  broils, 

Than  yet  can  be  imagin'd  or  fuppos'd. 

But  howfoe'er,  no  fimple  man  that  fees 

This  jarring  difcord  of  nobility, 

This  mould'ring  of  each  other  in  the  court, 

This  factious  bandying  of  their  favourites, 

But  that  he  doth  prefage  fome  ill  event. 

'Tis  much,  when  fceptres  are  in  children's  hands ; 

But  more,  when  envy  breeds  unkind  divifion  ; 

There  comes  the  ruin,  there  begins  confufion.    [  Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

Before  the  walls  of  Bourdeaux. 
Enter  Talbot,  <ixith  trumpet  and  drum. 
Tal.  Go  to  the  gates  of  Bourdeaux,  trumpeter, 
Summon  their  general  unto  the  wall.  [Sounds. 

Enter  General  aloft. 
Engliih  John  Talbot,  captains,  calls  you  forth, 
Servant  in  arms  to  Harry  king  of  England ; 
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And  thus  he  would,  Open  your  city  gates, 

Be  humbled  to  us ;  call  my  fovereign  yours, 
And  do  him  homage  as  obedient  f ubj  eels, 
And  I'll  withdraw  me  and  my  bloody  power  : 
But,  if  you  frown  upon  this  prolter'd-  peace, 
You  tempt  the  fury  of  my  three  attendants, 
Lean  famine,  quartering  Heel,  and  climbing  fire ; 
Who,  in  a  moment,  even  with  the  earth 
Shall  lay  your  ftately  and  air-braving  towers, 
If  you  forfake  the  offer  of  their  love* 

Gen,  Thou  ominous  and  fearful  owl  of  death, 
Our  nation's  terror,  and  their  bloody  fcourge  ! 
The  period  of  thy  tyranny  approacheth. 
On  us  thou  canfr  not  enter,  but  by  death ; 
For,  I  protert,  we  are  well  fortify*  d, 
And  ftrong  enough  to  iflue  out  and  right : 
If  thou  retire,  the  Dauphin,  well  appointed, 
Stands  with  the  fnares  of  war  to  tangle  thee  : 
On  either  hand  thee  there  are  fquadrons  pitch'd, 
To  wall  thee  from  the  liberty  of  flight ; 
And  no  way  canft  thou  turn  thee  for  redrefs,  . 
But  death  doth  front  thee  with  apparent  fpoil, 
And  pale  deflruction  meets  thee  in  the  face. 
Ten  thoufand  French  have  ta'en  the  facrameni, 
To  rive  their  dangerous  artillery 
Upon  no  chrirtian  foul  but  Engiifn  Talbot. 
Lo  !  there  thou  ltand'it,  a  breathing  valiant  man, 
Of  an  invincible  unconquered  fpirit : 
This  is  the  lateft  glory  of  thy  praife, 
That  I,  thy  enemy,  due  thee  withal ; 
For  ere  the  glafs,  that  now  begins  to  run, 
Finifh  the  procefs  of  his  fandy  hour, 
Thefe  eyes,  that  fee  thee  now  well  coloured, 
Shall  fee  thee  wither'd,  bloody,  pale,  and  dead. 

\I)rum  afar  eff 

Hark!  hark!  the  Dauphin's  drum,  a  warning  bell, 
Sings  heavy  mufic  to  thy  timorous  foul ; 
And  mine  ihali  ring  thy  dire  departure  out. 

[Exit  from  the  wnOs 
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Tal.  He  fables  not,  I  hear  the  enemy  ;~ 
Out,  fome  light  horfemen,  and  perufe  their  wings.— 
O,  negligent  and  heedlefs  difcipline  ! 
How  are  we  park'd  and  bounded  in  a  pale ; 
A  little  herd  of  England's  timorous  deer, 
Maz'd  with  the  yelping  kennel  of  French  curs  ! 
if  we  be  Engliih  deer,  be  then  in  blood : 
Not  rafcal  like,  to  fall  down  with  a  pinch ; 
But  rather  moody-mad,  and  defperate  ftags, 
Turn  on  the  bloody  hounds  with  heads  of  Heel, 
And  make  the  cowards  Hand  aloof  at  bay  : 
Sell  every  man  his  life  as  dear  as  mine, 
And  they  mall  find  dear  deer  of  us,  my  friends.— 
God,  and  faint  George !  Talbot,  and  England's  right ! 
Profper  our  colours  in  this  dangerous  fight !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    J  III. 
Another  part  of  France. 
Enter  a  MeJJen^er  meeting  York,   njoho  enters  <vjitb  a 
trumpet,  and  many  fddiers*. 

York.  Are  not  the  fpeed.y  fcouts  return'd  again, 
That  dogg'd  the  mighty  army  of  the  Dauphin  ? 

Mejf.  They  are  return'd,  my  lord;  and  give  it  out, 
That  he  is  march'd  to  Bourdeaux  with  his  power, 
To  fight  with  Talbot :  As  he  march'd  along, 
By  your  efpials  were  difcovered 
Two  mightier  troops  than  that  the  Dauphin  led  ; 
Which  join'd  with  him  and  made  their  march  for 
Bourdeaux. 

York.  A  plague  upon  that  villain  Somerfet ; 
That  thus  delays  my  promifed  fupply 
Of  horfemen,  that  were  levied  for  this  fiege  ! 
Renowned  Talbot  doth  expeel  my  aid  ; 
And  I  am  lowted  by  a  traitor  villain, 
And  cannot  help  the  noble  chevalier: 
God  comfort  him  in  this  neceillty  ! 
If  he  mifcarry,  farewell  wars  in  fiance. 


Lucy.  Then  princely  leader  of  our  Eng'ifh  (Ircngil: 
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Never  To  needful  on  the  earth  of  France, 

Spur  to  the  refcue  of  the  noble  Talbot ; 

Who  now  is  girdled  with  a  wairt  of  iron, 

And  he  mm  d  about  with  grim  deilrudlion  : 

To  Bourdeaux,  warlike  duke!  to  Bourdeaux,  York  ! 

Elfe,  fire  well  Talbot,  France,  and  England's  honour. 

Tori,  O  God!  that  Somerfet — who  in  proud  heart 
Doth  f:op  mv  comets — were  in  Talbot's  place  ! 
So  (hould  we  favea  valiant  gentleman^ 
By  forfeiting  a  traitor,  and  a  coward. 
Mad  ire,  and  wrathful  fury,  makes  me  weep, 
That  thus  we  die,  while  remifs  traitors  ileep. 

Z.vrv.  O,  fend  feme  fuccour  to  the  diitrefs'd  lord  I 

York,  He  dies,  we  lofe;  I  break  my  warlike  word: 
We  mourn,  France  fmiles;  we  lofe,  they  daily  get; 
All  'long  of  this  vile  traitor  Somerfet. 

Lucy.  Then,  God  take  rnercv  on  brave  Talbot's 
foul ! 

-And  on  his  fon  young  John ;  whom  two  hours  llnce, 
I  met  in  travel  toward-  bis  warlike  father! 
This  feven  years  did  not  Talbot  fee  his  fon  ; 
And  now  they  meet  where  both  their  lives  are  done, 

Tor':.  Alas  I  what  joy  fhall  noble  Talbot  have, 
To  bid  his  young  fon  welcome  to  his  grave  ? 
Away  !  vexation  almoft  ftops  my  breath, 
That  funder'd  friends  greet  in  the  hour  of  death, — 
!  a:cv,  farewell :  r  o  more  my  fortune  can, 
But  curie  the  caufe,  I  cannot  aid  the  man. — 
Maine,  Blois,  Poi&iers,  and  Tours,  are  won  away, 
'Long  all  of  Somerfet,  and  his  delav. 

Lucy.  Thus,  while  the  vulture  of  fedition 
Feeds  in  the  bofom  of  Rich  great  commanders, 
Sleeping  negleftion  doth  betray  to  lofs 
The  conquer!  of  our  fcarce-cold  conqueror, 
That  ever-living  mr.n  of  memory, 
Henry  the  fifth: — Whiles  they  each  other  crofs, 
Lives,  honours,  lands,  and  all,  hurry  to  lofs. 
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Another  part  of  France, 
Enter  Joiner  fit,  with  his  army. 
Som.  It  is  too  late  :  i  cannot  fend  them  now  : 
This  expedition  was  by  York  and  Talbot 
Too  rafhly  plotted  :  all  our  general  force 
Might  with  the  fally  of  the  very  town 
Be  buckled  with  :  the  over-daring  Talbot 
Hath  fullied  all  his  glofs  of  former  honour 
By  this  unheedfd,  del p crate  wild  adventure: 
Yoik  fet  him  on  to  fight,  and  die  in  fhame, 
That,  Talbot  dead,  great  York  might  bear  the  name, 

Capt.  Here  is  Sir  William  Lucy,  who  with  me 
Set  from  our  o'er-match'd  forces  forth  for  aid. 
Enter  Sir  William  Lucy. 
Som.  How  now,  Sir  William  ?  whither  were  you 
fent  ? 

Lucy,  Whither,  my  lord  ?  from  bought  and  fold 
lord  Talbot ; 
Who,  ring'd  about  with  bold  adverhty, 
Cries  out  for  noble  York  and  Somerfet, 
To  beat  alTailing  death  from  his  weak  legions. 
And  whiles  the  honourable  captain  there 
Drops  bloody  fweat  from  his  war-wearied  limbs, 
And,  in  advantage,  ling'ring,  looks  for  refcue, 
You,  his  fa  lie  hopes,  the  trull  of  Englands  honour. 
Keep  oft  aloof  with  worthlefs  emulation. 
Let  not  your  private  diicord  keep  away 
The  levied  fuccours  that  mall  lend  him  aid, 
While  he,  renowned  noble  .gentleman, 
Yields  up  his  life  unto  a  world  cf  odds : 
Orleans  the  Ballard,  Charles,  and  Burgundy, 
Alencon,  Reignier,  compafs  him  about, 
And  Talbot  perifheth  by  your  default. 

Som.  York  fet  him  on,  York  mould  have  fent  him 
aid. 

Lucy.  And  York  as  fait  upon  your  grace  exclaims; 
Swearing  that  you  withhold  his  levied  hoft, 
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Scm.  York  lies ;  he  might  have  fent,  and  had  the 
horfe; 

1  owe  him  little  duty,  and  lefs  love  ; 
And  take  foul  fcorn,  to  fawn  on  him  by  fending. 
Lucy,   The  fraud  of  England,  not  the  force  of 
France, 

Hath  now  entrapt  the  noble-minded  Talbot. 
NTever  to  England  fttall  he  bear  his  life ;  , 
But  dies,  betray'd  to  fortune  by  your  fhife. 

Scm.  Come,   go ;  I  will  difpatch  the  horfemen 
fought; 

Within  fix  hours  they  will  be  at  his  aid. 

Lucy.  Too  late  comes  refcue ;  he  is  ta'en  or  flain  : 
For  fly  he  could  not,  if  he  would  have  fled  ; 
And  fly  would  Talbat  never,  though  he  might. 

Sc-7n,  If  he  be  dead,  brave  Talbot  then  adieu  ! 

Lucy.  His  fame  lives  in  the  world,  his  fhame  in 
you.  [Exeunt  • 

SCENE  V. 
A  Field  of  Battle  near  Bourdcaux. 
Enter  Talbot  and  his  Son. 

Tal.  O  young  John  Talbot!  I  did  fend  for  thee, 
To  tutor  thee  in  ftratagems  of  war ; 
That  Talbot's  name  might  be  in  thee  reviv'd, 
When  faplefs  age,  and  weak  unable  limbs, 
Should  bring  thy  father  to  his  drooping  chair. 
But, — O  malignant  and  ill-boding  ftars  — 
Now  art  thou  come  unto  a  feafl:  of  death, 
A  terrible  and  unavoided  danger  : 
Therefore,  dear  boy,  mount  on  my  fwifteft  horfe  ; 
And  I'll  direcl  thee  how  thou  (halt  efcape 
By  fudden  flight:  come,  dally  not,  begone. 

John.  Is  my  name  Talbot?  and  am  I  your  fon  ? 
And  (hall  I  fly?  O!  if  you  love  my  mother, 
Dilhonour  not  her  honourable  name, 
To  make  a  baftard,  and  a  flave  of  me  : 
The  world  will  fa; — He  is  not  Talbot's  blood, 
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That  bafely  fled,  when  noble  Talbot  flood. 

TaL  Fly  to  revenge  my  death,  if  I  be  (lain. 

John.  He  that  flies  To,  will  ne'er  return  again. 

TaL  If  we  both  flay,  we  both  are  fure  to  die. 

John.  Then,  let  me  flay,  and,  father,  do  you  fly: 
Your  lofs  is  great,  fo  your  regard  mould  be  ; 
My  worth  unknown,  no  lofs  is  known  in  me.. 
Upon  my  death  the  French  can  little  boafl ; 
In  yours  they  will,  in  you  all  hopes  are  loft. 
Flight  cannot  fcain  the  honour  you  have  won ; 
But  mine  it  will,  that  no  exploit  hsfVe  done  ; 
You  fled  for  vantage,  every  one  will  fwear : 
But  if  1  bow,  they'll  fay — it  was  for  fear. 
There  is  no  hope  that  ever  I  will  flay, 
If,  the  fmt  hoar,  I  fhrink,  and  run  away. 
Here,  on  my  knee,  I  beg  mortality, 
Rather  than  life  preferv'd  with  infamy. 

TaL  Shall  all  thy  mother's  hopes  lie  in  one  tomb? 

John,  Ay,  rather thanl'll lhamemy  mother's  womb, 

TaL  Upon  my  blelfing  I  command  thee  go. 

John.  To  fight  I  will,  but  not  to  fly  the  foe. 

Tal.  Part  of  thy  father  may  be  fav'd  in  thee. 

John.  No  part- of  him,  but  will  belhame  in  me. 

TaL  Thou  never  hadlt  renown,  n©r  canfl  not  lofe  it. 

John.  Y cs,  your  renowned  name ;  Shall  flight  abufe 
it  ? 

TaL  Thy  father's  charge  fhall  clear  thee  from  that 
fiain. 

John.  You  cannot  wkneTs  for  me,  being  flain. 
If  death  be  fo  apparent,  then  both  fly. 

7al.  And  leave  my  followers  here  to  fight  and  die? 
My  age  was  never  tainted  with  fuch  fhame. 

John.  And  fhall  my  youth  be  guilty  of  fuch  blame  ? 
No  more  can  I  be  fever 'd  from  your  fide. 
Than  can  younelf  yourfelf  in  twain  divide  : 
Stay,  go,  i\o  what  you  will,  the  like  do  I  ; 
For  live  I  will  not,  if  my  father  die. 

TaL  Then  here  I  take  my  leave  of  thee,  fair  fott, 
F  2 
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Born  to  eclipfe  thy  life  this  afternoon. 
Gome,  fide  by  fide  together  live  and  die  ; 
.And  foul  with  foul  from  France  to  heaven  fly. 

[  Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Alarum :    excurfons,   wherein  Talbot's  fon  is  hemm'd 
about,  and  Talbot  refcues  him. 

Tal.  Saint  George,  and  victory!  fight,  foldiers, 
fight: 

3  he  regent  hath  with  Talbot  broke  his  word, 
And  left  us  to  the  rage  of  France's  fword. 
Where  is  John  Talbot? — Paufe,  and  take  thy  breath; 
I  gave  thee  life,  and  refcu'd  thee  from  death. 

John.  O  t  wice  my  father !  twice  am  I  thy  fon  : 
The  life,  thou  gav'it  me  firft,  was  loll  and  done ; 
'Fill  with  thy  warlike  fword,  defpight  of  fate, 
To  my  determin'd  time  thou  gav'ft  new  date. 

2al.  When  from  the  Dauphin's  creil  thy  fword 
Itruck  fire, 

Jr.  warra'a  thy  father's  heart  with  proud  defire 
Ofbold-fac'd  victory.    Then  leaden  age, 
Quicken'd  with  youthful  fpleen,  and  warlike  rage, 
Beat  down  Alencon,  Orleans,  Burgundy, 
And  from  the  pride  of  Gallia  refcu'd  thee. 
1  he  ireful  baftard  Orleans — that  drew  blood 
From  thee,  my  boy,  and  had  the  maidenhood 
Of  thy  firft  fight — I  foon  encountered  ; 
And,  interchanging  blows,  I  quickly  feed 
Some  of  his  baftard  blood  ;  and,  in  difgrace, 
'.Befpoke  him  thus  :  Contaminated,  bafe, 
And  rti'if  begotten  blood  If  pill  of  thine, 
Mean  and  right  poor  ;  for  that  pure  blood  of  mine, 
Which  thou  didjl  force  from  Talbot,  my  brave  boy  : — 
Mere,  purpofing  the  baftard  to  deftroy, 
Came  in  llrong  refcue,    Speak,  thy  father's  care  ; 
Art  not  thou  weary,  John  ?  How  doft  thou  fare  ? 
Wilt  thou  yet  leave  the  battle,  boy,  and  fly, 
Now  thou  art  feal'd  the  fon  of  chivalry  ? 
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Fly,  to  revenge  my  death,  when  I  am  dead  ; 
'The  h<  Ip  of  one  (lands  me  in  little  Head. 
Oh,  too  much  folly  is  it,  well  I  wot, 
To  hazard  ail  our  lives  in  one  fmall-boat. 
If  I  to-day  die  not  with  Frenchmen's  rage, 
To-morrow  I  (hall  die  with  mickie  age : 
By  me  they  nothing  gain,  and  if  I  ftay, 
9  Tis  but  the  fhort'ning  of  my  life  one  day  : 
In  thee  thy  mother  dies,  our  houfnold's  name, 
My  death's  revenge,  thy  youth,  and  England's  fame: 
All  thefe,  and  more,  we  hazard  by  thy  ftay ; 
All  thefe  are  fav'd,  if  thou  wilt  fly  away. 

John.  The  fword  of  Orleans  hath  not  made  mefmart, 
Thefe  words  of  yours  draw  life-blood  from  my  heart : 
Oh  what  advantage,  bought  with  fuch  a  fhaxne, 
To  fave  a  paltry  life,  and  flay  bright  fame  I 
Before  young  Talbot  from  old  Taibot  Hy, 
The  coward  horfe,  that  bears  me,  fall  and  die  ! 
And  like  me  to  the  peafant  boys  of  France ; 
To  be  fhame's  fcorn,  and  fubjecl  of  mifchance  ! 
Surely,  by  all  the  glory  you  have  won, 
And  if  I  fly,  I  am  not  Talbot's  fon  : 
Then  talk  no  more  of  flight,  it  is  no  boot ; 
If  fon  to  Talbot,  die  at  Talbot's  foot. 

Tal.  Then  follow  thou  thy  defperate  fire  of  Crete> 
Thou  Icarus ;  thy  life  to  me  is  fweet : 
If  thcu  wilt  light,  fight  by  thy  father's  fide  ; 
And,  commendable  prov'd,  let's  die  in  pride. 

[Exeqnt. 

SCENE  VII. 

Ma-rum  :  excursions.   Enter  old  Talbot,  led  by  the  French, 

Tal,   Where  is  my  other  life?  mine  own  is 

gone  : — 

O,  where !s  young  Talbot  ?  where  is  valiant  John?™ 
Triumphant  death®  fmear'd  with  captivity  ! 
Young  Talbot's  valour  makes  me  fmile  at  thee  : — • 
When  he  perceiv'd  me  fhrink,  and  on  my  knee, 
His  bloody  fword  he  brandifh'd  over  me, 
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And,  like  a  hungry  lion,  did  commence 
Rough  deeds  of  rage,  and  Hern  impatience  : 
But  when  my  angry  guardant  ftcod  alone, 
Tend'ring  my  ruin,  and  afTail'd  of  none, 
Dizzy-ey'd  fury  and  great  rage  of  heart, 
Suddenly  made  him  from  my  fide  to  irart 
Into  the  cluft'ring  battle  of  the  French  : 
And  in  thatfea  of  blood  my  boy  did  drench 
Kis  over -mounting  fpirit;  and  there  dy'd 
My  Icarus,  my  bloiTom,  in  his  prided 
Enter  Joh?t  Taihct,  borne. 

Serv.  O  my  dear  lord  !  lo,  where  your  ion  is  borne  ! 

TaL  Thou  antic  death,  which  lauglvit  us  here  to 
fcorn, 

Anon  from  thy  infulting  tyranny, 

Coupled  in  bonds  of  perpetuity, 

Two  TalbotSj  winged  through  thelither  iky, 

In  thy  defpight,  fhali  Ycape  morulky. — 

O  thou  whofe  wounds  become  hard-favour'd  death) 

Speak  to  thy  father,  ere  thou  yield  thy  breath  : 

Brave  death  by  fpe^king,  whether  he  will  or  no  ; 

Imagine  him  a  Frenchman,  and  thy  foe. — 

Poor  boy  !  he  fmiles,  methinks ;  as  who  mould  fay — 

Had  death  been  French,  then  death  had  died  to-day, 

Come,  come,  and  lay  him  in  his  father's  arms ; 

My  fpirit  can  no  longer  bear  thefe  harms. 

Soldiers,  adieu  !  I  have  what  I  would  have, 

Now  my  old  arms  are  you;;g  John  Talbot's  grave. 

[Dm. 

 — -«         iJC,;: tiliCjarxjiT--  - -~  — 

A  C  T    V.       S  C  £  N  E  I. 

Continues  hear  Bourdeaux . 
Enter  Charles,  Jlem-on,  Bttrgundy^Bafiardy  o.ndjoan 
la  Piicelie. 

Cfor.T  YAP  York  and  Somullt  brouglit  refcue 
We  mould  have  fo^nd  a  bloody  day  of  this, 
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Baft,  How  the  young  whelp  of  Talbot's  raging- 
u  ood, 

Did  flali  his  puny  fword  in  Frenchmen's  bloocU 

Pucel.  Once  1  encounter'd  him,  and  tluis  I  faid, 
Thou  maiden  youth,  be  tvavqiajh* d  by  a  maid : 
But — with  a  proud,  majellical,  high  (corn- — 
He  anfwer'd  thus  ;  Young  Talbot  whs  not  born~- 
To  be  the  pillage  of  a  giglot  ivench  $ 
So,  ruining  in  the  bowels  of  the  French, 
lie  left  me  proudly,  as  unworthy  fight. 

Bur.  Doubtlefs,  he  would  have  made  a  noble  knight : 
Fee,  where  he  lies  inherfed  in  the  arms 
Of  the  moil  bloody  nurfer  of  his  harms. 

Baft.  Hew  them  to  pieces,  hack  their  bones  afun- 
der  ; 

Whofe  life  was  England's  glory,  Gallia's  wonder. 

Char.  Oh.  no;  forbear:  for  that  which  we  have  fled 
During  the  life,  let  us  not  wrong  it  dead. 

Enter  Sir  William  Lucy. 
Lucy.  Herald,  conduct  me  to  the  Dauphin's  tent  ; 
to  know 

Who  hath  obtain'd  the  glory  of  the  day. 

Char.  On  what  fubmiffive  meffage  art  thou  fent  ? 

Lucy.  Submifiion,  Dauphin?  'tis  amere  French  word; 
We  Englifh  warriors  wot  not  what  it  means. 
I  come  to  know  what  prifoners  thou  haft  ta'en, 
And  to  furvey  the  bodies  of  the  dead. 

Char.  For  prifoners  aik'ft  thou  ?  hell  our  prifon  is. 
But  tell  me  whom  thou  feek'ft. 

Lucy.  Where  is  the  great  Alcides  of  the  field, 
Valiant  lord  Talbot,  earl  of  Shrewlbury  ? 
Created  for  his  rare  fuccefs  in  arms, 
Great  earl  of  Wafhford,  Waterford,  and  Valence ; 
Lord  Talbot  of  Good  rig  and  Urchinfield, 
Lord  Strange  of  Blackmere,  lord  Verdun  of  Alton, 
Lord  Cromwell  of  Wingfield,  lord  Furnival  of  Shef- 
field, 

The  thrice  victorious  lord  of  Falconbridge  ; 
Knight  of  the  noble  order  of  faint  George, 
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Worthy  faint  Michael,  and  the  golden  fleece  ; 

Great  mareftial  to  Henry  the  fmh, 

Of  all  his  wars  within  the  realm  of  France? 

Pace!.  Kere  is  a  filly  Irately  ftile.  indeed  ! 
The  Turk,  that  two-and-nfty  kingdoms  hath, 
Writes  net  Co  tedious  a  rlile  as  this. 
Him^  that  thou  magnify 'il  with  all  thefe  titles, 
Stinking,  and  fly-blown,  lies  here  at^our  feet. 

Lucy.  I  s  Talbot  flain  ;  the  Frenchman's only fcourge, 
Your  kingdom's  terror  and  black  Neme&s  ? 
Oh,  were  mine  eye-balls  into  bullets  turnM, 
That  I,  in  rage,  might  moot  them  at  your  faces ! 
Oh,  that  I  could  but  call  thefe  dead  to  life  ! 
It  were  enough  to  fright  the  realm  of  France: 
Were  but  his  picture  left  among  you  here, 
It  would  amaze  the  proudeil  of  you  all. 
-Give  me  their  bodies ;  that  I  may  bear  them  hence, 
And  give  them  burial,  as  befeems  their  worth. 

Puce!.  I  think,  this  upflart  is  old  Talbot's  ghoft, 
He  fpeaks  with  fuch  a  proud  commanding  fpirit. 
For  god's  fake,  let  him  have  'em;  to  keep  them  kere, 
They  would  but  ftink,  and  putrefy  the  air. 

Char.  Go,  take  their  bodies  hence. 

Lucy.  I'll  bear 
Them  hence  :  but  from  their  afhes  fhall  be  rear'd 
A  phoenix,  that  mail  make  all  France  afeard. 

Char.  So  we  be  rid  of  them,  do  with  him  what  thou 
wilt. 

And  now  to  Paris,  in  tl  is  conquering  vein  ; 
All  wiH  be  ours,  now  bloody  Talbot's  flam. 

[Exeunt, 

S    C    E    N    E  II. 

England. 

Enter  ICipg  Henry,  Glojlfti  and  Exeter. 
K.  Henry.  Have  you  pcrus'd  the  letters  from  the 
pope, 

The  emperor,  and  the  earl  of  Armagnac  > 

(y/o.  I  have,  my  lord;  and  their  intent  is  this, — 
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They  humbly  fue  unto  your  excellence, 
To  have  a  godly  peace  concluded  of, 
Between  the  realms  of  England  and  of  France. 

K.  Henrys  How  doth  your  grace  affecl  their  motion  ? 

Glo.  Well,  my  good  lord  ;  and  as  the  only  means 
To  Hop  efFufion  of  our  Chri&ian  blood. 
And  ftabiiih  quietnefs  on  every  fide. 

K,  Henry.  Ay,  marry,  uncle  ;  for  I  always  thought. 
It  was  both  impious  and  unnatural, 
That  fuch  immanity  and  bloody  ftrife 
Should  reign  among  profeffors  of  one  faith. 

Glo.  Bende,  my  iord, — the  fooner  to  effect, 
And  furer  bind,  this  knot  of  amity, — 
The  earl  of  Armagnac — near  knit  to  Charles, 
A  man  of  great  authority  in  France, — 
Proffers  his  only  daughter  to  your  grace 
In  marriage,  with  a  large  and  fumptuous  dowry. 

K.  Henry.  Marriage  ?  uncle,  alas !  my  years  are 
young ; 

And  fitter  is  my  ftudy  and  my  books, 
Than  wanton  daliance  with  a  paramour. 
Yet  call  the  ambaffadors ;  and,  as  you  pleafe 
So  let  them  have  their  anfwers  every  one : 
1  mall  be  well  content  with  any  choice 
Tends  to  God's  glory,  and  my  country's  weal. 
Enter  a  Legate,  and  i*wo  Ambajjddors  ,*  with  V/inchdjIer 
as  Cardinal. 

Exe.  What!  is  my  lord  of  Wincheiter  iiillalPd, 
And  calPd  unto  a  cardinals  degree  ! 
Then,  I  perceive,  that  will  be  verify'd, 

Henry  the  fifth  did  fometime  prophefy,  

If  once  he  come  to  be  a  cardinal, 

He'll  make  his  cap  co-equal  ivith  the  crown. 

K.  Henry.  My  lords  ambaffadors,  your  feveral  fuits 
Have  been  confider'd  and  debated  on. 
Your  purpofe  is  both  good  and  reasonable  : 
And,  therefore,  are  we  certainly  refolv'd 
To  draw  conditions  of  a  friendly  peace ; 
Which,  by  my  lord  of  Wincheiter,  we  mean 
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Shall  be  tranfported  prefently  to  France. 

Gio.  And  for  the  proffer  of  my  lord  your  iraafter,— 
I  have  informed  his  highnefs  fo  at  large, 
As — liking  of  the  lady's  virtuous  gifts,- 
Her  beauty,  and  the  value  of  her  dower, — 
He  doth  intend  ihe  fhall  be  England's  queen. 

K.  Henn.  In  argument  and  proof  of  which  central, 
Bear  her  this  jevei,  pledge  of  my  affection. — 
And  fo,  my  lord  protector,  fee  them  guarded, 
And  fafely  brought  to  Dover;  where,  infhipp'd, 
Commit  them  to  the  fortune  of  the  fea. 

^Exeuni  King,  and  train. 

Win.  Stay,  my  lord  legate ;  you  fhall  ffirft  receive 
The  fum  of  money,  which  I  promifed 
Should  be  deliver 'd  to  his  holineis 
For  clothing  me  in  thefe  grave  ornaments. 

Legate.  I  will  attend  upon  your  lordihip's  leifare. 

Win.  Now  Winchester  will  not  fubmit,  I  trow. 
Or  be  inferior  to  the  prouder!  peer. 
Humphrey  of  Glofter,  thou  malt  well  perceive, 
That,  nor  in  birth,  nor  for  authority, 
The  bifhop  w ill  be  overborne  by  thee  : 
I'll  either  make  thee  ftoop,  and  bend  thy  knee, 
Or  fack  this  country  with  a  mutiny.  Exeunt \ 

S    C    E    N    E  III. 

Prance. 

Enter    Dauphin?    Burgundy,    Alex  con,    and  Joan  la 
Puceile. 

Dau.  Thefe  news,  my  lords,  may  cheer  our  droop- 
ing fpirits  : 
?Tis  fiid,  the  ilout  Parifians  do  revolt, 
And  turn  again  unto  the  warlike  French. 

Alen.  Then  march  to  Paris,  royal  Charles  of  France, 
And  keep  not  back  your  powers  in  dalli&nfce. 

Pucel.  Peace  be  amongi  them,  if  they  turn  to- ir:  | 
Elfe,  ruin  combat  with  their  palaces ! 

Enter  a  Scout.  1 

iSceut,  Buccefs  unto  oar  valiant  general, 
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And  happinefs  to  his  accomplices ! 

Dau.  What  tidings  fend  our  {coats  r  I  pry  thee, 
fpeak. 

Scout,  The  Englifh  army,  that  divided  was 
Into  two  parts,  is  now  conjoin'd  in  one  ; 
And  means  to  give  you  battle  prefently. 

Dau.  Somewhat  too  fudden,  firs,  the  warning  is  ; 
But  we  will  prefently  provide  for  them. 

Bur.  I  truft,  the  ghoil  of  Talbot  is  not  there  ; 
Now  he  is  gone,  my  lord,  you  need  not  fear. 

Puce!.  Of  all  bafe  paflkms,  fear  is  more  accurs'd: — 
Command  the  conquelt,  Charles,  it  fhall  be  thine: 
Let  Henry  fret,  and  all  the  world  repine. 

Dau.  Then  on,  my  lords ;  And  France  be  for- 
tunate !  \Exeunt. 

S    C    E    N    E  IV. 

Alarum  ;  excurjion.    Enter  Joan  la  Puceiie. 
Puce!.  The  regent  conquers,  and  the  Frenchmen 
fly.— 

Now  help,  ye  charming  fpells,  and  periapts ; 

And  ye  cnoice  fpirits,  that  admoniih  me, 

And  give  me  figns  of  future  accidents  !       [  Thunder. 

Ye  ipeedy  helpers,  that  are  iubititutes 

Under  the  lordly  monarch  of  the  north, 

Appear,  and  aid  me  in  this  enterprize ! 

Enter  Fiends. 
This  ipeedy  and  quick  appearance  argues  proof 
Of  your  accuftonvd  diligence  to  me. 
Now,  ye  familiar  fpirits,  that  are  cuH'd 
Out  of  the  powerful  regions  under  earth, 
Help  me  this  once,  that  France  may  get  the  field. 

[  They  rwaiki  and  fpeak  not. 
Oh,  hold  me  not  with  filence  over-long  ! 
Where  I  was  wont  to  feed  you  with  my  blood, 
I'll  lop  a.  member  off,  and  give  it  you, 
In  earner}  of  a  future  benefit ; 
So  you  do  condefcend  to  help  me  now. — 

f  They  ha  iff  their  btadi . 
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No  hope  to  have  redrefs : — My  body  mall 
Pay  reconvpence,  if  you  will  grant  my  fait. 

\They  jhake  their  heads. 
Cannot  my  body,  nor  blcod  iacrifice, 
Jntreat  you  to  your  wonted  furtherance  ? 
Then  take  my  foul ;  my  body,  foul,  and  all, 
Before  that  England  give  the  French  the  foil. 

[  They  depart. 
See  !  they  forfake  me.    Now  the  timers  come, 
That  France  muit  vail  her  lofty- plumed  creit, 
And  let  her  head  fail  into  England's  lap. 
My  ancient  incantations  are  too  weak, 
And  hell  too  iirong  for  me  to  buckle  with  : 
Now*  France,  thy  glory  droopethto  the  dun.  [Exit. 

Excursions.    PucelU  and  1  crk  fight  hand  to  hand. 
PuccUe  is  taker:.     2 he  French  fly. 

Tori,  Damfel  of  France,  I  think,  I  have  you  fait: 
Unchain  your  fpirits  now  with  fpelling  charms, 
And  try  if  they  can  gain  your  liberty. — 
A  goodly  prize,  fit  for  the  devil's  grace  ! 
See,  how  the  ugly  witch  doth  bend  her  brows, 
As  if,  with  Circe,  ihe  would  change  my  fnape. 

P:-:cel.  Chang'd  to  a  worfer  ihape  thou  canit  not  be. 

York.  Oh,  Cnarles  the  Dauphin  is  a  proper  man ; 
No  fa  ape  but  his  can  rleaic  your  dainty  eye. 

Puce!.  A  plaguing  mifchief  light  on  Charles,  and 
thee  ! 

And  may  \e  both  be  fuddenly  furpris'd 
J3y  bloody  hands,  in  keeping  on  your  beds  ! 

Tor!:.  Fell,  harming  hag  i  cncnaatreis,  hold  thy 
tongue. 

Pitccl.  I  pry  thee,  give  me  leave  to  cane  a  while. 
2'crk.  Curie,  mifcreant,  when  thou  cornel!  to  the 
ftake;  [Exeunt. 
Alarum.    Enter  Suffolk,  leading  in  Lady  Margaret. 
Srf.  Be  what  thou  wilt,  thou  art  my  prifoner. 

[Gazes  cn  her. 
Oh  Paireft  beauty,  do  not  fear,  nor  fly  ; 
For  I  will  touch  thee  but  with  reverent  hands. 
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I  kifs  thcfe  fingers  for  eternal  peace, 
And  lay  them  gently  on  thy  tender  fide. 
Who  art  thou?  fay,  that  I  may  honour  thee. 

Mar.  Margaret  my  name;  and  daughter  to  a  king, 
The  king  of  Naples,  whoioe'er  thou  art. 

Suf  An  earl  lam,  and  Suffolk  am  I  call'd. 
Ee  not  offended,  nature's  miracle, 
Thou  art  allotted  to  be  ta'en  by  me  : 
So  doth  the  fwan  her  downy  cygnets  fave, 
Keeping  them  prifoners  underneath  her  wings. 
Yet,  if  this  fervile  ufage  once  offend, 
Go,  and  be  free  again,  as  Suffolk's  friend. 

[  She  is  going. 
Oh,  flay  ! — I  have  r.c  power  to  let  her  pafs  ; 
My  hand  would  free  her,  but  my  heart  fays — no. 
As  plays  the  fun  upon  the  glaffy  ftreams, 
Twinkling  another  counterfeited  beam. 
So  feems  this  gorgeous  beauty  to  mine  eyes, 
Fain  would  I  woo  her,  yet  I  dare  not  fpeak ; 
I'll  call  for  pen  and  ink,  and  write  my  mind  : 
Fie,  De  la  Poole!  d "liable  not  thy felf ; 
Halt  not  a  tongue  ?  is  fhe  not  here  thy  prifoner  ? 
Wilt  thou  be  daunted  at  a  woman's  fight? 
Ay  ;  beauty's  princely  majefty  is  fuch, 
Confounds  the  tongue,  and  makes  the  fenfes  rough. 

Mar.  Say,  earl  of  Suffolk, — if  thy  name  be  fo„ — 
What  ranfcm  rnuft  I  pay  before  I  pafs  ? 
For,  I  perceive,  I  am  thy  prifoner. 

Suf.  How  can'fl  thou  tell,  fhe  will  deny  thy  fuit,  . 
Before  thou  make  a  trial  of  her  love  ?  [Jfuk. 

Mar.  Why  fpeak'ft  thou  not  ?  what  ranfom  mvdl 
I  pay? 

Suf  She's  beautiful ;  and  therefore  to  be  woo'd  ; 
Che  is  a  woman;  therefore  to  be  won.  \_Ajide. 

Mar.  Wilt  thou  accept  of  ranfom,  yea,  or  no  ? 

Suf.  Fond  man  !  remember  that  thou  haft  a  wife  ; 
Then  how  can  Margaret  be  thy  paramour  ?  \4fide. 

Mar.  I  were  beft  to  leave  him,  for  he  will  not  hear. 

Siif  There  all  is  marr'd  ;*  there  lies  a  cooling  card. 
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Mar.  He  talks  at  random ;  Aire,  the  man  is  mad. 

Suf  And  yet  a  difpenfation  may  be  had. 

Mar.  And  yet  I  would  that  you  would  anfwer  me. 

Suf  Fll  win  this  lady  Margaret.    For  whom  ? 
vVhy,  for  my  king:  Turn!  that's  a  wooden  thing. 

Mar.  He  talks  of  wood:  it  is  fome  carpenter. 

Suf  Yet  fo  my  fancy  may  be  fatisfy'd, 
And  peace  eftablifhed  between  thefe  realms. 
But  there  remains  a  fcruple  in  that  toox 
For  though  her  father  be  the  king  of  Naples, 
Duke  of  Anjou  and  Maine,  yet  is  he  poor, 
-Vnd  our  nobility  will  fcorn  the  match.  \-Afide. 

Mar.  Hear  ye,  captain?  Are  you  not  at  leilure  ? 

Suf.  It  fhall  be  fo,  difdain  they  ne'er  fo  much  : 

Henry  is  youthful,  and  will  quickly  yield.  

Madam,  I  have  a  fecret  to  reveal. 

Mar.  What  though  I  be  enthrall'd  ?   he  feems  a 
knight, 

And  will  not  any  way  difhonour  me.  VAJide. 

Suf.  Lady,  vouchfafe  to  liften  what  I  fay. 

Mar.  Perhaps,  I  fliall  be  refcu'd  by  the  French  ; 
And  then  I  need  not  crave  his  courtefy.  [Afdc. 

Suf.  Sweet  madam,  give  me  hearing  in  a  caufe — 

Mar.  Turn  !  women  have  been  caotivate  ere  now. 

{Afnk. 

Suf  Lady,  wherefore  talk  you  (o  ? 

Mar.  I  cry  you  mercy,  'tis  but  quid  for  quo. 

Suf.  Say,  gentle  princefs,  would  you  not  fuppofe 
Your  bondage  happy,  to  be  made  a  queen  ? 

Mar.  To  be  a  queen  in  bondage,  is  more  vile, 
Than  u  a  Have  in  bafe  fervUity  ; 
For  princes  lhould  be  free. 

Suf  And  fo  mall  you, 
If  happy  England**  royal  king  be  free. 

Mar.  Wny,  what  concerns  his  freedom  unto  me? 

Sif.  I'll  undertake  to  make  thee  Henry's  queen; 
To  put  a  golden  fceptre  in  thy  hand, 
And  fet  a  precious  crown  upon  thy  head, 
jfthoj  wlk  candefcend  to  be  nay  
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.     Mar.  What? 
Sujfx  His  love. 

Mar.  I  am  unworthy  to  be  Heikry^  wife. 

Suf.  No,  gentle  madam  ;  I  unworthy  am 
To  woo  To  fair  a  dame  to  be  his  wife, 
And  have  no  portion  in  the  choice  myfelf. 
How  Iky  you,  madam  ;  are  you  fo  content  r 

Mar.  An  if -m y  father  pleafe,  I  am  content. 

Suf.  Then  call  our  captains,  and  our  colours,  forth': 
And,  madam,  at  your  father's  caftk  walls 
We'll  crave  a  parly  to  confer  with  him. 

Sound.    Enter  Reignier  on  the  Walls. 

Suf.  See,  Reignier,  fee,  thy  daughter  prisoner. 

Reig.  To  whom  ? 

Suf.  To  me. 

Reig.  Suffolk,  what  remedy  ? 
I  am  a  foldier ;  and  unapt  to  weep, 
Or  to  exclaim  on  fortune's  ncklensfs. 

Suf.  Yes,  there  is  remedy  enough  my  lord  : 
Con  lent,  (and  for  thy  honour,  give  confenl) 
Thy  daug&ter  lhall  be  wedded  to  my  king  $ 
Whom  I  with  pain  have  woo'd  and  won  tnereto; 
And  this  her  eafy-held  imprifonment 
Hath  gain'd  thy  daughter  princely  liberty. 

Rsig.  Speaks  Suifolk  as  he  thinks? 

Suf.  Fair  Margaret  knows, 
That  Suffolk  doth  not  flatter,  face,  cr  feign. 

Reig..  Upon  thy  princely  warrant,  I  deicend/ 
To  give  thee  anfwer  of  thy  j.ui.1  demand. 

[*\xit  from  the  <waas. 

Suf.  And  here  I  will  expect  thy  coming. 
Irnmpcis  found.    Enter  Reignier,  heio-w. 

Reig.  Welcome,  brave  earl,  into  our  territories  ; 
Command  in  Anjou  what  your  honour  pleafes. 

S.  f.  Thanks,  Reignier,  happy  for  fo  fweet  a  child, 
hit  to  be  made  companion  with  a  king  : 
What  anfwer  makes  your  grace  unto  my  fuit  ? 

Reig.  Since  thou  cloft  deign  to  woo  her  little  worthy 
To  be  the  princdv  bride  of  fuch  a  lord  ; 

G  2 


7 5  „  FIRST  PART  OF  A3  l'\ 

Upon  condition  I  may  quietly 
Enjoy  mine  own,  the  countries  Maine  and  Anjou, 
Free  from  oppreflioa,  or  the  itrcke  of  war, 
My  daughter  iliall  be  Henry's,  if  he  pleafe. 

3. if.  That  is  her  ranfom,  I  deliver  her ; 
And  thole  two  countries,  I  will  undertake, 
Your  grace  mall  well  and  quietly  enjoy. 

Reig.  And  I  again, — in  Henry's  royal  name, 
As  deputy  unto  that  gracious  king, 
Give  thee  her  hand,  for  ftgii  of  plighted  faith. 

S/f.  Reignier  of  France,  I  give  thee  kingly  thanks, 
Because  this  is  in  traffic  of  a  king  : 
And  yet,  mc  thinks,  I  could  be  well  content 
To  be  mine  own  attorney  in  this  cafe.  TJjfide. 
I'll  over  then  to  England  with  this  news, 
And  make  this  marriage  to  be  folemniz'd  : 
l.g,  farewell,  Reignier  !  Set  this  diamond  fafe 
In  golden  palaces,  as  it  becomes. 

licig.  I  do  embrace  thee,  as  I  would  embrace 
The  Chrifliun  prince,  king  Henry,  were  he  here. 

Mar    Farewell,  my  lora  1  Gocd  wifnes,  praife,  and 
prayers, 

Shall  Suffolk  ever  have  of  Margaret.     [She  is gcing. 
Suf.  Farewell,  fweet  madam  !  Eut  hark  you,  Mar- 
garet; 

No  princely  commendations  to  my  king  ? 

Mar.  Such  commendations  as^ecome  a  maid, 
A  virgin,  and  his  fervant,  fay  to  him. 

Suf*  Words  Tweedy  pi  ic'd,  and  modeftly  directed. 
Eut,  madam,  I  mud  trouble  you  again, — 
No  loving  token  to  his  majeity  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  my  good  lord  ;  a  pure  unfpotted  heart, 
Never  yet  taint  with  Jove,  I  fend  the  king. 

Sirfi  And  this  withal.  [Kifes  her. 

Mar.  That  for  thyftlf ; — I  will  not  fo  prefume, 
To  lend  fuch  pee  villi  tokens  to  a  king. 

\J£xeunt  Reignier  and  Margaret . 

Suf  O,  wert  thouformyfelf! —  But,  Suffolk,  flay, 
Thcu  may'fl  not  wander  in  that  labyrinth  ;  , 
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There  Minotaurs  and  ugly  treafons  lark. 
Solicit  Henry  with  her  wond'rous  prasfe : 
Bethink  thee  on  her  virtues  that  furmount, 
Mad,  natural  graces  that  extinguish  art; 
Repeat  their  femblance  often  on  the  feas, 
That,  when  thou  com'ft  to  kneel  at  Henry's  feet, 
Thou  may5  ft  bereave  him  of  his  wits  with  wonder. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  V. 

Camp  of  the  Duke  of  York  in  Anjo;t. 
Enter  York,  Warwick,  a  Shepherd,  and  Pucelle. 

York.  Bring  forth  that  forcerefs,  condemned  to  burn. 
Shep,  Ah,  Joan!  this  kills  thy  father's  heart  out- 
right ! 

Have  1  fought  every  country  far  and  near, 

And  now  it  is  my  chance  to  iind  thee  out, 

Muft  I  behold  thy  timeiefs  cruel  death  ? 

Ah,  Joan,  fweet  daughter  Joan,  I'll  die  with  thee! 

Pucel.  Decrepit  mifer  I  Safe  ignoble  wretch  ! 
I  am  defcended  of  a  gentler  blood  ! 
Thou  art  no  father,  nor  no  friend  of  mine. 

Shep.  Out,  out !-  My  lords,  an  pleafe  you,  'tis 

not  fo ; 

I  did  beget  her,  all  the  parife  knows : 

Her  mother  liveth  yet,  can  teftify 

•She  was  the  fir  ft  fruit  of  my  bachelorship. 

War.  Gracelefs  !  wilt  thou  deny  thy  parentage  ? 

York.  This  argues  what  her  kind  of  life  hath  been  ! 
Wicked  and  vile ;  and  fo  her  death  concludes. 

Shep.  Fie,  Joan!  that  thou  wilt  be  fo  obftacle  ! 
God  knows,  thou  art  a  collop  of  my  flefli ; 
And  for  thy  fake  have  I  (hed  many  a  tear : 
Deny  me  not,  I  pr'ythee,  gentle  Joan. 

Pucel.  Peafant,  avaunt ! — You  have  fuborn'd  this 

}  man 
Of  purpofe  to  obfcure  my  noble  birth. 

Shep.  5Tis  true,  1  gave  a  noble  to  the  prieft, 
-The  mom  that  I  was  wedded  to  her  mother,— 
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Kneel  down  and  lake,  my  bleiilng,  good  my  girl. 

Wilt  thou  nc:  ::oop  I  Now  caned  be  the  time 

Qf  thy  nativity  .  I  would,  the  milk 

Thy  mother  gave  thee,  When  thou  ieck'dit  her  brea 

Had  been  a  little  rati  bane  for  thy  fkke  ! 

Or  elfe  when  thou  dial;  keep  my  Iambs  a -field, 

I  vrifh  fame  ravenous  wo.f  had  eaten  thee  ! 

Doil:  thou  denv  thy  father,  curled  drab  : 

O,  burn  her,  burn  her  !  hanging  is  too^good.  [J* 

2V£.  Take  her  away  ;  for  fhe  hath  iiv'd  too  Ion 
To  all  the  world  with  vicious  qualities. 

Pxcei.  Pirft  let  me  tell  you  whom  you  have  co 
d£Btft*d  ; — 
Not  me  begotten  of  a  rhepherd  fwain, 
Ihe"  iflued  from  the  progeny  of  kings ; 
Virtuous  and  holy;  choien  from  above, 
By  iiifpi  ration  of  celeuial  grace, 
To  work  exceeding  miracles  on  earth. 
J  never  had  to  do  with  wicked  fpirits : 
But  you, — that  are  polluted  with  your  lufh, 
:  taia'd  with  the  guilt!  :f  blood  of  in  a-  cent;-. 
Corrupt  and  tainted  v>  Lth  a  tt  ouiand  i  U&s3 — 
jlfcau-e  you  want  the  grace  that  others  have, 
Yea  judge  it  ftraight  a  thing  impofiible 
To  compafs  wonders,  but  by  help  of  devils. 
No-,  mifconceived  !  jean  of  Arc  hath  been 
A  virgin  from  her  tender  infancy, 
Challe  and  immaculate  in  very  thought; 
Whofe  maiden  blood,  thus  rigorouily  enus'd, 
Will  cry  for  vengeance  at  the  gates  of  heaven. 

T~erk.  Ay,  ay; — away  v  ith  her  to  execution. 

War.  And  hark  ye,  firs ;  becaufe  fhe  is  a  maid 
foare  for  no  faggots,  let  there  be  enough: 
Place  barrels  of  pitch  upon  the  fatal  flake, 
That  fo  her  torture  nlay  be  hhorten'd. 

PuceL  Will  nothing  turn  your  unrelenting  hearts 
Then,  Joan»  discover  thine  infirmity  ; 
That  warranteth  by  law  to  be  thy  privilege, — 
1  am  with  child,  ye  bloody  homicides : 
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Murder  not  then  the  fruit  within  my  womb, 
Although  ye  hale  me  to  a  violent  death. 

York.  Now  heaven  forefend  1  the  holy  maid  with 
child  ? 

War.  The  greatelr.  miracle  that  e'er  ye  wrought ; 
Is  all  your  uric!  precifenefs  come  to  this  ? 

York.  She  and  the  Dauphin  have  been  juggling: 
I  did  imagine  what  would  be  her  refuge. 

War.  Well,  go  to  ;  we  will  have  no  bafbirds  live  : 
Efpecially  fince  Charles  mufl  father  it. 

PuceL  You  are  deceiv'd  ;  my  child  is  none  of  his; 
It  was  Alencon  that  enjoy'd  my  love. 

York.  Alencon  !  that  notorious  Machiavel ! 
It  dies,  an  if  it  had  a  thoufand  lives. 

PuceL  O,  give  me  leave,  I  have  deluded  you; 
'Twas  neither  Charles,  nor  yet  the  duke  I  nam'd, 
But  Reignier,  king  of  Naples,  that  prevaiPd. 

War.  A  married  man  !  that's  more  intolerable. 
•  York.  Why  here's  a  girl !  I  think  fhe  knows  not 
well, 

There  were  fomany,  whom  fhe  may  accufe. 

War..  It's  iign,  me  hath  been  liberal  and  free. 

York.  And,  yet,  forlocth,  fhe  is  a  virgin  pure.- — 
Strumpet,  thy  words  condemn  thy  brat,  and  thee: 
Uie  no  entreaty,  for  it  is  in  vain. 

PuceL  Then  lead  me  hence; — with  whom  I  leave 
my  curfe : 

May  never  glorious  fun  renex  his  beams 

Upon  the  country  where  you  make  abode  ! 

But  darknefs,  and  the  gloomy  (hade  of  death 

Environ  you  ;  'till  mifchief,  and  defpair, 

Drive  you  to  break  your  necks,  or  hang  yourfelves ! 

[  Exit  guarded. 

York.  Break  thou  in  pieces,  and  coniume  to  allies, 
Thou  foul  accuried  minifter  of  hell ! 

Enter  Cardinal  Beaufort,  & c. 

Car.  Lord  regent,  I  do  greet  your  excellence 
With  letters  of  commiiuon  from  the  king. 
Far  knoSfj  rny  lords,  the  ftates.  of  Chriilendoin* 
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Mov'd  with  remcrfe  at  thefe  outrageous  broils, 
Have  earneftly  implor'd  a  general  peace 
Betwixt  our  nation  and  the  afpiring  French  ; 
And  fee  at  hand  the  Dauphin  and  his.  train, 
Approacheth,  to  confer  about  fome  matters. 

York.  Is  all  our  travel  turn'd  to  this  effect  ? 
After  the  daughter  cf  fo  many  peers, 
So  many  captains,  gentlemen,  and  foldiers, 
That  in  this  quarrel  have  been  overthrown, 
And  fold  their  bodies  for  their  country"* s  benefit, 
Shall  we  at  lafl  conclude  effeminate  peace  ? 
Have  we  not  loft  mcfit  part  of  all  the  towns, 
By  treafon,  faifnood,  and  by  treachery, 
Our  £reat  progenitors  had  conquered? — 
O,  Warwick,  Warwick!  i  forefee  with  grief 
The  utter  lofs  cf  all  the  realm  of  France. 

War,  Be  patient,  York  ;  if  we  conclude  a  peace, 
It'ihall  be  with  fuch  ftricl  and  fevere  covenants, 
As  little  mall  the  Frenchmen  gain  thereby. 

Enter  Charles,  Alen$on,  Baftard,  and  Reignier. 

Char.  Since,  lords  of  England,  it  is  thus  agreed, 
That  peaceful  truce  mail  be  proclaim'd  in  France, 
We  come  to  be  informed  by  yourfelves 
What  the  condition  of  that  league  muftbe. 

York.  Speak,  Wincheflcr;  for  boiling  choler  choaks 
The  hollow  pafiage  of  my  poifon'd  voice, 
By  fight  of  thefe  our  baleful  enemies. 

Win.  Charles,  andtherelt,  it  is  enacted  thus: 
That — in  regard  king  Henry  gives  confent, 
Of  mecr  companion,  and  of  lenity, 
To  eafe  your  country  of  diftrefsful  war, 
And  fuffer  you  to  breathe  in  fruitful  peace, — 
You  mall  become  true  liegemen  to  his  crown  : 
And,  Charles,  upon  condition  thou  w  ilt  Avear 
To  pay  him  tribute,  and  fubmit  thvfelf  ? 
Thou  (halt  be  plac'd  as  viceroy  under  him, 
And  ftill  enjoy  thy  regal  dignity. 

4kn.  Mult  he  be  then  as  ihadow  of  himfclf, 
Adorn  his  temples  with  a  coronet ; 
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And  yet,  in  fubftance  and  authority, 
Retain  but  privilege  of  a  private  man  ? 
This  proffer  is  abfurd  and  reafonlefs. 

Char.  'Tis  known,  already  that  I  am  poiiefs'd 
Of  more  than  half  the  Gallian  territories, 
And  therein  reverenced  for  their  lawful  king  : 
Shall  I,  for  lucre  of  the  reft  unvanquifh'd, 
Detract  fo  much  from  that  prerogative, 
As  to  be  callM  but  viceroy  of  the  whole  ? 
No,  lord  embafTador  ;  I'li  rather  keep 
That  which  I  have,  than,  coveting  for  more, 
Be  call:  from  pombility  of  all. 

York.  Infultlng  Charles !  haft  thou  by  fecret  means 
Us'd  interceliion  to  obtain  a  league  ; 
And,  now  the  matter  grows  to  compromife, 
Stand'ft  thou  aloof  upon  companion  ? 
Either  accept  the  title  thou  ufurp'ft,. 
Of  benefit  proceeding  from  our  king, 
And  not  of  any  challenge  of  defert, 
Or  we  will  plague  thee  with  incerlant  wars. 

Reig.  My  lord,  you  do  not  well  in  obftinacy 
To  caval  in  the  courfe  of  this  contract  : 
If  once  it  be  neglected,  ten  to  one, 
We  mail  not  find  like  opportunity. 

Alen.  To  fay  the  truth,  it  is  your  policy, 
To  fave  your  fubjecls  from  iuch  maffacre, 
And  ruthlefs  Daughters,  as  are  daily  feen 
By  our  proceeding  in  hoftility  : 
And  therefore  take  this  compact  of  a  truce, 
Although  you  break  it  when  your  pleafure  ferves. 

[A/ufe  to  the  Dauphin. 
War.  How  fay 'ft  thou  Charles  ?  ihall  our  condition 

ftand  ? 
Char.  It  mall: 
Only  referv'd,  you  claim  no  intereft 
In  any  of  our  towns  of  garrifon. 

York.  Then  fwear  allegiance  to  his  majefty*; 
As  thou  art  knight,  never  to  difobey, 
Nor  be  rebellious  to  the  crown  of  England.— 
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Thou,  nor  thy  nobles,  to  the  crown  of  England. — 
[  Charles  and  the  reji  give  tokens  cf fealty* 
So,  now  difmils  your  army  when  you  pleafe  ; 
Hang  up  your  enfigns,  let  your  drums  be  Hill, 
Por  here  we  entertain  a  folemn  peace.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

England. 
A  Rcc?n  in  the  Palace.  v 
Enter  Suffolk,  in  conference  ivifh  King  He?iry  ; 
Glcfer,  and  Exeter. 

K.  Henry.  Your  wond'rous  rare  defcription  noble 
earl, 

Of  beauteous  Margaret  hath  aflonim'd  me  : 
Her  virtues,  graced  with  external  gifcs, 
Do  breed  love's  fettled  pailions  in  my  iieart ; 
And  like  as  rigour  of  tempeiluous  guifc 
Provokes  the  mightiefl  hulk  againft  the  tide  ; 
So  am  I  driven,  by  breath  of  her  renown, 
Either  to  fufrer  (hip wreck,  or  arrive 
Where  I  may  have  fruition  of  her  love. 

Suf.,  Turn,  my  good  lord  !  this  fuperfxial  tale 
Is  but  a  preface  of  her  worthy  praifc  : 
The  chief  perfections  of  that  lovely  dame 
(Had  1  fuhncient  (kill  to  utter  them) 
Would  make  a  volume  of  enticing  lines, 
Able  to  ravifh  any  dull  conceit. 
And,  which  is  more,  (lie  is  not  fo  divine, 
So  full  replete  with  choice  of  all  delights, 
But,  with  as  humble  lowlinefs  of  mind, 
She  is  content  to  be  at  your  command  ; 
Command,  I  mean,  of  virtuous  chaile  intents, 
To  love  and  honour  Henry  as  her  lord. 

K.  Henry  And  otherwife  will  Henry  ne'er  prefume. 
Therefore,  my  lord  protector,  give  confent, 
That  Margaret  may  be  England's  royal  queen. 

G/o.  So  mould  I  give  confent  to  hatter  iin. 
You  know,  my  lord,  your  highuefs  is  betroth^ 
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Unto  another  lady  of  elleem  : 

How  fhall  we  then  difpenfe  with  that  contract, 

And  not  deface  your  honour  with  reproach  ? 

Suf  As  doth  a  ruler  with  unlawful  oaths ; 
Or  one,  that  at  a  triumph  having  vow'd 
To  try  his  ftrength,  forfaketh  yet  the  lifts 
By  reafon  of  his  adverfary's  odds : 
A  poor  earl's  daughter  is  unequal  odds. 
And  therefore  may  be  broke  without  offence. 

Glo.  Why,  what,  I  pray,  is  Margaret  more  than  that? 
Her  father  is  no  better  than  an  earl, 
Although  in  glorious  titles  he  excel. 

Suf  Yes,  my  good  lord,  her  father  is  a  king, 
The  king  of  Naples,  and  Jerufalem  ; 
And  offuch  great  authority  in  France, 
As  his  alliance  will  confirm  our  peace, 
And  keep  the  Frenchmen  in  allegiance. 

GIg.  And  fo  the  earl  of  Armagnac  may  do,  • 
Becaufe  he  is  near  kinfman  unto  Charles. 

Exe.  Bende,  his  wealth  doth  warrant  liberal  dower; 
While  Reignier  fooner  will  receive  than  give. 

Suf  A  dower,  my¥  lords !   difgrace  not  fo  your 
king, 

That  he  mould  be  fo  abject,  bafe,  and  poor, 
To  chufe  for  wealth,  and  not  for  per  feci  love. 
Henry  is  able  to  enrich  his  queen, 
And  not  to  feek  a  queen  to  make  him  rich  : 
So  worthlefs  peafants  bargain  for  their  wives, 
As  market-men  for  oxen,  fheep,  or  horfe. 
But  marriage  is  a  matter  of  more  worth, 
Than  to  be  dealt  in  by  attorneymip  ; 
Not  whom  we  will,  but  whom  his  grace  affects, 
Muft  be  companion  of  his  nuptial  bed  : 
And,  therefore,  lords,  lince  he  affects  hermoft, 
It  mpft  of  all  thefe  reaibns  bindeth  us, 
In  our  opinions  (lie  mould  be  preferr'd. 
For  what  is  wedlock  forced,  but  a  hell, 
An  age  of  difcord  and  continual  ftrife  ? 
Whereas  the  contrary  bringeth  forth  Wift, 
Vol.  V.  '  '  H 
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And  is  a  pattern  of  celeflial  peace. 

Whom  fhoulcl  wc  match  with  Kenry,  being  a  king, 

But  Margaret,  tliat  is  daughter  to  a  king  ! 

Her  peerlefs  feature,  joined  with  her  birth, 

Approves  her  fit  for  none  but  for  a  king  ; 

Her  valiant  courage,  and  undaunted  fpirit, 

(More  than  in  woman  commonly  is  feen)  will 

Anfwer  our  hope  in  iiTue  of  a  king  ; 

For  Henry,  (on  unto  a  conqueror, 

Js  likely  to  beget  mere  conquerors, 

If  with  a  lady  of  fo  high  refolve, 

As  is  fair  Tvlargaret,  he  be  link'd  in  love. 

Then  yield,  my  lords;  and  here  conclude  with  me. 

That  Margaret  ihall  be  caeen.  and  none  but  fhe. 

K.  Henry.  Whether  i:  be  through  force  of  your  report. 
My  noble  lord  of  Sulrolk  ;  or  for  that 
My  tender  youth  was  never  yet  attaint 
With  any  pan.  on  of  in  naming  love, 
I  cannot  tell ;  but  this  I  am  afiur'd, 
J  feel  fuch  fharp  dhiention  in  my  breaft, 
Such  fierce  alarums  both  of  hope  and  fear, 
As  I  am  lick  with  wrrhmgofmy  thoughts. 
Take,  therefore,  Shipping;  pott,  my  lord,  to  France- 
A.gree  to  any  covenants ;  and  procure 
That  lady  Margaret  do  vouchfaft  to  come 
To  crofs  the  feas  to  England,  and  be  crowmd 
King  Henry's  faithful  and  anointed  queen  : 
For  your  e.xpenCvS  am!  fufBcieni  charge, 
Among  the  people  gather  up  a  tenth. 
Begone,  1  lay  ;  f(  r,  ?ti!l  you  do  return, 
I  re  t  perplexed  with  a  thoufand  cares. — 
And  vou,  good  uncle,  banifh  all  offence  : 
If  you  do  cenfure  me  by  what  you  were, 
Not  what  you  are,  I  know  it  will  excufe 
This  fudden  execution  of  my  w  ill. 
And  fo  coniucl  me,  where  from  cornpal  y, 
J  may  revolve  and  ruminate  iry  grief.  [Exit. 

C/o.  Ayr,  g.  iei,  I  fear  me,  both  at  firft  and  lalt. 

[Exeat  Gloflir  cud  Exct&r. 
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Suf.  Thus  Suftblkhath  prevail'd  :  and  thus  he  goes,- 
As  did  the  youthful  Paris  once  to  Greece ; 
With  hope  to  find  the  like  event  in  love, 
But  profper  better  than  the  Trojan  did. 
Margaret  fhall  now  be  queen,  and  rule  the  king  : 
But  I  will  rule  both  her,  the  king,  and  realm  [Exit* 


NOTE. 

Of  this  play  there  is  no  cop  ea:iier  than  that  ox  the  folio  in  1623, 
though  the  two  fucceeding  parts  arc  extant  in  two  editions  in  quarto. 
That  the  fecond  and  third  paits  were  published  without  the  firft, 
may  be  adrnjtted  as  no  weak  proof  that  the  copies  were  furrepti- 
foufiy  obtained,  and  that  the  printers  of  that  time  gave  the  public 
thofe  plays  not  fuch  us  the  author  defigned,  but  fuch  as  they  could 
get  them.  That  this  play  was  written  before  the  two  others  is 
indubitably  collected  from  the  (etiks  of  events  ;  that  it  was  written 
and  played  before  Henry  the  Filth  is  apparent,  becaufe  in  the  epi- 
logue there  is  mention  "made  of  this  play,  and  not  of  the  other 
pa.ts: 

Henry  the  nxth  in  fwaddling  bands  crown'd  king 
Whole  ftate  f i  many  had  the  managing 
That  they  loll:  Fiance  and  made  his  England  bleed 
Which  oft  our  ftage  hath  fliewn. 

France  is  Loft  in  this  play.  The  two  following  contain,  as  the 
old  title  impDrts,  the  contention  of  the  houfes  of  York  and  Lan- 
cafrer. 

The  fecend  and  third  parts  of  Henry  VI.  were  printed  in  1600. 
When  Henry  V  was  written,  we  know  not,  but  it  was  printed 
likewife  in  1600,  and  therefore  before  the  publication  of  the  full 
part:  the  firft  put  of  Hen./  VI.  has  been  often  fliewn  on  the  ftage, 
and  would  certainly  have  appeared  in  its  place  had  the  author  been 
ihe  publiflier. 

Johnfhn 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


King  Henry  the  Sixth. 

Humphrey  Duke  of  Glojter,  Uncle  to  the  King. 
Cardinal  Beaufort,  Bilhop  of  Winchefter. 
Duke  of  fork,  pretending  to  the  crown. 
Duke  of  Buckingham,  ^ 
Duke  of  Somerfef,  ^  of  the  King's  Party. 

Duke  of  Si- folk,  ) 

Earl  cffe£S    j  ofthe  York  FacW 
Lord  Clifford,  of  the  King's  Party. 
Lord  &?y. 

Lord  Scales,  Governor  of  the  Tower. 
Mr  Humphrey  Stafford. 
Young  Stafford,  his  Brother. 
Alexander  I  den,  A  Kcntifh  Gentleman. 
Young  Clifford,  Son  to  Lord  Clifford. 

V"' j  fr^  ,<c^     ]  Sons  to  the  Duke  of  York. 

KfcJbard.  rlantflgenet,  } 

Vaux,  a  Sea  Captain,  and  Walter  Wbitmore,  Pirates. 
\  ITc^-ald.    ffume  and  Southwell,  twoPrieffs. 
B vlin :  broke,  an  A ftrologe  r . 
A  Spirit,  attending  on  Jordan  the  Witch. 
Thomas* Homer,  an  Armourer.    Peter,  his  Man. 
Clerk  of  Chatham.  Mayor  of  St.  Alban's. 
Shufcox,  an  I  m  noil  or. 

Jack  Cade,  Bc^is,  Michael,  John  Holland,  Dick  the 
Butcher,  Smith  the  Weaver,  and  feveral  others, 

Rebels. 

ILvr^r.rct,  Queen  to  King  Henry  VX 
Dame  Eleanor,  Wife  to  the  Duke  of  Glelier. 
Mother  Jordan,  a  Witch. 
Wife  to  Simpcox. 

Petitioners,  Aldermen,  a  Beadle,  Sheriff,  and  Officer, 
Citizens  with  Faulconcrs,  Guards,  Metfengcfs 
and  other  Attendants. 

The  S;ene  is  lad  very  difpcrfedly  in  feveral  Pairs 

of  England. 
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A  C  T    I.       SCENE  L 
The  Palace, 

Fljurijh  of  Trumpets :  then  Hautboys.  Enter  King 
Henry ,  Duke  Humphrey,  Salifiury,  Warwick,  and 
Beaufort,  on  the  one  fide ;  the  Queen,  Suffolk,  York, 
Somerfet,  and  Buckingham,  on  the  other , 

Su£.     A  S  by  your  high  imperial  majeily 

JTx.  I  had  m  charge  at  my  depart  for  France, 
As  procurator  to  your  excellence, 
To  marry  princefs  Margaret  for  your  grace  ; 
So,  in  the  famous  ancient  city,  Tours, — 
In  prefence  of  the  kings  of  France  and  Sicil, 
The  dukes  of  Orleans,  Calabar,  Bretaigne,  Alencon, 
Seven  earls,  twelve  barons,  twenty  reverend  bimops, — 
I  have  performed  my  talk,  and  was  efpous'd : 
And  humbly  now  upon  my  bended  knee, 
In  light  of  England  and  her  lordly  peers, 
Deliver  up  my  title  in  the  queen 
To  your  mo  ft  gracious  nana,  that  are  the  fubflance 
Of  that  great  ihadow  I  did  reprefent : 
The  happieil  gift  that  ever  marquefs  gave, 
The  fairefi  queen  that  ever  king  received. 

A.  Henry.  Suffolk,  arife. — Welcome,  queen  Mar- 
garet: 

I  can  exprefs  no  kinder  Hgn  of  love, 

Than  this  kind  kifs* — O  Lord,  that  lends  me  Ufe, 

Lend  me  a  heart  replete  with  thankfulnefs ! 
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For  thou  haft  given  me,  in  this  beauteous  face, 
A  world  of  earthly  bleffmgs  to  my  foul, 
If  fympathy  of  love  unite  our  thoughts. 

Mar.  Great  king  of  England,  and  my  graci- 
ous lord ; 

The  mutual  conference  that  my  mind  hath  had — 
By  day,  by  night;  waking,  and  in  my  dreams  ; 
In  courtly  company,  or  at  my  beads,™ 
With  you  mine  alder-liefefl  fovereign,  s 
Makes  me  the  bolder  to  falute  my  king 
With  ruder  terms ;  fuch  as  my  wit  affords, 
And  over-joy  of  heart  doth  miniiler. 

K.  Henry.  Her  fight  did  ravifh :  but  her  grace  in 
ipeecli, 

Her  words  y-clad  with  wifdom's  majefly, 
Makes  me,  from  wondering,  fall  to  weeping  joys  ; 
Such  is  the  fulnefs  of  my  heart's  content. — 
Lords,  with  one  cheerful  voice  welcome  my  love. 
All.  Long  live  queen  Margaret,  England's  hap- 
pinefs  ! 

^.  Mar.  We  thank  you  ail.  [Flour  ijk. 

Suf.  My  lord  protedtor,  fo  it  pleafe  your  grace, 
Here  are  the  articles  of  contracted  peace, 
Between  our  fovereign  and  the  French  king  Charles, 
For  eighteen  months  concluded  by  confent. 

GIo.  reads.]  Imprimis,  "  It  is  agreed  between  the 
<(  French  king,  Charles,  and  William  de  la  Poole, 
((  marquefs  of  Suffolk,  embaffador  for  Henry  king 
"  of  England, —  that  the  {aid  Henry  (hall  cfpoufe  the 
i(  lady  Margaret,  daughter  to  Reignier  king  of  Na~ 
"  pies,  Siciiia,  and  Jcrufalcm  ;  and  crown  her  queen 
"  of  England,  ere  the  thirtieth  of  May  next  enfuing." 

Item,  iC  That  the  duchies  of  Anjou  and  of  Maine 
"  fhall  be  rdkafed  and  delivered  to  the  king  her 
"  fa  " 

K.  Henry.  Uncle,  how  now  ? 

GIo.  Pardon  me,  gracious  lord ; 
Some  fuddcn  qualm  hath  JTruck  me  to  the  heart, 
And  dimm'd  mine  eyes,  that  I  can  read  no  further. 
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K.  Henry.  Uncle  of  Winchefrer,  I  pray,  read  on. 

Win.  Item,  "It  is  further  agreed  between  them, 
"  that  the  duchies  of  Anjou  and  Maine  fhall  be  re- 
es  leafed  and  delivered  to  the  king  her  father;  and 
"  llie  fent  over  of  the  king  of  England's  own  proper 
"  coft  and  charges,  without  having  any  dowry." 

A".  Hemy.  They  pleafe  us  well. — Lord  rnarquefs, 
kneel  down ; 
We  here  create  thee  the  firll  duke  of  Suffolk, 
And  gird  thee  with  the  fword.— 
Coufm  of  York,  we  here  difcharge  your  grace 
From  being  regent  in  the  parts  of  France, 
'Till  term  of  eighteen  months  be  full  expir'd.— 
Thanks,  uncle  Wincheiter,  Gioiler,  Y ork,  and  Buck- 
ingham, 

Somerfet,  Salifoury,  and  Warwick  ; 
We  thank  you  all  for  this  great  favour  done, 
In  entertainment  to  my  princely  queen. 
Come,  let  us  in ;  and  with  all  fpeed  provide 
To  fee  her  coronation  be  performed. 

[Exeunt  King,  Queen,  and  Suffolk. 
Gh.  Brave  peers  of  England,  pillars  of  the  Hate, 
To  you  duke  Humphrey  mud  unload  his  grief, 
Your  grief,  the  common  grief  of  all  the  land. 
What !  did  my  brother  Henry  fpend  Ins  youth, 
His  valour,  coin,  and  people,  in  the  wars  ? 
Did  he  fo  often  lodge  in  open  field, 
In  winter's  cold,  and  fummer's  parching  heat, 
To  conquer  France,  his  true  inheritance  ? 
And  did  my  brother  Bedford  toil  his  wits, 
To  keep  by  policy  what  Henry  got  ? 
Have  you  yourfelves,  Somerfet,  Buckingham, 
Brave  York,  and  Salifbury,  victorious  Warwick, 
Receiv'd  deep  fears  in  France  and  Normandy  ? 
Or  hath  mine  uncle  Beaufort,  and  myfeif, 
With  all  the  learned  council  of  the  realm, 
Study 'd  fo  long,  fat  in  the  council-houfe 
Early  and  late,  debating  to  and  fro 
How  France  and  Frenchmen  might  be  kept  in  awe } 
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Or  hath  his  hi  crime fs  in  his  infancy 
Been  crown'd  in  Paris,  in  dcfpight  of  foes ; 
And  fhall  thefe  labours,  and  thefe  honours,  die? 
Shall  Henry's  conquer,  Bedford's  vigilance, 
Your  deeds  of  war,  and  all  our  councils  die? 

0  peers  of  England,  lhamcful  is  this  league  ! 
Fatal  this  marriage  !  cancelling  your  fame  ; 
.Blotting  your  names  from  hooks  of  memory; 
Razing  the  characters  of  your  renown  ; v 
Revening  monuments  of  conquer  d  France 
Undoing  all,  as  all  had  never  been  ! 

Car.  Nephew,  what  means  this  palnonate  difcourfe  ? 
This  peroration  with  fuch  circumilance  ? 
For  France,  ?tis  ours ;  and  we  will  keep  it  flllli 

G!o.  Ay,  uncle,  we  will  keep  it,  if  we  can  ; 
But  now  it  is  impoliible  we  mould  : 
Suffolk,  the  new-made  duke  that  rules  the  roaft, 
Hath  given  the  duchies  of  Anjou  and  Maine 
Unto  the  poor  king  Reignier,  whofe  large  Hyle 
Agrees  not  with  the  leannefs  of  his  purfe. 

^Sal.  Now,  by  the  death  of  Him  who  dy'd  for  all, 
Thefe  counties  were  the  keys  of  Normandy  : — 
But  wherefore  weeps  Warwick,  my  valiant  fon  ? 

War.  For  grief  that  they  are  pall  recovery  : 
For,  were  there  hope  to  conquer  them  again, 
My  fword  Ihouli  Hied  hot  blood,  mine  eyes  no  tears. 
Anjou  and  Maine  !  myfeif  did  win  them  both  ; 
Thofe  provinces  thefe  arms  of  mine  did  conquer  : 
And  are  the  cities,  that  I  got  with  wounds, 
Delivered  up  again  with  peaceful  words? 
Mort  Dieu  ! 

York.  For  Suffolk's  duke — may  he  be  fufibcate, 
That  dims  the  honour  of  this  warlike  iflc  ! 
France  fhould  have  torn  and  rent  my  very  heart, 
"Before  I  would  have  yielded  to  this  league. 

1  never  read  but  England's  kings  have  had 

Large  fums  of  gold,  and  dowries,  with  their  wives : 
And  our  king  Henry  gives  away  his  own, 
To  match  with  her  that  brings  no  vantages. 
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Glo.  A  proper  jeft,  and  never  heard  before, 
That  .Suffolk  mould  demand  a  whole  fifteenth. 
For  colls  and  charges  in  transporting  her! 
She  mould  have  ilaid  in  France,  and  ftarv'd  in  France, 
Before —  

Car.  My  lord  of  Glofter,  now  ye  grow  too  hot ; 
It  was  the  pleafure  of  my  lord  the  king. 

Glo.  My  lord  of  Winchefter,  I  know  your  mind; 
'Tis  not  my  fpeeches  that  you  do  mi  dike, 
But  'tis  my  prefence  that  doth  trouble  you. 
Rancour  will  out :  Proud  prelate,  in  thy  f  ice 
1  fee  thy  fury  :  if  I  longer  fray, 
We  mail  begin  our  ancient  bickerings. 
Farewell,  my  lords;  and  fay,  when  I  am  gone, 
I  prophefy'd — Prance  will  be  loft  ere  long.  [Exit* 

Car.  So,  there  goes  our  protector  in  a  rage.- 
'Tis  known  to  you,  he  is  mine  enemy : 
Nay,  more,  an  enemy  unto  you  all ; 
And  no  great  friend,  I  fear  me,  to  the  king. 
ConCider,  lords — he  is  the  next  of  blood, 
And  heir  apparent  to  the  Engliih  crown  ; 
Had  Henry  got  an  empire  by  his  marriage, 
And  all  the  wealthy  kingdoms  of  the  weft, 
There's  reafon  he  fhould  be  difpleas'd  at  it. 
Look  to  it,  lords !  let  not  his  fmoothing  words 
Bewitch  your  hearts ;  be  wife,  and  circumfpect. 
What  though  the  common  people  favour  him, 
Calling  him — Humphrey,  the  good  duke  of  Glofter  ; 
Clapping  their  hands,  and  crying  with  loud  voice — • 
jefu  maintain  your  royal  excellence  ! 
With — Goa 1  pre f  rue  the  good  duke  Humphrey  1 
I  fear  me,  lords,  for  all  this  flattering glofs, 
He  will  oe  found  a  dangerous  protector. 

Buck.  Why  ihould  he  then  proteel  our  fovereign, 
He  being  of  age  to  govern  of  himfelf? 
Coufm  of  Somerfet,  join  you  with  me, 
And  all  together,— with  the  duke  of  Suffolk,— 
We'll  quickly  hoife  duke  Humphrey  from  his  feat. 

Car.  This  weighty  bufinefs  will  not  brook  delay  .; 
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I'll  to  the  duke  of  Suffolk  prefently.  [  Exit. 

Som.  Coufm  of  Buckingham,  though  Humphrey's 
pride,  n 
And  greatnels  of  his  place,  be  grief  to  us, 
Yet  let  us  watch  the  haughty  cardinal ; 
His  infolence  is  more  intolerable 
Than  all  the  princes  in  the  land  befide ; 
If  Gloilerbe  difplac'd,  he'll  be  protector. 

Buck.  Thou,  or  I,  Somerfet,  will  be  protector, 
Defpight  duke  Humphrey,  or  the  cardinal. 

[Exeunt  Buckingha?n  and  Somerfet . 

Sal.  Pride  went  before,  ambition  follows  him. 
While  thefe  do  labour  for  their  own  preferment, 
Behoves  it  us  to  labour  for  the  realm. 
I  never  faw  but  Humphrey  duke  of  Glofler 
Did  bear  him  like  a  noble  gentleman. 
Oft  have  I  feen  the  haughty  cardinal-— 
More  like  a  foldier,  than  a  man  o'  the  church, 
As  flout,  and  proud,  as  he  were  lord  of  all, — 
Swear  like  a  ruffian,  and  demean  him  (elf 
Unlike  the  ruler  of  a  common  weal. — 
Warwick  my  fon,  the  comfort  of  my  age  ! 
Thy  deeds,  thy  plainnefs,  and  thy  houfe-keepsng, 
Hath  won  the  greate ft  favour  of  the  commons, 
Excepting  none  but  good  duke  Humphrey. — 
And,  brother  York,  thy  a£ts  in  Ireland, 
In  bringing  them  to  civil  difcipline  ; 
Thy  late  exploits  done  in  the  heart  of  France, 
When  thou  wert  regent  for  our  fovereign, 
Havemade  thee  fear'd,and  honour'd,  of  the  people:— r- 
Join  we  together,  for  the  public  good  ; 
In  what  we  can,  to  bridle  and  fuppre& 
The  pride  of  Suffolk,  and  the  cardihaJ, 
With  Somerfet's  and  Buckingham's  ambition  ; 
And,  as  we  may,  chcrifh  duke  Humphrey'?  deed  ;. 
While  they  do  tend  the  profit  of  the  land. 

IVar.  So  Cod  help  Warwick,  as  he  loves  the  land, 
And  common  profit  of  Kid  cdUrttrJ*  ! 

York.  And  fo  fays  York,  for,  he  hi  tfc  g"r*ateft  tikCe* 

[ 
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Sal.  Then  let's  make  hafte,  and  look  unto  the  main. 

War.  Unto  the  main  !  Oh  father,  Maine  is  loft ; 
That  Maine,  which  by  main  force  Warwick  did  win, 
And  would  have  kept,  to  long  as  breath  did  laft : 
Main  chance,  father,  you  meant;  but  J  meant  Maine ; 
Which  I  will  win  from  France,  or  elfebe  flain. 

[Ex.  Warwick  and  Salifuury. 

Tcrk.  Anjou  and  Maine  are  given  to  the  French  ; 
Paris  is  loft;  the  ftate  of  Normandy 
Stands  on  a  tickle  point,  now  they  are  gone. 
Suffolk  concluded  on  the  articles ; 
The  peers  agreed  ;  and  Henry  was  well  pleas'd, 
To  change  two  dukedoms  for  a  duke's  fair  daughter , 
I  cannot  blame  them  all;  "What  is't  to  them? 
'Tis  thine  they  give  away,  and  not  their  own. 
Pirates  may  make  cheap  pennyworth  of  their  pillage. 
And  purchafe  friends,  and  give  to  courtezans, 
Still  revelling,  like  lords,  'till  all  be  gone  : 
While  as  the  filly  owner  of  the  goods 
Weeps  over  them,  and  wrings  his  haplefs  hands, 
And  makes  his  head,  and  trembling  ftands  aloof, 
While  all  is  mar 'd,  and  all  is  borne  away  ; 
Ready  to  ftarve,  and  dares  not  touch  his  own. 
So  York  muft  fit,  and  fret,  and  bite  his  tongue, 
While  his  own  lands  are  bargained  for,  and  fold. 
Methinks,  the  realms  of  England,  France  and  Ireland, 
Bear  that  proportion  to  my  flefh  and  blood; 
As  did  the  fatal  brand  Althea  burnt 
Unto  the  prince's  heart  of  Galydon. 
Anjou  and  Maine,  both  given  unto  the  French  ! 
Cold  news  for  me  ;  for  I  had  hope  of  France, 
Even  as  I  have  of  fertile  England's  foil. 
A  day  will  come,  when  York  fhall  claim  his  own  : 
And  therefore  I  will  take  the  Neviis'  parts, 
And  make  a  fhew  of  love  to  proud  duke  Humphrey* 
And,  when  I  fpy  advantage,  claim  the  crowm, 
For  that's  the  golden  mark  I  feek  to  hit : 
Nor  mail  proud  Lancafter  ufurp  my  right. 
Nor  hold  the  fceptre  in  his  child  ifri  t\% 
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Nor  wear  the  diadem  upon  his  head, 

Whofe  church-like  humour  fits  not  for  a  crown. 

Then,  York,  be  (till  a  while,  'till  time  do  ferve  : 

Watch  thou,  and  wake,  when  others  be  afleep, 

To  pry  into  the  fecrets  of  the  date  ; 

;Till  Henry,  forfeiting  in  joys  of  love, 

With  his  new  bride,  and  England's  dear-bought  queen, 

And  Humphrey  with  the  peers  be  falVn  at  jars: 

Then  will  I  raife  aloft  the  milk-white  rofe, 

With  whofe  fweetfmell  the  air  mail  be  perfum'd; 

And  in  my  Itandard  bear  the  arms  of  York, 

To  grapple  with  the  houfe  of  Lancafler ; 

And  force  per  force,  I'll  make  him  yield  the  crown, 

Whofe  bookiih  rule  hath  puil'd  fair  England  down. 

[Exit  York, 

SCENE  il. 

The  Duke  of  Glofter's  Houfe. 
Enter  Duke  Humphrey  a?td  his  wife  Eleanor. 
.Elean.  Why  droops  my  lord,  like  over-ripen'd 
corn, 

Hanging  the  head  at  Ceres'  plenteous  load  ? 

Why  doth  the  great  Duke  Humphrey  knit  his  brows, 

As  frowning  at  the  favours  of  the  world  ? 

Why  are  thine  eyes  fixed  to  the  {i\Uen  earth, 

Gazing  on  that  which  feems  to  dim  thy  Tight  ? 

What  fee'ft  thou  there?  king  Henry's  diadem, 

Inchas'd  with  all  the  honours  of  the  world  ? 

JfTo,  gaze  on,  and  grovel  on  thy  face, 

Until  thy  head  be  circled  w  ith  the  fame. 

Put  forth  thy  hand,  reach  at  the  glorious  gold  : — 

What,  isr<  too  fhort?  P11  lengthen  it  with  mine  : 

And,  having  both  togethqr  heav'd  it  up, 

We'll  both  together  lift  our  heads  to  heaven  ; 

And  never  more  abafe  our  fight  Co  low 

As  to  vnuchfifc  one  glance  unto  the  ground. 

Glo.  ONell,  hveet  Nell,  if  thou  doll  love  thy  lord, 
Banifh  the  canker  of  ambitious  thoughts: 
And  may  thu  thought,  when  I  imagine  ill 
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Againft  my  king  and  nephew,  virtuous  Henry, 
Be  my  Lift  breathing  in  this  mortal  world  ! 
VI  y  troublous  dream  this  night  doth  make  me  fad. 
Ehdn,  What  dream'd  my  lord  ?  tell  me,  and  Til 
requite  it 

With  {Vjoc  rehe„irfal  of  my  morning's  dream. 

Glo.  Methought,  this  ftaff,  mine  office-  badge  in  court, 
W as  broke  in  twain ;  by  whom  I  have  forgot, 
But,  as  I  think,  it  was  by  the  cardinal  : 
And  on  the  pieces  of  the  broken  wand 
Were  plac'd  the  heads  of  Edmund  duke  ofSomerfet, 
And  William  de  la  Poole  fir  ft  duke  of  Suffolk. 
This  was  my  dream  ;  what  it  doth  bode,  God  knows. 

Elean.  Tut,  this  was  nothing  but  an  argument, 
That  he,  that  breaks  a  flick  of  Glofter's  grove, 
Shail  lofe  his  head  for  his  prefumption. 
But  lift  to  me,  my  Humphrey,  my  fweet  duke  ; 
Methought,  I  fat  in  feat  of  majefty, 
In  the  cathedral  church  of  Weftminfter, 
And  ia  that  chair  where  kings  and  queens  are  crown?d ; 
Where  Henry,  and  dame  Margaret,  kneePd  to  me, 
And  on  my  head  did  fetthe  diadem. 

Glo.  Nay  Eleanor,  then  muft  I  chide  outright : 
rrefuHiptuous  dame,  ili-nurtur'd  Eleanor  ! 
(Art  thou  notfecond  woman  in  the  realm  ; 
And  the  protector's  wife,  belov'd  of  him  r 
Haft  thou  not  worldly  pleafure  at  command ., 
i^bove  the  reach  or  compafs  of  thy  thought  ? 

and  wilt  thou  ftillbe  hammering  treachery  , 

To  tumble  down  thy  hufband,  and  thyfeif, 

"rom  top  of  honour  to  difgrace's  feet  ? 

pi  way  from  me,  and  let  me  hear  no  more, 
Euan,  What,  what,  my  lord  !  are  you  fo  choleric 

Vith  Eleanor,  for  telling  but  her  dream  ? 

[ext  time  I'll  keep  my  dreams  unto  myfelf, 
nd  not  be  checked, 

\lo.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  I  am  pleas 'd  again. 

Enter  a  Mefienger. 
I  Me/.  My  lord  protector,  'tis  his  highnefs'  bkalure, 
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You  do  prepare  to  ride  unto  Saint  Albans, 
Whereas  the  king  and  queen  do  mean  to  hawk. 

Glo.  I  go. — Come,  Nell,  thou  wilt  ride  with  us? 

Elean.  Yes,  my  good  lord,  I'll  follow  prefently. 

[Exit  Glojler. 

Follow  I  mutt,  I  cannot  go  before, 
While  Giofler  bears  this  bafe  and  humble  mind. 
Were  I  a  man,  a  duke,  and  next  of  Mood, 
I  would  remove  thefe  tedious  ftumbling-blocks, 
And  fmooth  my  way  upon  their  headlefs  necks  : 
And.  being  a  woman,  I  will  not  be  flack 
To  play  my  part  in  fortune's  pageant. 
Where  are  you  there?  Sir  John  !  nay,  fear  not  man, 
We  are  alone ;  here's  none  but  thee  and  I, 
Enter  Hume. 

Hume.  Jefu  preierve  your  royal  majeftv1- 

Elean.  My  maiefty  !  why,  man,  I  am  but  grace. 

Hume.  But  by  tie  grace  of  God,  and  Hume's  advice, 
^  "^cur  grace's  title  mall  be  multiply'd. 

Elean.  What  {ky'&  thou,  man  ?  haft  thou  as  yet  con- 
ferr'd 

With  Margery  Jourdain,  the  cunning  witch  ; 
And  Roger  Bolingbroke,  the  conjurer? 
And  will  they  undertake  to  do  me  good  ? 

Hume.  This  they  have  promifed, — to  ihew  your 
highnefs 

A  fpirit  rah'd  from  depth  of  under  ground, 
That  fnall  make  anfwer  to  fuch  queftions, 
As  by  your  grace  mall  be  propounded  him. 

Elean.  It  is  enough  ;  I'll  think  upon  the  queftions  j 
When  from  Saint  Albans  we  do  make  return, 
We'll  fee  thole  things  cfrWled  to  the  full. 
Mere,  Hume,  take  this  reward:  make  merry,  man, 
With  thy  confederates  in  this  weighty  caufc. 

\  Exit  Eleanor. 

flume.  Humq  muft  make  merry  with  the  duchefs5 
gold  ; 

Marry,  and  (halt.    But,  how  now,  Sir  John  Hume? 
Seal  up  your  lips,  and  give  no  words  but — mum ! 
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The  bufuiefs  afketh  filent  fecrecy. 

Dame  Eleanor  gives  gold,  to  bring  the  witch : 

Gold  cannot  come  amifs,  were  me  a  devil. 

Yet  have  I  gold,  fiies  from  another  coaft  : 

I  dare  not  fay,  from  the  rich  cardinal, 

And  from  the  great  and  new-made  dukeof  Suffqlfe "0 

Yet  I  do  find  it  fo:  for,  to  be  plain, 

They,  knowing  dame  Eleanor's  afpiring  humour, 

Have  hired  me  to  undermine  the  duchefs, 

And  buz  th?fe  conjurations  in  her  brain. 

They  fay,  A  crafty  knave  does  need  no  broker. 

Yet  am  I  Suffolk's  and  the  cardinal's  broker. 

Hume,  if  you  take  not  heed,  you  fhall  go  near 

To  call  them  both— a  pair  of  crafty  knaves. 

Well,  fo  it  Hands:  And  thus,  I  fear,  at  lafl, 

Hume's  knavery  will  be  the  duchefs'  wreck  : 

And  her  attainture  will  be  Humphrey's  fill : 

Sort  how  it  will,  I  fhall  have  gold  for  all.  \Exit\ 

SCENE  III. 

An  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 
E  I'.er  three  or  four  pa 'if/oners ,  Peter,  the  Armourer9  s 
Man,  being  one. 

1  Pet.  My  mailers,  let's  Hand  clofe  ;  mylord  pro- 
tector will  come  this  way  by  and  by,  and  then  we 
may  deliver  our  fupplications  in  the  attiH. 

2  Pet.  Marry,  the  Lord  protect:  mm,  for  he's  a 
good  man !  jefu  biers  him  ! 

Enter  Suffolk  and  %een. 

1  Pet.  Here  a'  comes,  metninks,  and  the  queen 
with  him  :  I'll  be  the  firft,  lure. 

2  Pet.  Come  back,  fool :  this  is  the  duke  of  Suf- 
folk, and  not  my  lord  protestor. 

Suf.  How  now,  fellow  ?  wouidH  any  thing  with  mc  ? 
'  i  Pet.  I  pray,  my  lord,  pardon  me  !  I  took  ye  for 
my  lord  protector. 

Mar.  For  my  lord  protestor !  are  your  (appli- 
cations to  his  loiVriTiio  ?  Let  me  fee  them;  what  is 
t:ine? 

I  2 
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1  Pet.  Mine  is,  an't  pleafe  your  grace,  againft 
John  Gcodrn.in,  my  lord  cardinal's  man,  for  keeping 
my  houfe,  and  lands,  and  wife  and  all,,  from  me. 

Suf  Thy  wife  too?  that  is  fome  wrong,  indeed. 
What's  your'sr  what's  here  !  [reads.]     Againft  the 
%iukc  of  Suffolk  for  enclcfing  the  commons  of  Ale  ford. — 
How  now,  fir  knave? 

2  iV.  Alas,  fir,  I  am  but  a  poor  petitioner  of  our 
whole  townihip. 

Peter.  Againft  my  mafler,  Thomas  Horner,  for 
faying,  That  the  duke  of  York  was  rightful  heir  to 
the  crown. 

^  Mm  What  fay'ft  thou  ?  Did  the  duke  of  York 
fiy,  he  was  rightful  heir  to  the  crown  ? 

Peter.  That  my  millrefs  was  ?  No,  forfooth :  my 
mailer  faid,  That  he  was ;  and  that  the  king  was  an 
usurper. 

Sif.  Who  is  there  ? — Take  this  fellow  in,  and 
feud  for  his  mailer  with  a  puiTuivant  prefently : — 
we'll  hear  more  of  your  matter  before  the  king. 

[Exit  Peter  guarded. 
Mar.  And  as  for  you,  that  love  to  be  protected 
Under  the  wings  of  our  protector's  grace, 
Begin  your  faics  anew,  and  foe  to  him, 

[  Tteirs  the  Petitions* 
Away,  bale  culiirms ! — Suffolk,  let  them  go. 

AIL  Come,  let's  be  gone.        [Exeunt  Petitioners. 

O.  Mar.  My  lord  of  Suffolk,  fay,  is  this  the  guife, 
Ts  this  the  rafhion  in  the  court  of  England  ? 
\  ,  this  the  government  of  Britain's  iile, 
And  this  the  royalty  of  Albion's  king? 
What !  (hall  king  Henry  be  a  pupil  idll, 
ruder  the  furly  Glofter's  governance? 
Am  I  a  quean  m  title  and  in  ftyle, 
And  muft  be  made  a  fubjeel  to  a  duke  ? 
i  tell  thee,  Poole,  when  in  the  city  Tours 
Thou  ran'ft  a  tilt  in  honour  of  my  iove, 
And  ftol'ft  away  the  ladies'  hearts  of  France  ; 
\  thought,  king  Henry  had  refemMed  ihce, 
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In  courage,  courtfhip,  and  proportion ; 

But  all  his  mind  is  bent  to  holinefs, 

To  number  Ave-Maries  on  his  beads  5 

His  champions  are — the  prophets,  and  apoftles  ; 

His  weapons,  holy  faws  of  facred  writ; 

His  ftudy  is  his  tilt-yard,  and  his  loves  S 

Are  brazen  images  of  canoniz'd  faints* 

I  would,,  the  college  of  the  cardinals 

Would  chufe  him  pope,  and  carry  him  to  Rome, 

And  fet  the  triple  crown  upon  his  head  ; 

That  were  a  ftate  fit  for  his  holineis. 

Suf.  Madam,  be  patient:  as  I  was  caufe 
Your  highnefs  came  to  England,  fo  will  1 
In  England  work  your  grace's  full  contend. 

Mar.   Befide  the  naught  protector,  have  we 
Beaufort, 

The  imperious  churchman;  Somerfet,  Buckingham,. 
And  grumbling  York:  and  not  the  leail  of  thefe, 
But  can  do  more  in  England  than  the  king. 

Suf  And  he  of  thefe  that  can  do  moil  of  all, 
Cannot  do  more  in  England  than  the  Nevils : 
Salilbury  and  Warwick  are  no  fimple  peers. 

4^  Mar.  Not  all  thefe  lords  do  vex  me  half  fo  much 
As  that  proud  dame,  the  lord  protector's  wife, 
She  fweeps  it  through  the  court  with  troops  of  ladies, 
More  like  an  emprefs,  than  duke  Humphrey's  wife, 
Strangers  in  court  do  take  her  for  the  queen  : 
She  bears  a  duke's  revenues  on  her  back, 
And  in  her  heart  fhe  fcorns  our  poverty, 
Shall  1  not  live  to  be  aveng'd  on  her  ? 
Contemptuous  bafe-born  callat  as  me  is, 
She  vaunted  'mongfi  her  minions  t'other  day, 
The  very  train  of  her  worft  wrearing-gown 
Was  better  worth  than  all  my  father's  lands, 
'Till  Suffolk  gave  two  dukedoms  for  his  daughter. 

Suf,  Madam,  myfelf  have  lim'da  bum  for  her; 
And  plac'd  a  quire  of  fuch  enticing  birds, 
That  me  will  light  to  liilen  to  their  lays, 
And  never  mount  to  trouble  you  again, 
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So,  let  her  ref: :  And,  madam,  lift  to  me; 

For  I  am  bold  to  ccuniel  ycm  in  this. 

Although  we  fincy  not  the  cardinal, 

Yet  niuit  we  join  v.  ith  him,  and  with  the  lords, 

5  rill  we  have  brought  duke  Humphrey  in  difgrace. 

As  for  the  duke  cf  York, — this  late  complaint 

Will  make  hue  little  for  his  benefit : 

So,  one  by  one,  we'll  weed  them  all  afclaft, 

And  you  yourfelf  ihaU  fteez  the  happy  helm. 

To  tbem  enter  King  Henry,  D:  ke  Humphrey,  Cardinal 

Beaufort,  Buckingham ,  York,  Salijiun,  Warwick, 

and  the  Ducbefs  cfGlcfter. 

K.  Henry.  For  my  part,  noble  lords,  I  care  not 
which  ; 

Or  Somerfet,  or  York,  all's  one  to  me. 

York.  If  York  have  iD  dtmeaivd  himfeif  in  France, 
Then  let  him  be  deny-d  the  regentraip. 

Som.  If  Somerfet  be  wiworthy  of  the  place, 
Let  York  be  regent,  I  \-  III  yield  to  him. 

War.  Whether  your  grace  be  worthy,  yea,  or  no, 
Difpute  not  that ;  York  is  the  worthier-. 

Car.  Ambitious  Warwick,  let  thy  betters  fpeak. 

War.  The  cardinal's  not  my  better  in  the  f.eld. 

Buck,  All  in  this  prefence  are  th)  betters,  Warwick. 

lT,:r.  Warwick  may  live  to  be  the  bef!  of  all. 

Set,  Peace,  fon; — and  (hew  fome  reafon,  Buck- 
ingham, 

Why  Somerfet  thoold  be  preferr'd  in  thia. 

9.  Mar.  Become  the  king,  forfooth,  *  ill  have  it  fo. 

Gio.  Madam  the  king  is  old  enough  himfeif 
To  give  his  cenfure ;  thefe  are  no  \\  omen's  matters. 

j^Mar.  If  he  be  old  enough,  what  needs  fbdt 
grace 

To  be  protector  of  his  excellence  ? 

G/o.  Madam,  I  am  protector  of  the  realm': 
And,  at  his  pleafore,  will  reh-n  my  place. 

Suf.  Refign  it  tlien,  and  leave  thine  infolence. 
Since  thou  we*rt  king,  (as  who  is  king,  but  thoar) 
The  commonwealth  hath  daily  run  to  v.  reck  : 
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The  Dauphin  hath  prevail 'd  beyond  the  leas ; 
And  all  the  peers  and  nobles  of  the  realm 
Have  been  as  bondmen  to  thy  fovereignty. 

Car.  The  commons  hail  thou  nxk'd  ;  the  clergy's 
bags 

Are  lank  and  lean  with  thy  extortions. 

Som.  Thy  fumptuous  buildings,   and  thy  wife's 
attire 

Have  coll  a  mafs  of  public  treafury. 

Buck,  Thy  cruelty  in  execution, 
Upon  offenders,  hath  exceeded  law, 
And  left  thee  to  the  mercy  of  the  law. 

Mar.  Thy  fale  of  offices,  and  towns  in  France, 
If  they  were  known,  as  the  fufpecl  is  great, — 
Would  make  thee  quickly  hop  without  thy  head.^ 

[Exit  Ghfter.     The  Queen  drops  her  fan. 
Give  me  my  fan  :  What,  minion  !  can  you  not  ? 

[Glues  the  Duckefs  a  box  on  the  ear* 
I  cry  you  mercy,  madam  ;  Was  it  you  ? 

Elean.  Was't  I?  yea,  I  it  was,  proud  Frenchwoman: 
Could  J  come  near  your  beauty  with  my  nails, 
I'd  fet  my  ten  commandments  in  your  face. 

K.  Henry.  Sweet  aunt,  be  quiet ;  'twas  againft  her 
will. 

Elean.  Againft  her  will ! — Good  king,  look  to't  in 
time ; 

She'll  hamper  thee,  and  dandle  thee  like  a  baby  : 
Though  in  this  place  moil  mafter  wears  no  breeches, 
She  mall  not  ilrike  dame  Eleanor  unreveng'd. 

f  Exit  E leaner. 
Buck.  Lord  cardinal,  I  will  follow  Eleanor, 
And  lifcen  after  Humphrey,  how  he  proceeds: 
She  tickles  now,  her  fume  can  need  no  fpurs, 
She'll  gallop  fad  enough  to  her  deltrucHon. 

[Exit  Buckingham. 
Re-enter  Duke  Humphrey. 
Glo.  Now,  my  lords,  my  choier  being  over-hlowu 
With  walking  once  about  the  quadrangle, 
I  come  to  talk  of  commonwealth  affairs 
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As  for  your  fpightful  Falfe  cbjeelions, 
Prove  them,  and  I  lie  open  to  the  law  :  . 
Eat  God  in  mercy  deal  To  with  my  foul, 
As  I  in  duty  love  my  king  and  country  ! 
But,  to  the  matter  that  we  have  in  hand  : 
I  fay,  my  fovereigh,  York  is  meet  eft  man 
To  be  your  regent  in  the  realm  of  France. 

Suf.  Before  we  make  election,  give  me  leave 
To  mew  fome  reafon,  of  no  little  force, 
That  York  is  moil  unmeet  of  any  man. 

York,  I'll  tell  thee,  Suffolk,  why  1  am  unmeet. 
Firfl,  for  I  cannot  flatter  thee  in  pride: 
Next,  if  I  be  appointed  for  the  place, 
My  lord  of  Somerfct  will  keep  me  here, 
Without  difcharge,  money,  or  furniture, 
'Till  France  be  won  into  the  dauphin's  hands. 
Lafl  time,  I  dane'd  attendance  on  his  will, 
'Till  Paris  was  befieged,  famim'd,  and  loft. 

War.  That  can  I  witnefs,  and  a  fouler  fact 
Did  never  traitor  in  the  land  commit. 

Suf.  Peace,  head-ftrong  Warwick  ! 

IV ar.  Image  of  pride,  why  mould  I  hold  peace  ? 

Enter  Horner  t/>e  Armourer,  and  his  Man,  Peter, 
guarded. 

Suf.  Becrmfe,  here  is  a  man  accus'd  of  treafon  : 
Pray  God,  the  duke  of  York  excufe  himfelf ! 

York.  Doth  any  one  accufe  York  for  a  traitor  ! 

K.  Henry.  What  mean'fl  thou,  Suffolk  ?  tell  me  : 
What  are  theft  ? 

Suf.  PI  cafe  it  your  majelly,  this  is  the  man 
That  doth  accufe  his  mailer  of  high  treafon: 
Hi*  words  were  thefe  ; — that  Richard  duke  of  York, 
Was  rightful  heir  unto  the  Ehglift)  crown; 
And  that  your  majelly  was  an  uiurper. 

K.  Henry.  Say,  man,  were  thefe  thy  words  ? 

Arm.  An't  pleafe  your  majelly,  I  never  faid  nor 
thought  any  fuch  matter:  God  i?  my  witnefs,  I  am 
fuKely  accus'd  by  the  villain. 
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Pet.  By  the fe  ten  bones,  my  lords,  [holding  up  his 
hands]  he  did  fpeak  them  to  me  in  the  garret,  one  night, 
as  we  were  fcouring  my  lord  of  York's  armour. 

York*  Bafe  dunghill  villain,  and.  mechanical, 
I'll  have  thy  head  for  this  thy  traitor's  fpeech  :■— - 
I  do  befeech  your  royal  majelly, 
Let  him  have  all  the  rigour  of  the  law. 

Arm,  Alas,  my  lord,  hang  me  if  ever  I  fpake  the 
words.  My  accufer  is  my  prentice  ;  and  when  1  cud 
correct  him  for  his  fault  the  other  day,  he  did  vow 
upon  his  knees  he  would  be  even  with  me  :  I  have 
good  witnefs  of  this ;  therefore  I  befeech  your  ma- 
jelly, do  not  call  away  an  honed  man  for  a  villain's 
accu  fation. 

K.  Henry.  Uncle,  what  mall  we  fay  to  this  in  law? 

Glo.  This  doom,  my  lord,  if  I  may  judge. 
Let  Sdmerfet  be  regent  o'er  the  French, 
Becaufe  in  York  this  breeds  fufpicion  : 
And  let  thefe  have  a  day  appointed  them 
For  fingle  combat,  in  convenient  place  : 
For  he  hath  witnefs  of  his  fervant's  malice  : 
This  is  the  law  and  this  duke  Humphrey's  doom. 

K.  Henry.  Then  be  it  fo.  My  lord  of  Somerfet, 
We  make  your  grace  lord  regent  o'er  the  French. 

£om.  I  humbly  thank  your  royal  majelly. 

jlrm.  And  I  accept  the  combat  willingly. 

Peter.  Alas,  my  lord,  I  cannot  fight ;  for  God's 
fake  pity  my  cafe  !  the  fpite  of  a  man  prevaileth  againlt 
me.  O,  Lord  have  mercy  upon  me  !  I  mall  never  be 
able  to  nght  a  blow  :  O  Lord,  my  heart !  

Glo.  Sirrah,  or  you  mud  fight  or  elfe  be  hang'd. 

K.  Henry.  Away  with  them  to  prifion ;  and  the  day 
Of  combat  fnall  be  the  iaft  of  the  next  month. — 
Come,  Somerfet,  we'll  fee  thee  fent  away. 

f  Tim  rijh .    Exe  u  n  f , 
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SCENE  IV. 

Duke  Humphrey's  Garden* 
Enter  Mother  jfcurdany  Hume,  Sour  hive/,  and  Billing* 
broke, 

Hume.  Come,  my  mailers ;  the  duchefs,  I  tell  you» 
expects  performance  of  your  promises. 

Boling.  Mailer  Hume,  we  are  therefore  provided  ; 
Will  her  ladyfhip  beheld  and  hear  our  exorcifms  ? 

Hume.  Ay;  What  elfe?  fear  you  not  her  courage* 

Bcling.  I  have  heard  her  reported  to  be  a  woman 
of  an  invincible  fpirit :  But  it  mail  be  convenient, 
mafter  Hume,  that  you  be  by  her  aloft,  while  we  be 
bufy  below  ;  and  fo,  I  pray  you,  go  in  God's  name, 
and  leave  us  [Exit  Hume.]  Mother  jourdan,  be  you 
proitrate,  and  grovel  on  the  earth  ; — John  Southwel, 
read  you  ;  and  let  us  to  our  work. 

Enter  Eleanor,  abo<ve. 

Elean.  Well  fnd,  my  mailers;  and  welcome  all. 
To  this  gee*  ;  the  fooner  the  better. 

Boling*  Patience,  good  lady ;  wizards  know  their 
times  ; 

Deep  night,  dark  night,  trie  filent  of  the  night', 
The  time  Qi  fright  when  Troy  was  let  on  fire  ; 
The  time  when  fcreech-owls  cry,  and  ban-dogs  howl, 
When  fpirits  walk,  and  gfibfts  break  up  their  grave*., 
That  time  belt  fits  the  work  we  have  in  hand. 
Madam,  fit  you,  and  fear  not;  whom  we  faife, 
We  will  make  fail  within  a  hallow'd  verge. 
[Here  they  perform  the  ceremonies,  end makt  the  circle; 
Bolin%brtLe,  or  Southed  reads,  Corijuro  te,  '&CC* 
It  thunders  and  lightens  terribly  ;  then  the  fpirii 
rifeth. 
Spirit.  Ad  1  urn. 
M.  Jourd.  A  (math, 
tty  the  eternal  God,  whofc  name  and  power 
Thou  trembled  at,  anfwer  that  I  mall  afk  : 
Eor,  'till  thou  foeak,  thou  (halt  not  pals  from  hchce. 
Spirit.  Afk  WO  it  thou  wilt: — That  i  had  fa  id  and 
done  I 
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Boling.  Firfl,  of  the  king.     What  flail  of  him  he- 
come  P  [  Reading  out  of  a  paper. 
Spirit.  The  duke  yet  lives,  that  Henry  mall  depofe; 
But  him  out -live,  and  die  a  violent  death. 

[As  the fpiritfpeaks,  they  write  the  anfwer. 
Boling.  What  fates  await  the  duke  of  Suffolk? 
Spirit.  By  water  fhall  he  die,  and  take  his  end. 
Boling.  What  fy all  befall  the  duke  of  Somerfet? 
Spirit.  Let  him  fhun  caflles ; 
Safer  fhall  he  be  upon  the  fandy  plains, 
Than  where  caftles  mounted  ftand. 
Have  done,  for  more  I  hardly  can  endure. 

Boling.  Defcend  to  darknefs,  and  the  burning  lake: 
Falfe  fiend,  avoid  ! 

[Thunder  and  lightning.    Spirit  defends. 
Enter  the  Duke  of  York,  and  the  Duke  of  Buckingham, 
with  their  guard,  and  break  in. 
York.  Lay  hands  upon  thefe  traitors,  and  their 
train.  

Beldame,  I  think,  we  watcli'd  you  at  an  inch. — 
What,  madam,  are  you  there  r  the  king  and  com- 
monweal 

Are  deep  indebted  for  this  piece  of  pains : 

My  lord  protector  will,  I  doubt  it  not, 

See  you  well  guerdon'd  for  thefe  good  deferts. 

Elean,  Not  half  £b  bad  as  thine  to  England's 

king,  — - 

Injurious  duke  that  threat'ft  where  is  no  caufe. 

Buck.  True,  madam,  none  at  all.    What  call  you 

this?  [Shewing  her  the  paper. 

Away  with  them  ;  let  them  be  clapp'd  up  clofe. 
And  kept  afunder ;  You,  madam,  mail  with 

us : — — 

Stafford,  take  her  to  thee.  

We'll  fee  your  trinkets  here  forth-coming  all : 
Away!     \_Exeu?zt  guards  with  J 'our 'dan,  Southwel,  $3c. 
York,  Lord  Buckingham,  methinks,  you  watch5  i 
her  well : 

A  pretty  plot,  well  chofe  to  build  upon  ! 
Vol.  V.  K 
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Now,  pray,  my  lord,  let's  fee  the  devilVwriU 

What  have,  we  here  ?  [Reads, 

The  duke  yet  lives,  that  Henry  Jhall  depcfe  ; 

But  him  out-live,  and  die  a  violent  death. 

Why,  this  is  juft,  Aio,  te,  JEacida,  Romanes  vinceve 

pcfe. 
Well,  to  the  reft  : 

Tell  me  what  fate  awaits  the  duke  of  Suffolk  ?  _ 

By  water  fhall  he  die  and  take  bis  end. 

What  Jhall  betide  the  duke  of  Scmerfet  P 

Let  hi?n  Jhun  caftles  : 

Safer  Jhall  he  be  on  the  fandy  plaits, 

Than  where  cajlles  mounted  /land. 

Come,  come,  my  lords  : 

Thefe  oracles  are  hardily  attain'd, 

And  hardly  underrlood. 

The  king  is  new  in  progrefs  towards  Saint  Albans; 
With  him  the  hufband  of  this  lovely  lady  : 
Thither  go  thefe  news,  as  fall  as  horfe  can  carry  them; 
A  forry  break faft  for  my  lord  protector. 

Buck.  Your  grace  mall  give  me  leave,  my  lord  of 
York, 

To  be  the  poft,  in  hope  of  his  reward. 

York.  At  vour  pleafure,  my  good  lord. 
Who's  within  there,  ho  ! 

Enter  a  Scrving^nav . 
Invite  my  lords  of  SalifDury,  and  Warwick, 
To  fup  with  me  to-morrow  night.— Away.  [Exeunt. 


A  C  T    II.       SCENE  I. 

At  Saint  Albans. 
Enter  King  Henry,   Queen,   Glcjlcr,   Cardinal,  and 
Suffolk,  with  Falconers  hallooing. 

Q^Mar.  T>ELIEVE  me,  lords,  for  flying  at 

the  brook, 

1  faw  not  better  fport  thefe  fsven  years'  day  : 
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Yet,  by  your  leave,  the  wind  was  very  high  ; 
And,  ten  to  one,  old  Joan  had  not  gone  out. 

K.  Henry.  But  what  a  point,  my  lord,  your  faken 
made, 

And  what  a  pitch  fhe  flew  above  the  reft  ! 
To  fee  how  God  in  all  his  creatures  works  ! 
Yea,  man,  and  birds  are  fain  of  climbing  high. 

Suf.  No  marvel,  an  it  like  your  majeity, 
My  lord  protector's  hawks  do  tower  To  well'; 
They  know  their  mailer  loves  to  be  aloft, 
And  bears  his  thoughts  above  his  falcon's  pitch. 

Glo.  My  lord,  'tis  but  a  bafe  ignoble  mind 
That  mounts  no  higher  than  a  bird  can  foar. 

Car.  I  thought  as  much  ;  he'd  be  above  the  clouds. 

Glo.  Ay  my  lord  cardinal ;  How  think  you  by  that? 
Were  it  not  good,  your  grace  could  fly  to  heaven? 

K.  Henry.  The  treafury  of  everlaiiing  joy  ! 

Car.   Thy  heaven  is  on  earth  ;   thine  eyes  and 
thoughts 

Beat  on  a  crown,  the  treafure  of  thy  heart 
Pernicious  protector,  dangerous  peer, 
That  fmooth'it  it  fo  with  king  and  common -weal ! 
Glo.  What,  cardinal,  is  your  priefthood  grown  fo 
peremptory  ? 
Tantaene  animis  cceleftibus  irte? 

Churchmen  fo  hot  r  good  uncle,  hide  fuch  malice  : 
With  fuch  holinefs  can  you  do  it  ? 

Suf.  No  malice,  fir ;  no  more  than  well  becomes 
So  good  a  quarrel,  and  fo  bad  a  peer. 

Glo.  As  who,  my  lord  ? 

Sufi  Why,  as  yourfelf,  my  lord ; 
An't  like  your  lordiy  lord-protectorlhip. 

Glo.  Why,  Suffolk,  England  knows  thine  infolence. 
Mar.  And  thy  ambition,  Glofter. 

K.  Henry,  I  pr'ythee,  peace,  good  queen ; 
And  whet  not  on  thefe  too  too  furious  peers, 
For  bleffed  are  the  peace-makers  on  earth. 

Car.  Let  me  be  blefied  for  the  peace  I  make, 
Againft  this  proud  protector,  with  my  fword  ! 
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Glo.  Faith,  holy  uncle,  'would  'twere" 

come  to  that  ! 
Car.  Marry,  when  thou  dar'ft. 
Glo.  Make  up  no  factious  numbers  for 

the  matter,  y  Aftde. 

In  thine  own  perfon  anfwer  thy  abufev  j 
Car.  Ay,  where  thou  dar'ft  not  peep : 
an  if  thou  dar'ft,' 
This  evening,  on  theealt  fide  of  the  grove.  J 
K.  lie  my.  How  now,  my  lords  I 
Car.  Believe  me,  ccufin  Giofter, 
Had  not  your  man  put  up  the  fowl  fo  fuddenly, 
We'd  had  no  fport. — Come  with  thy  two-hand 
fword.  [AJzde  to  Giofter. 

Glo.  True,  uncle. 
Are  you  advis'd — the  eaft  fide  of  the  grove  ? 
Cardinal,  I  am  with  you.  \_AJide. 
K.  Henry.  Why,  how  now,  uncle  Giofter? 
Glo.  Talking  of  hawking  ;  nothing  elfe  my  lord. — 
Now,  by  God's  mother,  prieft,  I'll  fhave  your  crown 
for  this 

Or  all  my  fence  mall  fail.  [Aftdc. 

Car.  [afide]  Medic e,  teipfum? 
Protector,  fee  to't  well,  protect  yo&rfelf. 

K.  Henry.  The  winds  grow  high ;  fo  do  your  fto> 
machs,  lords. 
How  irkfome  is  this  mufic  to  my  heart, 
When  fuch  ftrings  jar,  what  hopes  of  harmony  ? 
I  pray,  my  lords,  let  me  compound  this  ftrife. 
Enter  one,  crying,  A  miracle. 

Glo.  What  means  this  noife  ? 
Fellow,  what  miracle  dolt  thou  proclaim? 

One.  A  miracle  !  a  miracle  ! 

Suf.  Come  to  the  king,  and  tell  him  what  miracle. 

One.  Forfooth,  a  blind  man  at  faint  Albans'  flirinCj 
Within  this  half-hour,  hath  recciv'd  his  light; 
A  man,  that  ne'er  law  in  his  lifi  before. 

K.  Henry.  Now,  God  be  prais'd  !  that  to  believing 
fouls 
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Gives  light  in  daY&nefe,  comfort  in  defpair  ! 

Enter  the  Mayor  cf  Saint  Albans,  and  his  brethren, 

bearing  Simp  cox  between  two  in  a  chair,  Simp  cox's 

wife  following. 

Car.  Here  come  the  townfmen  on  proceflion, 
To  prefent  your  highnefs  with  the  man. 

K.  Henry.  Great  is  his  comfort  in  this  earthly  vale* 
Though  by  his  fight  his  lin-be  multiply'd. 

Glo.  Stand  by,  my  mailers,  bring  him  near  the  king, 
His  highnefs'  pieafufe  is  to  talk  with  him. 

K.  Henry.  Good  fellow,  tell  us  here  the  circunv- 
ibmce, 

That  we  for  thee  may  glorify  the  Lord. 

What,  haft  thou  been  long  blind,  and  now  reftor'd? 

Simp.  Born  blind,  an't  pleafe  your  grace. 

Wife.  Ay,  indeed,  was  he, 

Suf.  What  woman  is  this  ? 

Wife.  His  wife,  an't  like  your  worihip. 

Glo.  Had'ft  thou  been  his  mother,  thou  couldhl 
have  better  told . 

K.  Henry.  Where  wert  thou  born  ? 

Simp.  At  Berwick  in  the  north,  an't  like  your  grace. 

K.  Henry.  Poor  foal !  God's  goodnefs  hath  been 
great  to  thee : 
Let  never  day  nor  night  unhaiiow'd  pafs, 
But  ftill  remember  what  the  Lord  hath  done. 

Queen.  Tell  me,  good  fellow,  cam'ft  thou  here  by 
chance, 

Or  of  devotion,  to  this  holy  mrine  ? 

Simp.  God  knows,  of  pare  devotion  ;  being  eall'd 
A  hundred  times,  and  oftener  in  my  deep 
By  good  faint  Alban  ;  who  faid, — Sa^nd-jr,  come  ; 
Come,  offer  at  ?ny  firine,  and  I  will  help  thee. 

Wif.  rVToft  true,  forfooth ;  and  many  time  and  oft 
Myfelf  have  heard  a  voice  to  call  him  ic. 

Car.  What  art  thou  la' ve  j> 

Simp.  Ay,  God  Almighty  help  me ! 

Suf  How  cam'ft  thou  io  ? 
i    Simp.  A  fall  off  of  a  tree. 
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Wife.  A  plum-tree,  mailer. 
Glo.  How  long  halt  thou  been  blind  ? 
Simp.  O  born  fo,  mailer. 
Glo.  What,  and  would'fl  climb  a  tree  ? 
Simp.  But  that  in  all  my  life,  when  I  was  a  youth. 
Wife.  Too  true,  and  bought  his  climbing  very 
dear. 

Glo.  Mafs,  thou  lov'dft  plums  welf,  that  would'fl 
venture  fo. 

Simp.  Alas,  good  mailer,  my  wrife  dehVd  fome 
dam  Tons, 

And  made  me  climb,  with  danger  of  my  life. 

G/o.  A  fufetk  knave!  but  yet  it  mall  not  Jerve. — 
Let  me  fee  thine  eyes :  wink  now  ; — now  open  them — 
In  my  opinion,  yet  thou  feell  not  well. 

Simp.  Yes,  matter,  ckar  as  day;  I  thank  God, 

and  faint  Alban. 
Glc.  Say'fl  thou  me  fo  ? — What  colour  is  this  cloak 
of? 

Simp.  Red,  mafler ;  red  as  blood. 
Glo.  Why,  that's  well  faid :  what  colour  is  my 
gown  of? 

Simp.  Black,  forfooth  ;  coal-black,  as  jet. 
K.  Henry.  Why  then,  thou  know'll  what  colour 
jet  is  of? 

Suf.  And  yet,  J  think,  jet  did  he  never  fee. 
Glo.  But  cloaks,  and  gowns,  before  this  day,  a 
manjr. 

Wife.  Never,  before  this  day,  in  all  his  life. 
Glo.  Tell  me,  firrah,  what's  my  name? 
Simp.  Alas,  mafler,  I  know  not. 
Glo.  What's  his  name  ? 
Simp.  I  know  not. 
Glo.  Nor  his  ? 
Simp.  No,  indeed,  mafler. 
Glo.  What's  thine  own  name? 
Simp.  Saunder  Simpcox,  an  ificpleafe  you,  mailer. 
Glo.  Then,  Saunder,  fit  there,  the  lyingell  knave 
In  Chriftendom.    If  thou  hadfl  been  born  blind, 
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Thou  might'ft  as  well  have  known  all  our  names,  as 
thus 

To  name  the  feveral  colours  we  do  wear. 
Sight  may  diilinguilh  colours;  but  luddenly 
To  nominate  them  all,  it  is  impoifible. — 
My  lords,  faint  Alban  here  hath  done  a  miracle ; 
Would  ye  not  think  that  cunning  to  be  great, 
That  could  reilore  this  cripple  to  his  legs  again  ? 

Simp.  O,  maiter,  that  you  could ! 

Glo.  My  mailers  of  faint  Albans. 
Have  you  not  beadles  in  your  town,  and  things 
Call'd  whips  ? 

Mayor.  Yes,  my  lord,  if  it  pleafe  your  grace. 

Glo.  Then  fend  for  one  prefently. 

Mayor.  Sirrah,  go  fetch  the  beadle  hither  ftraight. 

[Exit  Mejfenger. 

Glo.  Now  fetch  me  a  flool  hither  by  and  by. 
Now,  firrah,  if  you  mean  to  fave  yourfelf  from 
whipping,  leap  me  over  this  flool,  and  run  away. 

Simp.  Alas,  maiter,  I  am  not  able  to  (land  alone. 
You  go  about  to  torture  me  in  vain. 

Enter  a  Beadle,  ivith  whips. 

Glo.  Well,  fir,  we  mull  have  you  find  your  legs. 
Sirrah  beadle,  whip  him  'till  he  leap  over  that  fame 
flool. 

Bead.  I  will,  my  lord. — Come  on,  fir  rah ;  off  with 
your  doublet  quickly. 

Simp.  Alas,  mailer,  what  mall  I  do  ?  I  am  not  able 
to  Hand. 

[  After  the  Beadle  hath  hit  him  once,  he  leaps  over 
the fool,  and  runs  away  ;  and  the  people  follow 
and  cry,  A  Miracle  !  • 
K.  Henry.  O  God,  feeil  thou  this,  and  bear'fl  fo 
long  ? 

Queen.  It  made  me  laugh,  to  fee  the  villain  run. 
Glo.  Follow  the  knave  ;  and  take  this  drab  away. 
Wife.  Alas,  fir,  we  did  it  for  pure  need. 
Glo.  Let  them  be  whipt  through  every  market  town 
Until  they  come  to  Berwick,  whence  they  came. 

[Exit  Beadle with  the  wman,  &c. 
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Car.  Duke  Humphrey  has  done  a  miracle  to-day. 

Siif.  True  ;  made  the  lame  to  leap,  and  fly  away. 

Glo.  But  you  have  done  more  miracles  than  I ; 
You  made,  in  a  clay,  my  lord,  whole  towns  to  fly. 
E  n  Ur B  u  ck  in  oh  am . 

K.  Henry.  What  tidings  with  our  ccufin  Bucking- 
ham ?  S 

Buck.  Such  as  my  heart  doth  tremble  to  unfold. 

A  fort  of  naughty  perfons,  .lewdly  bent,  

Under  the  countenance  and  confederacy 
Of  lady  Eleanor,  the  protector's  wife, 

The  ring-leader  and  head  of  all  this  rout,  

Have  praclis'd  dangeroufly  againil  your  itate, 
Dealing  with  witches,  and  with  conjurers : 
Whom  we  have  apprehended  in  the  fad ; 
Railing  up  wicked  fpirits  from  under  ground, 
Demanding  of  king  Henry's  life  and  death* 
And  other  of  your  highnefs'  privy  council, 
As  more  at  large  your  grace  ihaii  underhand. 

Car.  And  fo,  my  lord  protector,  by  this  means 
Your  lady  is  forth- coming  yet  at  London. 
This  news,  I  think,  hath  turn'dyour  weapon's  edge; 
'Tis  like*,  my  lord,  you  will  not  keep  your  hour. 

\_Afide  to  Glojlcr. 

Glo.  Ambitioite  churchman,  leave  to  afflict  my  heart ! 
Sorrow  and  grief  have  vanquifh'd  ail  my  powers , 
And,  vanquifhVi  as  I  am,  1  yield  to  thee, 
Or  to  the  meant  11:  groom. 

K.  Henry.  O  God,  what  mifchiefs  work  the  wicked 
ones  ; 

Heaping  confufion  on  their  own  heads  thereby  ! 

£j>ueen.  Glo.der,  fee  here  the  tainture  of  thy  neft  ; 
And  look,  thyfelf  be  faultlefs,  thou  wert  belt. 

Glo.  Madam,  for  myfelf,  to  heaven  I  do  appeal. 
How  I  have  lov'd  my  king  and  common-weal : 
And,  for  my  wife,  I  know  not  how  it  Hands ; 
Sorry  I  am  to  hear  what  I  have  heard : 
Noble  (he  is ;  but,  if  me  have  forgot 
Honour,  and  virtue,  and  conversed  with  filch 
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As,  like  to  pitch,  defile  nobility, 

I  baniih  her  my  bed  and  company  ; 

And  give  her,  as  a  prey,  to  law,  and  mame, 

That  hath  difhonour'd  Glofter's  honeft  name. 

K.  Henry.  Weil,  for  this  night,  we  will  repofe  us 
here ; 

To-morrow,  toward  London,  back  again, 

To  look  into  this  bufinefs  thoroughly, 

And  call  thefe  foul  offenders  to  their  anfwers ; 

And  poife  the  caufe  in  juilice*  equal  fcales. 

Whole  beam  (lands  fure,  whole  rightful  caufe  prevails. 

[  Flourtjh .    Exeunt  % 

SCENE  II. 

The  Duke  of  York's  Garden. 
Enter  York,  Salijbury,  and  Warwick* 
York.  Now,  my  good  lords  of  Salilbury  and  War- 
wick, 

Our  fimple  fupper  ended,  give  me  leave, 
In  this  clofe  walk,  to  fatisfy  myielf, 
[n  craving  your  opinion  of  my  title, 
Which  is  infallible,  to  England's  crown, 

Sal.  My  lord,  I  long  to  hear  it  at  full. 

War.  Sweet  York,  begin:  and  if  tny  claim  be  good, 
The  Nevils  are  thy  iubjecls  to  command. 

York.  Then  thus :  

Edward  the  third,  my  lords,  had  feven  fons : 
The  firft,  Edward  the  Black  Prince,  prince  of  Wales^ 
The  fecond,  William  of  Hatfield  ;  and  the  third, 
Lionel,  duke  of  Clarence  ;  next  to  whom 
Was  John  of  Gaunt,  the  duke  of  Lancafler  : 
The  fifth  was  Edmund  Langley,  duke  of  York  ; 
The  fixth  was  Thomas  of  Wooclitock,  duke  of  Gloiler  ; 
William  of  Windfor  was  the  feventh,  and  laft. 
Edward,  the  Black  Prince,  dy'd  before  his  father ; 
And  left  behind  him  Richard,  his  only  fon, 
Who,  after  Edward  the  third's  death,  reign'd  king ; 
Till  Henry  Bolingbroke,  duke  of  Lancaster, 
The  elddi  fon  and  heir  of  John  of  Gaunt, 
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Crown'd  by  the  name  of  Henry  the  fourth, 
Seized  on  the  realm;  deposed  the  rightful  king  ; 
Sent  his  poor  queen  to  France,  from  whence  (he  came, 
And  him  to  Pomfret ;  where,  as  both  you  know, 
Harmlefs  Richard  was  murder'd  traitoroufly. 

War.  Father;  the  duke  hath  told  the  truth; 
Thus  got  the  houfe  of  Laacafler  the  crown. 

fork.  Which  now.  they  hold  by  force,  and  not  by 
right; 

For  Richard,  the  firft  Ton's  heir,  being  dead, 
The  ifTue  of  the  next  fon  mould  have  reign'd. 
,   Sal.  But  William  of  Hatfield  died  without  an  heir. 
Tcrk.  The  third  fon,  duke  of  Clarence,  (from  whofe 
line 

I  claim  the  crown)  had  ifTue — Philippe,  a  daughter, 
Who  married  Edmund  Mortimer,  earl  of  March.  , 
Edmund  had  ifTue — Roger,  earl  of  March  : 
Roger  had  iifue — Edmund,  Anne,  and  Eleanor. 

Sal.  This  Edmund,  in  the  reign  of  Bolingbroke, 
As  I  have  read,  laid  claim  unto  the  crown  ; 
And,  but  for  Owen  Glendower,  had  been  king, 
Who  kept  him  in  captivity,  till  he  dy'd. 
But,  to  the  reft. 

Tcrk.  His  eldeft  filler,  Anne, 
My  mother,  being  heir  unto  the  crown, 
Married  Richard  earl  of  Cambridge;  who  was  fon 
To  Edmund  Langlcy,  Edward  the  third's  fifth  fon. 
By  her  I  claim  the  kingdom :  She  then  was  heir 
To  Roger,  earl  of  March  ;  who  was  the  fon 
Of  Edmund  Mortimer  ;  who  married  Philippe 
Sole  daughter  unto  Lionel,  duke  of  Clarence: 
So,  if  the  iffue  of  the  elder  fon 
Succeed  before  the  younger,  I  am  king. 

War.  What  plain  proceeding  is  more  plain  than 
this. 

Henry  doth  claim  the  crown  from  John  of  Gaunt, 
The  fourth  fon  ;  York  claimeth  it  from  the  third. 
'Till  LioiiePi  tffiie  fails,  his  fl  ould  not  reign  : 
It  fails  not  j  eft ;  but  tlourilhes  in  thec, 
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And  in  thy  fons,  fair  flips  of  fuch  a  flock.  

Then,  father  Salisbury,  kneel  we  both  together  ; 
And,  in  this  private  plot,  be  we  the  firii, 
That  fhall  fafute  our  rightful  foveflefga 
With  honour  of  his  birth-right;  to  the  crown. 

Both.  Long  live  our  fovereigp  Richard,  England's 
kiiig  ! 

York.  We  thank  you>  lords.    But  I  am  not  your 
king 

'Till  I  be  crown  M  ;  and  that  my  fword  be  flain'd 
With  heart-blood  of  the  houfe  of  Lancaf'cer ; 
And  that's  not  fiiddenfy  to  be  perforni'd ; 
But  with  advice,  and  filent  fecr£ey. 
Do  you,  as  I  do,  in  thefe  dangerous  days, 
Wink  at  the  duke  of  Suffolk's  infolence. 
At  Beaufort's  pride,  at  Somerfet's  ambition, 
At  Buckingham,  and  all  the  crew  of  them, 
'Till  they  have  fnar'd  the  fhepherd  of  the  flock, 
That  virtuous  prince,  the  good  duke  Humphrey  : 
'Tis  that  they  feek;  and  they,  in  feeking  that, 
Shall  find  their  deaths,  if  York  can  prophefy. 

Sal.  My  lord,  break  we  off;  we  know  your  mind 
at  full. 

War.  My  heart  affures  me,  that  the  earl  of  Warwick 
Shall  one  day  make  the  duke  of  York  a  king. 

York.  And,  Nevil,  this  I  do  allure  myfelf. — 
Richard  fhail  live  to  make  the  earl  of  Warwick 
The  greater!  man  in  England,  but  the  king. 

[  Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 
A  Hall  ofjuft Ice. 
Sound  trumpets.    Enter  King  Henry,  ^ueen  Margaret , 
Glojier,  York,  Suffolk,  and  Salijbury ;  the  Duchefs, 
Mother  Jourdain,  Souths  el,  Hume,  and  Bolvighroke, 
under  guard. 

K.  Henry.  Stand  forth,  dame  Eleanor  Gobham, 
Glofter's  wife : 
In  fight  of  God,  and  us,  your  guilt  is  great ; 
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Receive  the  fentence  of  the  law,  for  flits 

Such  as  by  God's  book  are  adjudg'd  to.  death. — 

You  four,  from  hence  to  prifon  back  again ; 

[To  the  other prijbnam. 
From  thence,  unto  the  place  of  execution  : 
The  witch  in  Smith/field  mail  be  burnt  to  afhes, 
And  you  three  mall  be  firangled  on  the  gallows. — 
You,  madam,  for  you  are  more  nobly  born, 
Defpoiled  of  your  honour  in  your  life, 
Shall,  after  three  days  open  penance  done, 
Live  in  your  country  here,  in  banimment, 
With  Sir  John  Stanley,  in  the  ilie  of  Man. 

Elean.  Welcome  is  banimment,  welcome  were  my 
death. 

'G!o>  Eleanor,  the  law,  thou  feefl,  hath  judged  thee ; 

I  cannot  juftify  whom  the  law  condemns.  

[  Exeunt  Eleanor,  and  the  others,  guarded. 
Mine  eyes  are  full  of  tears,  my  heart,  of  grief. 
Ah,  Humphrey,  this  difhonour  in  thine  age 
\Vill  bring  thy  head  with  forrow  to  the  ground  ! — 
J  befeech  your  rrajelty,  give  me  leave  to  go  ; 
Sorrow  would  folace,  and  mine  age  would  eafe. 

K.Henry.  Stay,  Humphrey  duke  of  Glofier:  ere 
thou  go, 

Give  up  thy  flaff ;  Henry  will  to  himfelf 
Protector  be ;  and  God  mall  be  my  hope, 
My  Hay,  my  guide,  and  lanthorn  to  my  feet : 
And  go  in  peace,  Humphrey  ;  no  lefs  belov'd, 
Than  when  thou  wcrt  protector  to  thy  king. 

Mar.  J  fee  no  real  on,  why  a  king  of  years 

Should  be  to  be  protected  like  a  child.  

God  and  king  Henry  govern  England's  realm  : 
(jive  up  your  flaff,  fir,  and  the  king  his  realm. 

Glo.  My  ilaff?— Here,  noble  Henry,  is  my  ftaff: 
As  willingly,  do  I  the  fame  refign, 
As  e'er  thy  father  Henry  made  it  mine  ; 
And  even  as  willingly  at  thy  feet  I  Jeavc  it, 
As  others  would  ambitioufly  receive  it. 
Farewell  good  king:  When  1  am  dc4d  and  gone, 
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May  honourable  peace  attend  thy  throne  \ 

[  Exit  Glofter. 

Mar.  Why,  now  is  Henry  king,  and  Margaret 
queen ; 

And  Humphrey  duke  of  Glofter  fcarce  himfeif, 
That  bears  fo  fhrewd  a  maim;  two  pulls  at  once, — 
His  lady  banilh'd,  and  a  limb  lopp'd  off. 
This  ftaff  of  honour  raught : — There  let  it  Hand, 
Where  befl  it  fits  to  be,  in  Henry's  hand. 

Sitf.  Thus  droops  this  lofty  pine,  and  hangs  his 
fprays ; 

Thus  Eleanor's  pride  dies  in  her  youngeil  days. 

York.  Lords,  let  him  go. — Pieafe  it  your -majefty., 
This  is  the  day  appointed  for  the  combat ; 
And  ready  are  the  appellant  and  defendant, 
The  armourer  and  his  man,  to  enter  the  lifts, 
So  pieafe  your  highnefs  to  behold  the  fight. 

£>.  Mar.  Ay,  good  my  lord;  for  purpofely  therefore 
Left  I  the  court,  to  fee  this  quarrel  try'd. 

K.  Henry.  O'  God's  name,  fee  the  lifts  and  all  things 
fit; 

Here  let  them  end  it,  and  God  defend  the  right ! 
York,  I  never  faw  a  fellow  worfe  befted, 

Or  more  afraid  to  fight,  than  is  the  appellant, 

The  fervant  of  this  armourer,  my  lords. 

Enter  at  one  door  the  Armourer  and  his  Neighbours  drink- 
ing to  him  fo  much  that  he  is  drunk  ;  and  he  enters 
<with  a  drum  before  him,  and  his ftajf  <with  afand-bag 
fajlened  to  it  ;  and  at  the  other  door  enters  his  Man, 
with  a  drum  and  fand  bag,  and  Prentices  drinking 
to  him. 

I  Neigh.  Here,  neighbour  Horner,  I  drink  to  yen 
in  a  cup  of  fack ;  And,  fear  not, -neighbour,  ycu 
mall  do  well  enough. 

2.  Neigh.  And  here,  neighbour,  here's  a  cup  of 
charneco. 

3  Neigh.  And  here's  a  pot  of  good  double  beei 
neighbour  :  drink,  and  fear  not  vour  man. 
Vol.  V.  L 
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A?-?n.  Let  it  come,  i'  faith,  and  I'll  pledge  you 
all ;  and  a  f  g  for  Peter  ! 

1.  Pren.  Here,  Peter,  I  drink  to  thee;  and  be  not 
afraid. 

2.  Pi-en.  Be  merry,  Peter,  ana  fear  not  thy  mailer; 
f^ght  for  credit  of  the  prentices. 

Peter.  I  thank  you  all :  drink,  and  pray  for  me,  I 
pray  you ;  for  I  think  I  have  taken  my  lail  draught 
in  this  world. — Here,  Robin,  an  if  I  die,  I  give  thee 
my  apron  ; — and,  Will,  thou  malt  have  my  hammer; 
• — and  here,  Tom,  take  all  the  money  that  I  have, — 
O  Lord,  blefs  me,  I  pray  God  !  for  I  am  never  able 
to  deal  with  my  mailer,  he  hath  learn'd  fo  much 
fence  already. 

Sal.  Come,  leave  your  drinking,  and  fall  to  blows. 
 Sirrah,  what's  thy  name? 

Peter.  Peter,  forfoolh. 

Sal.  Fetcr  !  what  more  ? 

Peter.  Thump. 

Sal.  Thump!  then  fee  thou  thump  thy  mailer  well. 

'Arm.  Mailers,  I  am  come  hither,  as  it  were,  upon 
my  man's  infligation,  to  prove  him  a  knave,  and 
myfclt an  honeft  man :  and  touching  the  duke  of  York, 
— I  will  take  my  death,  I  never  meant  him  any  ill, 
nor  the  king,  nor  the  queen;  And  therefore,  Peter, 
have  at  thee  with  a  downright  blow,  as  Bevis  of 
Southampton  fell  upon  A fc apart. 

York.  Difpatch: — this  knave's  tongue  begins  to 
double. 

Sound,  trumpets,  alarum  to  the  combatants. 

[77  ey  fght,  and  Peter  J?  riles  him  down. 

Arm.  Hold,  Peter,  hold!  I  confefs,  I  confefs  treafon. 

Ytirk\  Take  away  his  weapon: — Fellow,  thank 
Cod,  and  tiie  good  whu  in  thy  mailer's  way. 

Peter.  O  God !  have  I  overcome  mine  enemy  in 
this  prefence  ? 
( ;  IVr  v,  thou  haft  prevailed  in  right ! 

h  .  Henry.  Go,  take  hence  that  traitorfromourfight; 
For,  by  his  death,  we  do  perceive  his. guilt: 
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And  God,  in  jtittice,  hath  reveal/d  to  us 
The  truth  and  innocence  of  this  poor  fellow, 
Which  he  had  thought  to  have  murder'd  wrong- 
fuliy.— — 

Come,  fellow,  follow  us  for  thy  reward.  [Itxeuht, 

SCENE  IV. 
The  Street. 

Enter  Duke  Humphrey,  and  his  me??,  in  mtiurnin?  cloaks. 
GIo.  Thus,  fometimes,  hath  the  brighten  day  a 
cloud  ; 

And,  after  fummer,  evermore  fucceeds 
Barren  winter,  with  his  wrathful  nipping  cold  ; 
So  cares  and  joys  abound,  as  feafons  fleet. — 
Sirs,  what's  o'clock  ? 
Serv-  Ten,  my  lord. 

Glo9  Ten  is  the  hoar  that  was  appointed  me, 
To  w^atch  the  coming  of  my  punifn'd  duchefs : 
Uneath  may  me  endure  the  flinty  ftreets, 
To  tread  them  with  her  tender-feeling  feet !  * 
Sweet  Nell,  ill  can  thy  noble  mind  abrook 
The  abject  people,  gazing  on  thy  face, 
With  envious  looks  ftill  laughing  at  thy  fhame  ; 
That  erft  did  follow-  thy  proud  chariot-wheels, 
When  thou  didit  ride  in  triumph  through  the  ftreets. 
But,  foft  !  I  think,  me  comes ;  and  I'll  prepare 
My  tear-ftaiii'd  eyes  to  fee  her  miferies." 
Enter  the  Duchefs  in  a  white  jheet,  her  feet  bare,  and 

a  taper  burning  in  her  hand,  wsith  Sir  John  Stanley, 

a  S/jerijf,  and  Officers. 

Ser-j.  So  pleafe  your  grace,  we'll  take  her  from 
the  fneriif. 

Glo.  No,  ftir  not  for  your  lives  ;  let  her  pafs  by. 

E/ean.  Come  you,  my  lord,  to  fee  my  open  fhame. 
Now  thou  doll  penance  too.    Look,  how  they  gaze  ! 
See,  how  the  giddy  multitude  do  point, 
And  nod  their  heads,  and  throw  their  eyes  on  thee  ! 
All,  Glolter,  hide  thee  from  their  hateful  looks ; 
And,  in  tay  clofet  pent  up,  rue  my  fhame, 
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And  ban  thine  enemies,  both  mine  and  thine. 

GIg.  Be  patient.,  gentle  Neil ;  forget  this  grief. 

EL'an.  Ah,  Glofier,  teach  me  to  forget  my felf ; 
For,  whilft  I  think  I  am  thy  marry 'd  wife, 
And  thcu  a  prince,  protector  of  this  land, 
Mcthinksj  I  khould  not  thus  be  led  along, 
Mail'd  up  in  Ihame,  with  papers  on  my  back  ; 
And  follow'd  with  a  rabble,  that  rejoice 
To  fee  my  tears,  and  hear  my  deep-fet  groans. 
The  ruthlefs  flint  doth  cut  my  tender  feet ; 
And,  when  I  rtart,  the  envious  people  laugh, 
And  bid  me  be  advifed  how  I  tread. 
Ah,  Humphrey,  can  I  bear  this  fhameful  yoke  ? 
Trcw'lt  thou,  that  e'er  I'll  look  upon  the  world  ; 
Or  count  them  happy,  that  enjoy  the  fun? 
No ;  dark  mall  be  my  light,  and  night  my  day  ; 
To  think  upon  my  pomp,  mall  be  my  hell. 
Sometime  I'll  fay,  I  am  duke  Humphrey's  wife; 
And  he  a  prince,  and  ruler  of  the  land  : 
Yet  fo  he  ml'd,  and  fuch  a  prince  he  was, 
That  he  Hood  by,  whilft  I,  his  forlorn  duchefs,# 
Was  made  a  wonder,  and  a  pointing-Hock, 
To  every  idle  rafcal  follower. 
Bat  be  thcu  mild,  and  blufh  not  at  my  ftnmc; 
Nor  ftir  at  nothing,  'till  the  axe  of  death 
Hang  over  thee,  a*,  fare,  it  fhortlv  will. 
Tor  Suffolk* — he  that  can  do  all  in  all 
With  her,  that  hateth  thee,  and  hates  us  all, — ^ 
And  York,  and  impious  Beaufort,  that  falfe  prieit. 
Have  all  litfd  bufl.es  to  betray  thy  wings, 
And,  fly  thou  how  thou  canft,  the;,  Ml  tangle  thee  : 
But  tear  not  thou,  until  thy  foot  be  inar'd, 
Not  never  faek  prevention  of  thy  foes. 

G!b.  Ah,  Nell,  forbear;  thou  aimed  all  awry  ; 
I  muf:  offend*  before  I  be  attainted  : 
Ind  had  I  twenty  times  fo  many  foes, 
And  each  of  them  had  twenty  times  their  power, 
All  thefe  could  not  procure  me  any  fcathe, 
Sc  Jong  as  1  am  loyal,  true,  and  crtmelefs. 
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Wojuld'ft  fia^e  me  reCctie  thee  from  this  reproach  ? 
Why,  yet  thy  fcmdai  were  nbt  wip'd  away, 
But  I  in  danger  for  the  breach  of  law. 
Thy  greater  help  is  quiet,  gentle  Nell: 
I  pray  thee,  fort  thy  heart  r.o  patience  ; 
Thefe  few  days  wonder  will  be  quickly  worn. 
Enter  ci  Herald. 

Her.  I  fomtiion  your  grace  to  his  majerry's  parlit- 
ment,  holden  at  Bury  the  f  r>  of  this  next  month. 

Wo,  And  my  content  ne'er  a'.k'd  herein  before  ! 
This  is  clofe  dealing.— Well,  I  will  be  there. 

[Exit  Her  hi  J. 
My  Nell,  I  take  my  leave  :— and  mafter  meriit. 
Let  not  her  penance  exceed  the  -king's  commlflkm. 

Sber.  An't  pleafe  your  grace,  here  my  commiilion 
flays : 

And  Sir  John  Stanley  is  appointed  now 
To  take  her  with  htm  to  the  iile  of  Man. 

GIo.  Mud.you,  Sir  John,  protect:  my  lady  here  ? 

Stan.  So  am  I  given -in  charge,  may't  pleafe  your 
grace. 

GIo.  Entreat  her  not  the  worie,  in  that  I  pray 
You  ufe  her  well :  the  world  may  laugh  again ; 
And  I  may  live  to  do  you  kindneih,  if 
You  do  it  her.   -And  fo,  Sir  John,  farewell, 

Elean.  What,  gone,  rny  lord  ;  and  bid  me  not  fare- 
well ? 

GIo.  Witnefs  my  tears,  I  cannot  flay  to  fpeak. 

[Exit  Gkfier. 

Elean.  Art  thou  gone  too?  Ail  comfort,  gowkhthee ! 
For  none  abides  with  me  :  my  joy  is — death  ; 
Death,  at  whofe  name  I  oft  nave  been  arear  d, 
Becaufe  I  wifn'd  this  world's  eternity.- 
Stanley,  I  pr'ythee,  go/and  take  me  hence; 
I  care  not  whither,  for  I  beg  no  favour, 
Only  convey  me  where  thou  art  commanded. 

Stan.  Why,  -madam,  that  is  to  the  i/Io  of  M  m  ; 
Thereto  be  us'd  according  to  your  date. 

Elean.  That's  bad  enough,  for  I  am  but  reproach : 
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And  mall  I  then  be  us'd  reproachfully  I 

Stan.  Like  to  a  duchefs,  and  duke  Humphrey's  lady, 
According  to  that  ftate  you  fhall  be  us'd. 

Elean.  Sheriff,  fare w ell,  and  better  than  I  fare  ; 
Although  thou  haft  been  conduct  of  my  fname. 

Sber.  It  is  my  office  ;  and,  madam  ^pardon  me. 

Elean.  Ay,  ay,  farewell ;  thy  office  is  difcharg'd. — 
Come,  Stanley,  fhall  we  go  ? 

Stan.  Madam,  your  penance  done,  throw  off  this 
fheet, 

And  go  we  to  attire  you  for  our  journey. 

Elean.  My  fhame  will  not  be  ihifted  with  my  fheet ; 
No,  it  will  hang  upon  my  richer!  robes, 
And  fhew  itfelf,  attire  me  how  I  can. 
Go,  lead  the  way  ;  I  long  to  fee  my  prifon. 

[Exeunt. 


A  C  T    III.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

The  Abbey  at  Bury. 
Enter  King  Henry ,  QuetfH  Cardinal \    Suffolk,  York, 

and  Buckingham,  C5r.  to  the  Parlia?nent. 
K.  Uen.T  MUSE,  my  lord  of  Glofler  is  not  come  : 
J[  'Tis  not  his  wont  to  be  the  hindmoft  man, 
Whatever  cccafion  keeps  him  from  us  now. 

^  Mar.  Can  you  not  fee?  or  will  you  not  obfcrve 
The  ilrangenefs  ofhisalter'd  countenance? 
With  what  a  majefty  he  bears  himfelf; 
How  infolcnt  of  late  he  is  become, 
How  proud,  how  peremptory,  and  unlike  himfelf ! 
We  know  the  time,  fmce  he  was  mild  and  affable; 
And,  if  we  did  but  glance  a  far-off  look, 
Immediately  he  was  upon  his  knee, 
Thai  all  the  court  admir'd  him  for  fubmiflion  : 
But  meet  him  now,  and,  be  it  in  the  morn, 
When  every  one  will  give  the  time  of  day, 
He  knits  his  brow,  and  fnews  an  angry  eye, 
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And  paiTethby  with  ftifF  unbowed  knee. 

Difdaining  duty  that  to  us  belongs. 

Small  curs  are  not  regarded,  when  they  grin  : 

But  great  men  tremble  when  the  lion  roars ; 

And  Humphrey  is  no  little  man  in  England. 

Firft,  note,  that  he  is  near  you  in  defcent ; 

And,  mould  you  fall,  he  is  the  next  will  mount. 

Me  feeineth  then,  it  is  no  policy, 

Refpe&ing  what  a  rancorous  mind  he  bears, 

And  his  advantage  following  your  deceafe, — 

That  he  mould  come  about  your  royal  peribn, 

Or  be  admitted  to  your  highnefs'  council. 

By  flattery  hath  he  won  the  commons'  hearts ; 

And,  when  he  pleafe  to  make  commotion, 

'Tis  to  be  fear'd,  they  all  will  follow  him. 

Now,  'tis  the  fpring,  and  weeds  are  mallow-rooted; 

Suffer  them  now,  and  they'll  o'ergrow  the  garden, 

And  choak  the  herbs  for  want  of  hufbandry. 

The  reverent  care  I  bear  unto  my  lord, 

Made  me  collect  thefe  dangers  in  the  duke. 

If  it  be  fond,  call  it  a  woman's  fear ; 

Which  fear  if  better  reafons  can  fupplant, 

I  will  fubferibe,  and  fay — 1  wrong'd  the  duke. 

My  lords  of  Suffolk, — Buckingham,- — and  York, — - 

Reprove  my  allegation  if  you  can  ; 

Or  elfe  conclude  my  words  effectual. 

S'uf,  Well  hath  your  highnefs  feen  into  this  duke.; 
And,  had  I  fir  ft  been  put  to  fpeak  my  mind, 
I  think,  I  mould  have  told  your  grace's  tale. 
The  duchefs,  by  his  fubornation, 
Upon  my  life,  began  her  devilifh  practices  : 
Or,  if  he  were  not  privy  to  thofe  faults, 
Yet,  by  reputing  of  his  high  defcent, 
(As,  next  the  king,  he  was  fuccefiive  heir) 
And  fuch  high  vaunts  of  his  nobility, 
Did  inftigate  the  bedlam  brain-fjek  duchefs, 
By  wicked  means  to  frame  our  fovereign's  fall. 
Smooth  runs  the  water,  where  the  brook  is  deepeft  ; 
And  in  his  fimple  fhew  he  harbours  treafon. 
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The  fox  barks  net,  when  he  would  fie;:]  the  lamb. 
No3  no,  my  fo vert ign5  GIof:eris  a  man 
Unfounded  yet,  and  FuH  of  deep  deceit. 

Car.  Did  he  net,  contrary  to  form  of  law, 
Devife  f:range  deaths  for  fmall  offences  done  ? 

York.  And  did  he  not,  in  his  protector-hip, 
Levy  ereat  turns  of  money  through  the  realm, 
For  icidiers'  pay  in  France,  ah3  never  lent  it  ? 
By  means  whereof,  the  towns  each  day  revolted. 

Buck.  Tut !  thefe  are  petcy  ranks  to  rauitc  unknown, 
Which  time  will  bring  to  light  in  fincoth  duke  Hum- 
phrev. 

K.  Henry.  My  lords,  at  once:  the  care  yen  .have 
of  us, 

To  mow  down  thorns,  tjfift  would  annoy  our  foot, 

Is  worthy  praife :  but  fhall  I  fpeak  my  confeience? 

Our  kiniman  Glcfrer  is  as  innccent 

From  mkwmg  treaion  to  cur  rcryal  perfen 

As  is  the  fucking  lamb,  or  hfcrmftffs  dove: 

The  duke  is  virtuous,  mild  ;  and  too  wcli  given, 

To  dream  on  evil,  or  to  v.  c;k  my  downfall. 

£K  Mar.  Ah,   v. hat's  mere  dangerous  then  this 
fond  ainance  ! 
Seems  he  a  dove  ?  his  feathers  are  but  eorrow'd, 
For  he's  difpofed  as  the  hateful  raven. 
Is  he  a  lamb  I  his  lkin  is  Rifely  lent  him, 
For  he's  inclin'd  as  is  the  ravenous  wolf 
Who  cannot  ileal  a  fnape,  that  means  deceit  ? 
Take  heed,  my  lord  ;  the  welfare  of  us  all 
Hangs  on  the  cutting  fhort  that  fraud ful  man. 

Enter  Scanjet. 

Som.  All  health  unto  my  gracious  fovcreigr.  ! 

K.Henry.  "Welcome,  ford  Somerfet.     What  news 
from  France  ? 

S:m.  That  all  your  interdft  in  thofe  territories 
Is  uttetly  bereft  you  ;  ail  i>  loft. 

A'.  Henry.  Cold  news,  lord  Somerfet:    but  God's 
will  be  done ! 

fori,  CdMnew^fbr  mej  fori  had1  hope  of  France, 
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As  firmly  as  I  hope  for  fertile  England. 
'Thus  are  my  bloffoms  blafred  in  the  bud, 
And  caterpillars  eat  my  haves  away  ; 
But  I  will  remedy  this  gear  ere  long, 
Or  feU  my  title  for  a  chorions  grave.  [AJide* 
Enter  Glofler. 

Glo.  All  happinefs  unto  my  lord  the  king  ! 
Pardon,  my  liege,  that  I  have  /laid  fo  long. 

Sicf.  Nay,  Glofter,  know,  that  thou  art  come  too 
foon , 

Unlefs  thou  wert  more  loyal  than  thou  art : 
I  do  arrefc  thee  of  high  treafon  here. 

Glo.  Well,  Suffolk,  yet  thou  fnalt  not  fee  me  blufn, 
Nor  change  my  countenance  for  this  arreii ; 
A  heart  imipotted  is  not  eafily  daunted. 
The  pureft  fpring  is  not  fo  free  from  mud, 
As  I  am  clear  from  treafon  to  my  fovereign : 
Who  can  accufe  me  ?  wherein  am  I  guilty  ? 

Tcrk.  ?Tis  thought,  my  lord,  that  you  took  bribes 
of  France, 

And,  being  protestor,  fray'd  the  foldiers'  pay  ; 
By  means  whereof,  his  Mghnefs  hath  loft  France. 
Glo.  Is  it  but  thought  fo?   What  are  they,  that 
think  it  ? 

I  never  robb'd  the  foldiers  of  their  pay, 

Nor  ever  had  one  penny  bribe  from  France. 

So  help  me  God,  as  I  have  watch'd  the  night, — 

Ay,  night  by  night, — in  fludying  good  for  England ! 

That  doit  that  e'er  I  wrefted  from  the  king, 

Or  any  groat  I  hoarded  to  my  ufe, 

3;e  brought  againit  me  at  my  trial  day  ! 

No  ;  many  a  pound  of  mine  own  proper  flore, 

Becaufe  I  would  not  tax  the  needy  commons, 

Have  I  difburfed  to  the  garrifons, 

And  never  afe'd  for  reflitution. 

Gar.  It  ferves  you  well,  my  lord,  to  fay  fo  much, 
Glo.  I  fay  no  more  than  truth,  fo  help  me  God  ! 
Tork.  In  your  prote&orfhip,  you  did  devife 

Strange  tortures  for  offenders,  never  heard  of. 
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That  England  was  defarn'd  by  tyranny. 

G/q.  Why,  'tis  well  known,  that;  whiles  I  was 
protector, 
Pity  was  aii  the  fault  that  was  in  me  ; 
For  I  ihould  melt  at  an  offender's  tens, 
And  lowly  words  were  ranfom  for  their  fault. 
Unlefs  it  were  a  bloody  murderer, 
Or  foul  felonious  thief,  that  xleec'd  poor  paflengers, 
I  never  gave  them  condign  puniihment: 
Murder,  indeed,  that  bloody  iin,  I  tortur'd 
Above  the  felon,  or  what  trefpafs  elfe. 

Sitf.  My  lord,  thefe  faults  areeafy ,  quickly  anfwer'd: 
But  mightier  crimes  are  laid  unto  your  charge, 
Whereof  you  cannot  eafilv  purge  yourielf. 
1  do  arrell  }ou  in  his  highnelV  name ; 
And  here  commit  you  to  my  lord  cardinal 
To  keep  until  your  further  time  of  trial. 

K.  Henry.  My  lord  of  Glofter,  'tis  my  fpecial  hope, 
That  yon  will  clear  youiiell  from  all  fufoicion ; 
My  conscience  tells  me,  you  are  innocent : 

Glo,  Ah,  gracious  lord,  thefe  days  are  dangerous! 
Virtue  is  choak'd  with  rbul  ambition, 
And  charity  chas'd  hence  by  rancour's  hand  ; 
Foul  fubornation  is  predominant, 
And  equity  exiFd  your  highnefs'  land. 
I  know  their complot  is  to  have  my  life; 
And,  if  my  death  might  make  this  iQand  happy. 
And  prove  the  period  of  their  tyranny, 
I  would  expend  it  with  all  willingnef, : 
But  mine  is  made  the  prologue  to  their  play ; 
For  thouiands  more,  that  yet  iui'pect  no  peril, 
Will  not  conclude  their  plotted  tragedy. 
Be  lufort's  red  fparkling  eyes  blab  his  heart's  malice, 
And  Suffolk's  cloudy  brow  his  ftormy  hate  ; 
Sharp  Buckingham  unburdens  with  his  tongue 
T..e  c  a}  Lous  load  that  lies  upon  his  heart ; 
And  digged  Vork,  khat  reaches  at  the  moon, 
Whole  o/cr- weening  arm  I  have  pluckM  back. 
By  falfe  accufe  doth  level  at  my  life  :  
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And  you,  my  fovereign  lady,  with  the  reft, 

Caufekfs  have  laid  difgraccs  on  my  head ; 

And,  with  your  beft  endeavour,  have  ftirr'd  up 

My  liefeil  liege  to  be  mine  enemy  : — 

Ay,  all  of  you  have  laid  your  heads  together, 

Myfelf  had  notice  of  your  conventicles, 

And  all  to  make  away  my  guiltlefi  life : 

I  (hall  net  want  falfe  witness  to  condemn  me, 

Nor  ftore  of  treafons  to  augment  my  guilt ; 

The  ancient  proverb  will  be  well  effected, 

A  itaffis  quickly  found  to  beat  a  dog. 

Car.  My  liege,  his  railing  is  intolerable, 
If  thofe,  that  care  to  keep  your  royal  perfon 
From  treafon's  fecret  knife, ^and  traitor's  rage, 
Be  thus  upbraided,  chid,  and  rated  at, 
And  the  offender  granted  fcope  of  fpeech, 
'Twill  make  them  cool  in  zeal  unto  your  grace, 

Suf.  Hath  he  not  twit  oar  fovereign  lady  here, 
With  ignominious  words,  though  clerkly  couclfd 
As  if  me  had  fuborned  fome  to  fwear 
Falfe  allegations  to  o'erthrow  his  ftate  ? 

£K  Mar.  But  I  can  give  the  lofer  leave  to  chide, 

GIo.  Far  truer  fpoke,  than  meant;  I  lofe,  indeed; — 
Befhrew  the  winners,  for  they  play  me  falfe  ! — 
And  well  fuch  lofers  may  have  leave  to  fpeak. 

Buck.  He'll  wreR  the  fenfe,  and  hold  us  here  all 
day  : — 

Lord  cardinal,  he  is  your  prifoner. 

Car.  Sirs,  take  away  the  duke,  and  guard  him  fare. 

GIo.  Ah,  thus  king  Henry  throws  away  his  crutch. 
Before  his  legs  be  firm  to  bear  his  body  : 
Thus  is  the  mepherd  beaten  from  thy  fide, 
And  wolves  are  gnarling  who  mall  gnaw  thee  firil. 
Ah,  that  my  fear  were  falfe !  ah,  that  it  were  ! 
For,  good  king  Henry,  thy  decay  I  fear. 

[  Exit  guarcfad. 

K.  Henry.  My  noble  lords,  what  to"yourt  wifdom 
feemeth  befh, 
Do,  or  undo,  as  if  ourfelf  were  here. 
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Mar.  What,  will  your  highnefs  leave  the  par- 
liament ? 

K.  Henry.  Ay,  Margaret :  my  heart  is  drown'd 
with  grief, 

Whole  flood  begins  to  flow  within  mine  eyes ; 
My  body  round  engirt  with  mifery ; 
For  what's  more  miferable  than  difcontent  ? — 
Ah,  uncle  Humphrey  !  in  thy  face  I  fee 
The  map  of  honour,  truth,  and  loyalty  ; 
And  yet,  good  Humphrey,  is  the  hour  to  come, 
That  e'er  I  prov'd  thee  falfe,  or  fear'd  thy  faith. 
What  low 'ring  ftar  now  envies  thy  eQate, 
That  thefe  great  lords,  and  Margaret  our  queen, 
Do  feek  fubverfton  of  thy  harmlefs  life  ? 
Thou  never  didfl  them  wrong,  nor  no  man  wrong  : 
And  as  the  batcher  takes  away  the  calf, 
And  binds  the  wretch,  and  beats  it  when  it  irrays, 
Bearing  it  to  the  bloody  flaughter-hcufe  ; 
Even  fo,  remorfelefs,  have  they  borne  him  hence. 
And  as  the  dam  runs  lowing  up  and  down, 
Looking  the  way  her  harmleis  young  one  went, 
And  can  do  nought  but  wail  her  darling's  lofs ; 
Even  fo  myfelf  bewail  good  Glofler's  cafe, 
With  fad  unhelpful  tears ;  and  with  dimm'd  eyes 
Look  after  him,  and  cannot  do  him  good  ; 
So  mighty  are  his  vowed  enemies. 
His  fortunes  I  will  weep  ;  and,  'twixt  each  groan, 
Say — Who* s  a  traitor  ?  Glojler  he  is  none.  [Exit. 
^  Mar.  Free  lords,  coldfnow  melts  with  the  fun's 
hot  beams. 
Henry  my  lord  is  cold  in  great  affairs, 
Too  full  of  Foolifc  pity  :  and  Glofter's  fliew 
Beguiles  him  as  the  mournful  crocodile 
With  forrow  fnares  relenting  paffengers ; 
Or  as  the  fnake,  roll'd  on  a  flowering  bank, 
Wigi  fliining  checker'd  flough-  doth  fling  a  child, 
That,  for -the  beauty,  thinks  it  excellent. 
Believe  me,  lords,  were  none  more  wife  than  I, 
(And  yet,  herein,  I*judge  my  own  wit  good) 
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This  Glofter  mould  be  quickly  rid  ink  world, 
To  rid  us  from  the  fear  we  have  of  him. 

Car.  That  he  fhould  die,  is  worthy  policy  ; 
But  yet  we  want  a  colour  for  his  death. 
'Tis  meet,  he  be  condemn'd  by  courfe  of  law. 

Suf  But,  in  my  mind,  that  were  no  policy  ; 
The  king  will  labour  Hill  to  fave  his  life, 
The  commons  haply  rife  to  fave  his  life ; 
And  yet  we  have  but  trivial  argument, 
More  than  miilrulr.,  that  iliews  him  worthy  deal 

Ycrk.  So  that,  by  this,  you  would  net  have  him 

Suf  Ah,  York,  no  man  alive  lb  fain  as  I. 

York.  JTis  York  that  hath  more  reafon  For 
death. — 

But,  my  lord  Cardinal,  and  you,  my  lord  of  Suiibl 
Say  as  you  think,  and  fpeak  it  from  your  fouls,- 
Wer't  not  ail  one,  an  empty  eagle  were  fet 
To  guard  the  chicken  from  a  hungry  kite, 
As  place  duke  Humphrey  for  the  king's  protedlc 
^  Mar.  So  the  poor  chicken  mould  be  lure  of  d< 
Suf  Madam,  'tis  true;  And  wert  not  rnad 
then 

To  make  the  fox  furveyor  of  the  fold  r 
Who  being  accus'd  a  crafty  murderer, 
His  guilt  mould  be  but  idly  polled  over, 
Becaufe  his  purpofe  is  not  executed. 
No  ;  let  him  die  ;  in  that  he  is  a  fox, 
By  nature  prov'd  an  enemy  to  the  flock, 
Before  his  chaps  be  ftain'd  with  crimfon  blcod ; 
As  Humphrey  prov'd  by  reaibns  to  my  liege. 
And  do  not  Hand  on  quillets,  how  to  ihy  hitri  : 
Be  it  by  gins,  by  (hares,  by  fubtilty, 
Sleeping,  or  waking,  'tis  no  matter  how, 
So  he  be  dead ;  for  that  is  good  deceit 
Which  mates  him  firft,  that  firft  intends  deceit. 
£>.  Mar.  Thrice  noble  Suffolk,,  '  tis  refolutcly  fj 
Suf  Not  refolute,  except  fo  much  were  don£ 
For  things  are  often  ipoke,  and  { :!dom  meant : 
But,  that  my  heart  aCcordeth  with  rny  tc&gu.v- 
Vol.Y.  M 
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Seeing  the  deed  is  meritorious, 

And  to  preferve  my  fovereign  from  his  foe, — 

Say  but  the  word,  and  I  will  be  his  pried. 

Car.  But  I  would  have  him  dead,  my  lor  i  of  Suffolk, 
Ere  you  can  take  due  orders  for  a  priert : 
Say,  you  confent,  and  cenfure  well  the  deed, 
And  I'll  provide  his  executioner, 
I  tender  fo  the  fafety  of  my  liege. 

Suf.  Here  is  my  hand,  the  deed  is  worthy  doing. 

And  fo  fay  I. 
York.  And  I :  and  now  we  three  have  fpoke  it, 
It  /kills  not  greatly  who  impugns  our  doom. 

Ehter  a  Poft. 
Poft.  Great  lords,  from  Ireland  am  I  come  amain, 
To  jignify- — that  rebels  there  are  up, 
And  put  the  Englifhinen  unto  the  1  word  : 
Send  fuccours,  lords,  and  ftop  the  rage  betime, 
Before  the  wound  do  grow  incurable; 
For,  being  green,  there  i:>  great  hope  of  help. 

Car.  A  breach  that  craves  a  quick  expedient  Hop  ! 
What counfel  give  you  in  this  weighty  caufe: 

York.  That  Someffet  be  fent  a  regent  thither : 
'Tis  meet,  that  lucky  ruler  be  employ'd  ; 

Witnefs  the  fortune  he  hath  had  in  France.  

Som.  If  York,  with  all  his  far-fet  policy, 
Had  been  the  regent  there  inilead  of  me, 
He  never  would  have  ilaid  in  France  fo  long. 

York.  No,  not  to  lofe  it  all,  as  thou  haft  done: 
I  rather  would  have  loll  my  life  betimes, 
Than  bring  a  burden  of  dilhonour  home, 
By  fta)  ing  there  fo  long,  'till  all  were  loll. 
Shew  me  one  fear  characler'd  on  thy  (kin  : 
Men's  flefh  preferv'd  fo  whole,  do  leldom  win. 
O.  Mar.  Nay  then,  this  fpurk  will  prove  a  raging 
fire, 

If  wind  and  fuel  be  brought  to  feed  it  with : 
No  more,  good  York  ; — iweet  Somerfet,  be  Hill ; — 
Tin'  fortune,  York,  hudit  thou  been  regent  there, 
Pvlight  happily  have  prov'd  far  worfe  than  his. 
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fori.  What,  wbrfe  than  nought?  nay,  then  a  fhame 
take  all ! 

S'om.  And,  in  the  number,  thee,  that  wifhea  ma  me  I 

Car.  Mv  lord  of  York,  try  what  your  fdftiinc  is, 
The  uncivil  kerns  cf  Ireland  are  in  arms, 
And  temper  clay  with  blood  of  Englishmen  : 
To  Ireland  will  you  lead  a  band  cf  men, 
Collected  choicely,  from  each  county  fome, 
And  try  your  hap  againft  the  Iriihmen  ? 

York.  I  will,  my  lord,  fo  pleafe  his  m'ajefty. 

Suf.  Why,  our  authority  is  his  confent ; 
And,  what  we  do  eilabliih,  he  confirms : 
Then,  noble  York,  take  thou  this  tafk  in  hand. 

Tori.  1  am  content :  Provide  me  foldiers,  lords, 
Whiles  I  take  order  for  mine  own  affairs. 

Suf.  A  charge,  lord  Y ork,  that  I  will  fee  perform'd. 
But  now  return  we  to  the  falfe  duke  Humphrey. 

Car.  No  more  of  him  ;  for  I  will  deal  with  him, 
That,  henceforth,  he  mail  trouble  us  no  more. 
And  fo  break  off :  the  day  is  almoft  fpent:— 
Lord  Suffolk,  you  and  I  mall  talk  of  that  event. 

York.  My  lord  of  Suffolk,  within  fourteen  days, 
At  Briftol  I  ex  peel  my  foldiers  ; 
For  there  I'll  fhip  them  all  for  Ireland. 

Suf.  I'll  lee  it  truly  done,  my  lord  of  York. 

'  [Exeunt  all  but  York. 

York.  Now,   York,  or  never,  ileal  thy  fearful 
thoughts, 
And  change  mifdoubt  to  refolution: 
Be  that  thou  hop'ft  to  be  ;  or  what  thou  art 
Refign  to  death,  it  is  not  worth  the  enjoying: 
Let  pale-fac'd  fear  keep  with  the  mean  born  man, 
And  find  no  harbour  in  a  royal  heart. 
Fader  than  (pring-time  mowers,  comes  thought  on 
thought ; 

And  not  a  thought,  but  thinks  on  dignity. 
My  brain,  more  bufy  than  the  labouring  {piler, 
Weaves  tedious  fnares  to  trap  mine  enemies. 
Well,  nobles,  well ;  'tis  politicly  done, 
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To  lend  me  packing  with  an  holt  cf  men  : 
T  fear  me,  you  but  warm  the  ftarved  {hake, 
Who,  c>erifh'd  in  your  breafts,  will  fling  your  hearts. 
'Twas  men  I  lack'd,  and  you  will  give  them  me; 
I  take  it  kindly  ;  yet,  be  well  aflur'd 
You  put  (harp  weapons  in  a  mad-man's  hands. 
Whiles  I  in  Ireland  nourifh  a  mighty  band, 
I  will  ftir  up  in  England  fome  black  ftorm, 
Shall  blow  ten  thcufand  fouls  to  heaven,  or  hell-: 
And  this  fell  temped  mail  not  ceafe  to  rage 
Until  the  golden  circuit  on  my  head, 
Like  to  the  glorious  fun's  tranfparent  beams, 
Do  calm  the  fury  of  this  mad-bred  flaw. 
And,  for  a  minifler  of  my  intent, 
I  have  feduc'ct  a  head-ftrong  Kentifhman, 
John  Cade  of  Afhford, 
To  make  commotion,  as  full  well  he  can, 
Und  er  the  title  of  John  Mortimer. 
In  Ireland  have  I  feen  this  flubborn  Cade 
OppoTe  himfelf  againil  a  troop  of  kerns  ; 
'  And  fought  fo  long,  'till  that  his  thighs  with  darts 
Were  almoft  like  a  iharp-quilFd  porcupine  : 
Ana,  in  the  end  being  refcu'd,  I  have  feen  him 
Caper  upright  like  to  a  wild  Morifco, 
Shaking  the  bloody  darts,  as  he  his  bells. 
Full  often,  like  a  ftiag-hair'd  crafty  kern, 
Math  he  converfed  with  the  enemy  1 
\nd  undifcover'd  come  to  me  again, 
And  given  me  notice  of  then  villanies. 
Ti  is  devil  here  ihall  be  my  fubflitute  : 
For  that  John  Mortimer,  which  now  is  dead, 
In  face,  in  gait,  in  fpcech  he  doth  refembU: : 
By  this  1  fiiall  perceive  the  commons'  minds, 
How  they  afle£t  tl>e  houfe  and  claim  of  York. 
Say,  he  be  taken,  rack'J,  and  tortured  ; 
I  know,  no  pain,  they  can  inflict  upon  hina, 
Will  make  him  fay — 1  moy'd  him  to  thofe  arms. 
Say,  that  he  thrive,  (as  'tis  great  like  he  will)  - 
Why,  then  from  Ireland  come  I  with  my  llrcngth, 
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And  reap  the  harveft  which  that  rafcal  fowYi : 

For,  Humphrey  being  dead,  as  he  (hall  be, 

And  Henry  put  apart,  the  next  for  me.  [Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

An  apartment  in  the  Palace, 
Enter  two  or  three,  ru.7ini?ig  over  the  f  age,  from  the 

murder  cf  duke  Humphrey. 
Fir/?  M.  Run  to  my  lord  of  Suffolk: ,  let  him  know, 
We  have  difpatch'd  the  duke,  as  he  commanded. 
Second  M.  O,  that  it  were  to  do  ! — What  have  we 
done  ? 

Didft  ever  hear  a  man  fo  penitent? 

Enter  Suffolk, 
Flrft  M.  Here  comes  my  lord. 
Suf.  Now,  firs,  have  you  difpatch'd  this  thing? 
Firft  M,  Ay,  my  good  lord,  he's  dead. 
Suhyfhfj  that's  well  laid.    Go,  get  you  to  my 
houfe ; 

J  will  reward  you  for  this  venturous  deed. 

The  king  and  all  the  peers  are  here  at  hand  :• —  - 

Have  you  laid  fair  the  bed?  are  all  things  well, 
According  as  I  gave  directions  ? 
Firjt  M.  Yes,  my  good.  lord. 

Suf.  Away,  begone!  [Exeunt  Murderer;, 

Enter  King  Henry,  the  Queen,  Cardinal,  Somerfet,  with 
Attendants . 

K.  Henry.  Go  call  our  uncle  to  our  prefence  ftraight: 
Say,  we  intend  to  try  his  grace  to-day, 
If  he  be  guilty,  as  'tis  publimed. 

Suf  I'll  call  him  prefently,  my  noble  lord.  [Exit. 

K.  Henry.  Lords,  take  your  places And  I  pray 
you  all, 

Proceed  no  itraiter  'gain!!  our  uncle  Glofter, 
Than  from  true  evidence,  of  good  efleem, 
He  be  approved  in, practice  culpable.  " 

Mar.  God  forbid,  any  malice  fhoaid  prevail, 
That  fiul  dels  may  condemn  a  nobleman  ! 
Pray  God,  he  may  acquit  him  of  fufpicion! 
'  M  2 
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K.  Henry.  I  thank  thee :  Well,  thefe  words  content 

me  much.  

Re-enter  Suffolk. 
How  now  ?  why  look'fr.  thou  paie?  why  tremblerf  thou? 
Where  is  our  uncle  ?  what  is  the  matter,  Suffolk? 
Suf  Dead  in  his  bed,  my  lord  ;  Glofter  is  dead. 
9.  Mar.  Marry,  God  forefend ! 
Car.  G  od's  fecret  j  udgment :— I  did  dream  to-night, 
The  duke  was  dumb,  and  could  notTpeak  a  word. 

[  1  'he  king Jhsjoons. 
Mar.  Flow  fares  my  lord  ? — Help,  lords !  the 
king  is  dead. 
Sotto.  Rear  up  his  body  ;  wring  hi^n  by  the.  nofe. 
Mar.  Run,  go,  help,  help  ! — Oh,  Henry,  ope 
thine  eyes ! 

Suf.  He  doth  revive  again  ; — Madam,  be  patient. 

X.  Henry.  O  heavenly  God!  . 

9\  Mar.  How  fares  my  gracious  lord  ? 

Suf  Comfort,  my  fovereign!   gracious  Henry, 

comfort ! 

K.  Henry.  What,  doth  my  lord  of  Suffolk  comfort 

me  ? 

Came  he  right  now  to  fmg  a  raven's  note, 
Whole  difmal  tune  bereft  my  vital  powers ; 
And  thinks  he,  that  the  chirping  of  a  wren, 
By  crying  comfort  from  a  hollow  breart, 
Can  chafe  away  the  firft-conceived  found  ? 
Hide  not  thy  poifon  with  fuch  fugar'd  words. 
Lay  not  thy  hands  on  me  ;  forbear,  I  fay  ; 
Their  touch  affrights  me,  as  a  ferpent's  Ming. 
Thou  baleful  mefienger,  out  of  my  fight ! 
Upon  thy  eye-balls  mumpfous  tyranny 
Sits,  in  grim  majelty,  to  fright  the  world. 
Look  net  upon  me,  for  thine  eyes  are  wounding  :— 
Yet  do  not  go  away  • — Come,  baflifk, 
And  kill  the  innocent  gazer  with  thy  fight : 
For  in  the  fliade  of  death  i  mall  find  joy  ; 
In  life,  but  double  death,  now  Glower's  dead. 
<g§  Mar.  Wfcy  do  you  rate  my  lord  of  Suffolk  thus  ? 
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Although  the  duke  was  enemy  to  him, 

Yet  he,  mo  ft  chriitian-like,  laments  his  death  : 

And  for  nryfelf, — foe  as  he  was  to  me, 

Might  liquid  tears,  or  heart-offending  groans, 

Or  blood-confuming  fighs  recall  his  life, 

I  would  be  blind  with  weeping,  lick  with  groans, 

Look  pale  as  primrofe,  with  blood-drinking  fighs , 

And  all  to  have  the  noble  duke  alive. 

What  know  I  how  the  world  may  deem  of  me  ? 

For  it  is  known,  we  were  but  hollow  friends ; 

It  may  be  judg'd,  1  made  the  duke  away  : 

So  lhall  my  name  with  (lander's  tongue  be  wounded, 

And  princes'  courts  be  fill-'d  with  my  reproach. 

This  get  I  by  his  death  :  Ah  me,  unhappy  ! 

To  be  a  queen,  and  crown'd  with  infamy  ! 

K.  Henry.  Ah,  woe  is  me  for  G loiter,  wretched  man ! 
Mar.  Be  woe  forme,  more  wretched  than  he  is. 
What,  doft  thou  turn  away,  and  hide  thy  face? 
I  am  no  loathfome  leper,  look  on  me. 
What,  art  thou,  like  the  adder,  waxen  deaf? 
Be  poifonous  too,  and  kill  thy  forlorn  queen. 
Is  all  thy  comfort  Ihut  in  Gloiter's  tomb  ? 
Why,  then  dame  Margaret  was  ne'er  thy  joy  : 
Eredl  his  ftatue  then,  and  worihip  it, 
And  make  my  image  but  an  ale-honfe  fign.  / 
Was  I,  for  this,  nigh  wreck'd  upon  the  fea ; 
And  twice  by  awkward  wind  from  England's  bank 
Drove  back  again  unto  my  native  clime  ? 
What  boded  this,  but  well-fore-warning  wind 
Did  feem  to  fay, — Seek  not  a  fcorpion's  neit, 
Nor  fet  no  footing  on  this  unkind  more? 
What  did  I  then,  but  curs'd  the  gentle  guits, 
And  he  that  loosed,  them  from  their  brazen  caves : 
And  bid  them  blow  towards  England's  bleiTed  mere* 
Or  turn  our  item  upon  a  dreadful  rock  ? 
Yet  JEolus  would  not  be  a  murderer, 
But  left  that  hateful  ofiice  unto  thee : 
The  pretty  vaulting  fea  refus'd  to  drown  me  ; 
Knowing  that  thou  would'ft  have  me  drown'd  on  more 
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With  tears  as  fait  as  Tea  through  thy  unkindnefs : 
The  fplitting  rocks  cowr'd  in  the  finking-  fends, 
And  would  not  dam  me  with  their  ragged  ildes ; 
Becaufe  thy  flinty  heart,  more  hard  than  they, 
Might  in  thy  palace  perifh  Margaret. 
As  far  as  I  could  ken  thy  chalky  cliffs, 
When  from  thy  more  the  tempefl  beat  us  back, 
I  ilood  upon  the  hatches  la  the  Horm  : 
A  ad  when  the  dufky  iky  began  to  rob 
I\Iy  earner-gaping  light  of  thy  land's  view, 
1  took  a  coiUy  jewel  from  my  neck, — 
A  heart  it  was,  bound  in  with  diamonds, — 
And  threw  it  towards  thy  land;  the^fea  received  it; 
And,  fo,  I  wifn'd,  thy  body  might  my  heart: 
And  even  with  this,  I  loft  fair  England's  view, 
And  bid  mine  eyes  be  packing  with  my  heart; 
And  caii'd  them  blind  and  dully  fpeclacles, 
For  iofng  ken  of  Albion's  wifhed  coait. 
How  often  have  I  tempted  Suffolk's  tongue 
(The  agent  of  thy  foul  inconllancy) 
To  fit  and  witch  me,  as  Afcanius  did, 
When  he  to  madding  Dido  would  unfold 
His  father's  acfs,  commenc'd  in  burning  Troy? 
Am  I  not  witch'd  like  her?  or  thou  not  falfe  like  him  ? 
Ah  me,  I  can  no  more  !  Die,  Margaret ! 
Tor  Henry  weeps,  that  thou  doft  live  fo  long. 
Ncife  nmtbin.    Enter  V/ or -rick,  Salijlicry,  and  many 
CcwKmons. 

War.  It  is  reported,  mighty  fovereign, 
That  good  duke  Humphrey  traiterouHy  ismurder'd 
By  Suffolk's  and  the  cardinal  Beaufort's  means. 
The  commons,  like  an  angry  hive  of  bees, 
That  want  their  leader,  fcatter  up  and  down, 
And  care  not  who  they  fting  in  his  revenge. 
rVlyfelf  have  calm'd  their  fpleenful  mutiny, 
Until  they  hear  the  order  of  his  death. 

K.  Henry.  That  he  is  dead,  good  Warwick,  'tis 
too  true  ; 

But  how  he  died,  God  knows,  not  Henry  : 
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Enter  his  chamber,  view  his  brcathlefs  corpfe, 
And  comment  then  upon  his  Aid  dm  death. 

War.  That  ftiall  i  do,  my  liege: — Stay,  Salifbury, 
With  the  rude  multitude,  till  I  return. 

[  Warwick  goes  in. 
K.  Henry.  O  Thou  that  judge;!  ail  things,  ftay  my 
thoughts ; 

My  thoughts,  that  labour  to  periuade  my  foul, 
Seine  violent  hands  were  laid  on  Humphrey's  life  ! 
If  my  fufpect  be  falfe,  forgive  me,  God  ; 
For  judgment  only  doth  belong  to  thee ! 
Fain  would  I  go  to  chafe  his  paly  lips 
With  twenty  thoufand  kifies,  and  to  drain 
Upon  his  face  an  ocean  of  fait  tears ; 
To  tell  my  love  unto  his  dumb  deaf  trunk, 
And  with  my  ringers  feel  his  hand  unfeeling  : 
But  all  in  vain  are  thefe  mean  obfequies ; 
And,  to  fnrvey  his  dead  and  earthly  image, . 
What  were  it  but  to  make jny  forrow  greater  ? 

[4  bed,  with  Ghfier's  body,  put  forth. 
War.  Come  hither,  gracious  iovereign,  view  this 
body. 

K .  Henry.  T  hat  is  to  fee  how  deep  my  grave  is  made : 
For,  with  his  foul,  fled  all  my  worldly  folace  ; 
For  feeing  him,  I  fee  my  life  in  death. 

War.  As  iurely  as  my  foul  intends  to  live 
With  that  dread  King,  that  took  our  Hate  upon  him 
To  free  us  from  his  Father's  wrathful  curfe, 
1  do  believe  that  violent  hands  were  laid 
Upon  the  life  of  this  thrice -famed  duke. 

Suf.  A  dreadful  oath,  fworn  with  a  folemh  tongue ! 
What  initance  gives  lord  Warwick  for  his  vow  ? 

War.  See,  how  the  blood  is  fettled  in  his  face  ! 
Oft  have  I  feen  a  timely-parted  ghed, 
Of  amy  femblance,  meagre,  pale,  and  bloodlefs, 
Being  all  defcended  to  the  labouring  heart ; 
Who,  in  the  conflict  that  it  holds  with  death, 
Attracts  the  fame  for  aidance  'gainil  the  enemy  ; 
Which  with  the  heart  there  cools,  and  ne'er  returneth 
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To  bld&  and  beautify  the  cheek  again. 

But  fee,  his  race  is  black,  and  full  of  blood  ; 

His  eye-balls  further  out  than  when  he  lir'd, 

Staring  full  ghaiHy  like  a  itrangied  man: 

His  hair  up-reard,  his  no.triis  ftretch'd  with  ilrug- 

His  hands  abroad  diihiay' J,  as  one  that  ^ruip'd 
lad  tugg'd  for  life,  ar.d  was  by  ftrength  fsbda'd. 
Lzck  on  the  iheets,  his  hair,  you  fee,  is  llicking; 
His  well  proportioned  beard  made  rough  and  rugged,, 
Like  to  the  fammer's  corn  by  ternpeit  lodg'd. 
It  came:  be,  bat  he  was  marder'd  here ; 
The  lestA  of  all  thefe  ilgns  were  probable. 
Smf.  Why,  Warwick,  who  fhould  do  the  duke  to 
death : 

Uyfelf,  and  Beaufort,  had  him  in  protection  : 
An  1  we,  I  hope,  i:r,  are  no  murderers. 

War,  But  both  of  you  were  vow'd  duke  Hum- 
phrey's fees ; 
And  you,  f  jrfocth,  had  the  good  cuke  to  keep  ; 
'Tis  like,  you  would  not  fcait  him  like  a  friend  ; 
Ana,  'tis  weil  feen,  he  found  an  enemy. 

i£.  Mar.  Then  you,  belike,  iufpeck  thefe  noblemen 
As  guiltv  of  duke  Humphrey's  timelefs  death. 

War.  Who  rinds  the  heifer  dead,  and  bleeding  freih, 
And  fees  fail  by  a  butcher  with  an  axe, 
But  wiii  iuipect,  'twas  he  that  made  the  flaughter? 
Who  Ends  the  partridge  in  the  puttock's  neit, 
But  may  imagine  how  the  bird  was  de.id, 
Although  the  kite  foar  with  unbloody  beak? 
Even  fo  iuipicious  is  this  tragedy. 

^  Mar.  Are  you  the  buccner,  Suffolk?  where's 
your  knife  ? 

[1  Beaufort  term'd  a  kite  ?  where  are  his  talons  ? 

Saf.  I  wear  no  knife,  to  daughter  deeping  men  ; 
Bat  acre's  a  vengeful  fword,  rutted  with  eaie, 
That  ihail  be  fcoured  in  his  rancorous  heart, 
That  iL  :de:>  m  *  with  murder's  crimfon  badge  : — 
Say,  if  thoa  dar'ft  proud  lord  of  Warwickshire, 
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That  1  am  faulty  in  duke  Humphrey's  death. 

[Exit  Cardinal, 

War.  What  dares  not  Warwick,  if  falfe  Suffolk 
dare  him  ? 

0.  Mar.  He  dares  not  calm  his  contumelious  fpiritj 
Nor  ceafe  to  be  an  arrogant  controller, 
Though  Suffolk;  dare  him  twenty  thoufand  times. 

War.  Madam,  be  ftill ;  with  reverence  may  I  lay  it ; 
For  every  word,  you  fpeak  in  his  behalf, 
Is  (lander  to  your  royal  dignity. 

Suf.  Elunt-witted  lord,  ignoble  in  demeanour ! 
If  ever  lady  wrong'd  her  lord  fo  much, 
Thy  mother  took  into  her  blameful  bed 
Some  Hern  untutor'd  churl,  and  noble  fiock 
Was  graft  with  crab -tree  flip ;  whofe  fruit  thou  art,, 
And  never  of  the  Nevils'  noble  race, 

War.  But  that  the  guilt  of  murder  bucklers  thee, 
And  I  mould  rob  the  death's-man  of  his  fee, 
Quitting  thee  thereby  of  ten  thoufand  fhames, 
And  that  my  fovereign's  prefence  makes  me  mild, 
I  would,  falfe  murderous  coward,  on  thy  knee 
Make  thee  beg  pardon  for  thy  palled  fpeech, 
And  fay — it  was  thy  mother  that  thou  meant'ft, 
That  thou  thyfelf  was  born  in  baftardy  : 
And,  after  all  this  fearful  homage  done, 
Give  thee  thy  hire,  and  fend  thy  foul  to  hell, 
Pernicious  blood-fucker  of  fieeping  men  ! 

Suf.  Thou  malt  be  waking,  while  I  fhed  thy  blood, 
If  from  this  prefence  thou  darrl  go  with  me. 

War.  Away  even  now,  or  I  will  drag  thee  hence  : 
Unworthy  though  thou  art,  I'll  cope  with  thee, 
And  do  iome  fervice  to  duke  Humphrey's  ghoft. 

\  Exeunt. 

K.  Henry,  What  ilronger  breaft-plate  than  a  heart 
untainted ! 

Thrice  is  he  arm'd,  that  hath  his  quarrel  j u it ; 
And  he  but  naked,  though  lock'd  up  in  ilecl, 
Whofe  ccnfcience  with  injufiice  is  corrupted 

[A  noi/e  wtfthiit* 
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£KMar.  What  noife  Is  this  ? 

Re-enter  Suffolk  and  Warwick,  with  their  weapons 
dra-tvn. 

K.  Henry,  Why,  how  now,  lords  ?  your  wrathful 
.  weapons  drawn 

Here  in  our  pretence  ?  dare  you  be  fo  bold  ?  

Why,  what  tumultuous  clamour  have  we  here? 
Suf,  The  traitorous  Warwick;  with  the  men  of 
Bury, 

Set  all  upon  me,  mighty  fovereign. 

Noife  of  a  cro-ivd  within.    Enter  Salifeitry, 
Sal.  Sirs,  ftand  apart ;  the  king  ihaii  know  your 
mind. — 

Dread  lord,  the  commons  fend  you  word  by  me, 
Unlefs  lord  Suffolk  flraight  be  done  to  death, 
Or  banifhed  fair  England's  territories, 
They  will  by  violence  tear  him  from  your  palace, 
And  torture  him  with  grievous  Iing'rhYg  death. 
They  fay,  by  him  the  good  duke  Humphrey  died; 
.  They  fay,  in  him  they  fear  your  highnefs'  death  ; 
And  mere  inilincl  of  love,  and  loyalty, — 
Free  from  a  ftubborn  oppofite  intent, 
As  being  thought  to  contradict  your  liking, — 
Makes  them  thus  forward  in  his  banimnunt. 
They  fay,  in  care  of  your  moil  royal  perfon, 
That,  if  your  highnefs  fhould  intend  to  fleep, 
And  charge — that  no  mars  fhculd  diftttrb  your  reft, 
In  pain  of  your  dfflfke,  or  pain  of  death  ; 
Yet,  notwithstanding  fiteh  a  ftrait  edicl, 
Were  there  a  ferpent  feen  with  fork(  d  tongue, 
That  fliiy  glided  towards  your  rnajefty, 
It  were  but  necefTary  you  were  wak'd  ; 
Left,  being  fcfFer'd  iiYthat  harmful  (lumber, 
The  mortal  worm  might  make  the  deep  eternal* ; 
And  therefore  do  they  cry,  though  you  forbid  , 
That  they  will  guard  yen,  whe'r  you  will,  Qi  ho, 
From  fuel)  fell  ferpents  as  falfc  Suffolk  is  ; 
With  whofe  envenomed  and  fatal  Ring, 
Your  loving  uncle,  twenty  times  his  worth, 
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They  fay,  is  fhamefully  bereft  of  life. 

Commms.  \Witkin.\  Ananfwer  from  the  kin?,,  my 
lord  of  Salilbury.  6  y 

0  rTif  like' the  commons,  rude  unpolinYd  hind* 
Could  fend  fuch  me%e  to  their  fovereio-n  • 

But  you,  my  lord,  were  glad  to  be  employ  M, 

1  o  inew  how  quaint  an  orator  you  are :  " 
But  all  the  honour  Salifbury  hath  won, 
Is— that  he  was  the  lord  ambaffador,  ' 
Sent  from  a  fort  of  tinkers  to  the  king 

Witti*.  An -fefwer  from  the  king,  or  we  will  all 
break  in. 

K  Hex   Go  Salifcury,  and  tell  them  all  from  me, 
1  thank  them  for  their  tender  loving  care  • 
And  had  I  not  been  cited  fo  by  them, 
Yet  did  I  purpofe  as  they  do  entreat ; 
i'or,  fure,  my  thoughts  do  hourly  prophefy 
Mifciiance  unto  my  flute  by  Suffolks  means. 
And  tnerefore,-by  his  Majefty,  J  fwear, 

vVhofe  far  unworthy  deputy  I  am,  

He  mail  not  breathe  infection  in  this  air 
But  three  days  longer,  on  the  pain  of  death. 

§         ?Th  Hen7>  1«  me  plead  forgentLluffolk ! 

N«  more  I  fay ;  ,f  thou  dolt  plead  foFhim, 

Thou  wilt  but  add  increafe  unto  my  wrath. 

Had  I  but  faid,  I  would  have  kept  my  word  • 

But,  when  I  fwear,  it  is  irrevocable 

if,  after  three  days  fpace,  thou  here  be'ft  found 

Un  any  ground  that  I  am  ruler  of, 

The  world  (ball  not  be  ranfem  for  thv  life  — 

Come,  Warwick,  come,  good  Warwick,  go  with  me  • 

1  have  great  matters  to  impart  to  thee. 

O  r/r     »r/  XExeunt  aH       SmJUk  and  the  %ueen. 
^MarMikhznce,  and  forrow,  go  along  with  vou ' 
Hearth  difcontent,  and  four  amnion,     *  ' 
Ce_  play-fellows  to  keep  you  company  ! 
1  here  s  two  of  you;  the  devil  make  a  third  ' 
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And  three-fold  vengeance  tend  upon  your  fteps ! 

Suf,  Ceafe,  gentle  queen^  thefe  execrations ; 
And  let  thy  Suffolk  take  his  heavy  leave. 

$>.  Mar.  Fie,  coward  woman,   and  foft-hearted 
wretch ! 

Haft  thou  not  fpirit  to  curfe  thine  enemies  ? 

Si/f.  A  plague  upon  them!  wherefore  fhould  I 
curfe  them  ? 

Would  curfes  kill,  as  doth  the  mandrake's  groan, 
I  would  invent  as  bitter  fearching  terms, 
As  curft,  as  harm,  and  horrible  to  hear, 
Deliver'd  ftrcngly  through  my  fixec^  teeth, 
With  full  as  many  iigns  of  deadly  hate, 
As  lean-fac'd  Envy  in  her  loathfome  cave  : 
My  tongue  mould  ftumble  in  mine  earneft  words ; 
Mine  eyes  fthould  iparkle  like  the  beaten  flint ; 
My  hair  be  fix  d  on  end,  as  one  diftraft ; 
Ay,  every  joint  fhould  feem  to  curfe  and  ban  : 
And  even  now  my  burden'd  heart  would  break, 
Should  1  not  curfe  them.    Poifon  be  their  drink  ! 
Gall,  worfe  than  gall,  the  daintieft  that  they  tafte ! 
Their  fweeteft  made,  a  grove  of  cyprefs  trees, 
Their  chiefeft  profpecl,  murdering  baiilifks  ! 
Their  fofteft  touch,  as  fmart  as  lizards'  ftings ! 
Their  mufic,  frightful  as  the  ferpent's  hifs ; 
And  boding  fcreech-owls  make  the  concert  full ! 

All  the  foul  terrors  in  dark-feated  hell  

Mar.  Enough,  fweet  Suffolk,  thou  torment'ft 
thyfelf: 

And  thefe  dread  curfes— like  the  fun  'gain ft  glafs, 
Or  like  an  over-charged  gun, — recoil, 
And,  turn  the  force  of  them  upon  thyfelf. 

Suf.  You  bade  me  ban,  and  will  you  bid  me  leave  I 
Now ,  by  the  ground  that  I  am  banifh'd  from, 
Well  could  I  curfe  away  a  winter's  night, 
Though  Jtanding  naked  on  a  mountain  top, 
Where  biting  cold  would  never  let  grafs  grow. 
And  think  it  but  a  minute  (pent  in  fport. 
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ij\  Mar.  Oh,  let  me  entreat  thee  ceafe  !  Give  mc 
thy  hand, 

That  I  may  dew  it  with  my  mournful  tears ; 
Nor  let  the  rain  of  heaven  wet  this  place, 
To  warn  away  my  woful  monuments. 
Oh,  could  this  kiis  be  printed  on  thy  hand ; 

\_ki/J'es  his  hand. 
That  thou  might' ft  think  upon  thefe  by  thefeal, 
Through  whom  a  thoufand  fighs  are  breath'd  for  thee ! 
So,  get  thee  gone,  that  I  may  know  my  grief ; 
'Tis  but  furmis'd  whilft  thou  art  ftanding  by, 
As  one  that  furfeits  thinking  on  a  want. 
I  will  repeal  thee,  or,  be  well  affur'd, 
Adventure  to  be  baniihed  myfelf : 
And  baniihed  I  am,  if  but  from  thee. 
Go,  fpeak  not  to  me ;  even  now  be  gone. — 
Oh,  go  not  yet !—  Even  thus  two  friends  condemn'd 
Embrace,  and  kifs,  and  take  ten  thoufand  leaves, 
Lother  a  hundred  times  to  part  than  die. 
Yet  now  farewell ;  and  farewell  life  with  thee  ! 

Suf.  Thus  is  poor  Suffolk  ten  times  banifhed, 
Once  by  the  king,  and  three  times  thrice  by  thee, 
*Tis  not  the  land  I  care  for,  wert  thou  hence ; 
A  wildernefs  is  populous  enough, 
So  Suffolk  had  thy  heavenly  company  ; 
For  where  thou  art,  there  is  the  world  itfelf, 
With  every  feveral  pleafure  in  the  world  ; 
And  where  thou  art  not,  defolation. 
I  can  no  more  : — Live  thou  to  joy  thy  life  ; 
Myfelf  no  joy  in  nought,  but  that  thou  liv'il. 
Enter  Faux. 

£K  Mar.  Whither  goes  Vaux  fo  fail!  what  news, 
I  pr'ythee  ? 

Vaux.  To  iignify  unto  his  majefty, 
That  cardinal  Beaufort  is  at  point  of  death  : 
For  fuddenly  a  grievous  ficknefs'  took  him, 
That  makes  him  gafp,  and  Rare,  and  catch  the  air, 
Blafpheming  God,  and  curling  men  on  earth. 
Sometime,  he  talks  as  if  duke  Humphrey's  ghoft 
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Were  by  his  fide  ;  fometime,  he  calls  the  king, 
And  whifpers  to  his  pillow,  as  to  him, 
The  fee  pets  of  his  over-  charged  foul : 
Ana  I  am  fen:  to  tell  his  majefty. 
Tnat  even  now  he  cries  aloud  for  him. 

Q~  Mir.  Go,  tell  this  heavy  meffage  to  the  king. 

[Exit  Faux. 

Ay  me  !  what  is  this  world  ?  what  news  are  thefe  ? 
But  wherefore  grieve  I  at  an  hour's  poor  Iofs? 
Omitting  Suffolk's  exile,  my  foul's  treafure  r 
Why  only,  Suffolk ,  mourn  I  not  for  thee, 
And  with  the  fouthern  clouds  contend  in  tears  ; 
1  heirs  for  the  earth's  increafe.  mine  for  my  fori  ows  ? 
Now,  get  thee  hence. — The  king,  thou  know'it,  is 
coming ; 

If  thou  be  found  with  me,  thou  art  but  dead. 

S;f.  If  I  depart  from  thee,  I  cannot  live  : 
And  in  thy  fi^ht  to  die,  what  were  it  elfe, 
But  like  a  plea  fan  t  Bomber  in  thy  lap  ? 
Here  could  I  breathe  my  foul  into  the  air, 
As  mild  and  gentle  as  the  cradle  babe, 
Dying  with  mother**  dug  between  its  lips  : 
Where,  from  thy  fight.  1  mould  be  raging  mad, 
And  cry  out  for  thee  to  dole  up  mine  eyes, 
To  have  thee  with  thy  lips  to  ltop  my  mouth ; 

(hooldft  thou  either  turn  my  flying  foul, 
Or  I  (hould  breathe  it  fo  into  thy  body, 
And  then  it  tit  M  in  fweet  Elyfium. 
To  die  by  thee,  were  but  to  die  in  jeil ; 
From  thee  to  die,  were  torture  more  than  death  ; 
O,  Let  me  day,  befel  what  may  befal. 

0.  Mar.  Away!  though  parting  be  a  fretful  cor- 
rcfive, 

Jt  is  applied  to  a  deathful  wound. 
To  France,  fweet  Suffolk  :  Let  me  hear  from  thee  ; 
I  or  wherefoe'er  thou  art  in  thi>  world's  globe, 
I'll  have  an  Iris  that  mall  find  thee  out. 

Smfi  I  go. 

£\  Mar.  And  tike  my  heart  with  thee. 
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Suf.  A  jewel  lock'd  into  the  woful'fi  cafk 
That  ever  did  contain  a  thing  of  worth. 
Even  as  a  fplitted  bark,  fo  funder  we  : 
This  way  tall  I  to  death. 

Mar.  This  way  for  me.  [Exeunt federally. 

SCENE  III. 

The  C ar dinar s  Bed-cha?nber. 
Enter  King  Henry y  Salifhury,  War^wick^  and  ethers,  to 
the  Cardinal  in  Bed. 
K.  Henn.  How  fares  my  lord  ?   fpeak,  Eeaufort, 

to  thy  fovereign. 
Car.  If  thou  be'ft  death,  I'll  give  thee  England's 
treafure, 

Enough  to  purchafe  fuch  another  ifland, 
So  thou  wilt  let  me  live,  and  feel  no  pain, 

K.  Henry.  Ah,  what  a  fign  it  is  of  evil  life, 
When  death's  approach  is  ieen  fo  terrible  ! 

War.  Beaufort,  it  is  thy  fovereign  fpeaks  to  thee. 

Car.  Bring  me  unto  my  trial  when  you  will. 
Dy'd  he  not  m  his  bed?  where  mould  he  die? 
Can  I  make  men  live,  whe'r  they  will  or  no?— 
Oh  !  torture  me  no  more,  I  will  confefs.: — 
Alive  again  ?  then  mew  me  where  he  is  : 
I'll  give  a  thoufand  pound  to  look  upon*him.— 
He  hath  no  eyes,  the  daft  hath  blinded  them. — 
Comb  down  his  hair;  look  !  leck  !  it  Hands  upright, 
Like  lime-twigs  fet  to  catch  my  winged  foul ! — 
Give  me  fome  drink  ;  and  bid  the  apothecary 
Bring  the  Hrcng  poifon  that  I  bought  of  him. 

Kp  Henry.  O  thou  eternal  Mover  of  the  heavens, 
Look  with  a  gentle  eye  upon  this  wretch! 
Oh,  beat  away  the  bufy  meddling  fend, 
That  lays  ftrong  fiege  unto  this  wretch's  foul, 
And  from  his  bofom  purge  this  black  defpair  \ 

War.  See  how  the  pangs  of  death  do  make  him 

grin* 

S<at.  D.lti-rb  him  not,  let  him  pafs  peaceably, 
N  2 
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Lord  cardinal,  if  thou  thinks  on  heavens  bins, 
Hold  up  thy  hand,  make  fignal  of  thv  hope.— 
He  die?  and  makes  no  hgn  :— O  God' forgive  him! 

War.  So  bad  a  death  argues  a  monltrous  life. 

K.  Henry.  Forbear  to  judge,  for  we  are  tinners 
all.  

Clofe  Bp  his  eyes,  and  draw  the  curtain  clofe  ; 
And  let  as  all  to  meditation.  \  Exeunt. 


ACT    IV.       SCENE  I. 

The  Ccaf:  c/Kent. 

Alarm.  Fight  at  Sea.  Ordnance  gees  cjf.  Enter 
Captain,  f f 'hit  more  y  and  other  pirates,  ivitb  Suffolk, 
and  other  firifeaers. 

Cap.  r  .  ^  H  E  gaudy,  blabbing,  and  remorfeful  day 

Is  crept  into  the  boiom  of  the  fea  ; 
And  now  load-howling  wolves  aroufe  the  jades 
That  drag  the  tragic  melancholy  night; 
Who  with  their  drov.Ty,  now.  and  lagging  wings 
Clip  dead  men's  graves,  and  from  their  mill;,  jaws 
Breathe  foi  l  contagious  darkaeis  in  the  air.  " 
Therefore  bring  forth  the  foldiers  of  our  prize  ; 
For,  w  hi  lit  our  pinnace  anchors  in  the  Downs, 
Here  mail  they  make  their  raniom  on  the  land, 
Or  with  their  blood  iiain  this  diicolour'd  more. — 
Mailer,  this  prifoner  freely  give  I  thee  ; — 
And  thou  that  art  his  mate,  make  boot  of  this  ;  — 
T  ne  other  Walter  Whitmore,  is  thy  fhare. 

[Pointing  to  Suffolk. 

I  Gent.  What  is  my  ranfom,  mailer?  let  me  know. 

M*/i,  A  thou/and  crown,,  or  elle  la\  down  year 
head. 
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yours. 

Whit.  What,  think  you  much  to  pay  two  thoufand 
crowns, 

And  bear  the  name  and  port  of  gentlemen  ? — 
Cut  both  the  villains'  throats ; — for  die  you  mall ; 
Nor  can  thofe  lives  which  we  have  loft  in  f  ght, 
Be  counterpois'd  with  fuch  a  petty  mm. 

1  Gent.  I'll  give  it,  fir  5  and  therefore  fpare  my 

life. 

2  Gent,  and  fo  will  I,  and  write  home  for  it  ilraight. 
Whit.  I  loll  mine  eye  in  laying  the  prize  aboard 

And  therefore,  to  revenge  it,  malt  thou  die  ; 

[7o  Suf  oik. 

And  fo  mould  thefe,  if  I  might  have  my  will. 

Cap.  Be  not  fo  rafh ;  take  ranfom,  let  him  live. 

Suf  Look  on  my  George,  I  am  a  gentleman  ; 
Rate  me  at  what  thou  wilt,  thou  malt  be  paid. — 

Whit.  And  fo  am  I  :  my  name  is  Walter 

Whitmore. 

How  now  ?  why  ftaft'ft  thou  ?  what  doth  death  af- 
fright ? 

Suf.  Thy  name  affrights  mc,  in  whofe  found  is 
death. 

A  cunning  man  did  calculate  my  birth, 
And  told  me — that  by  Water  I  lhould  die  : 
Yet  let  not  this  make  thee  be  bloody-minded ; 
Thy  name  is — Gualtier,  being  rightly  founded. 

Whit.  Gualtier,  or  Walter,  which  it  is,  I  care  not: 
Ne'er  yet  did  bafe  difnonour  blur  our  name, 
But  with  our  fword  we  wip'd  away  the  blot : 
Therefore,  when  merchant-like  I  fell  revenge, 
Broke  be  my  fword,  my  arms  torn  and  defae'd, 
And  i  proclaim'd  a  coward  through  the  world  ! 

Suf.  Stay,  Whitmore  ;  for  thy  prifoner  is  a  prince, 
The  duke  of  Suffolk,  William  de  la  Pole. 

Whit.  The  duke  of  Suffolk  muffled  up  in  rags  ! 

Suf  Ay,  buc  thefe  rags  are  no  part  of  the  duke  ; 
jeve  fometime  went  difguis'd,  and  why  not  1  ? 
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Cap.  But  Jove  was  never  flain,  as  thou  (halt  be. 

Sitf.  Obfcure  and  lowly  Twain,  king  Henry's  blood, 
The  honourable  blood  of  Lancafter, 
Mu ft  not  be  med  by  fuch  a  jaded  groom. 
Haft  thou  not  kifs'd  thy  hand,  and  held  my  ftirrup  I 
And  bare-head  plodded  by  my  foot-cloth  mule, 
And  thought  thee  happy  when  I  fliook  my  head  ? 
How  often  haft  thou  waited  at  my  cup,  ' 
Fed  from  my  trencher,  kneePd  down  at  the  board, 
When  I  have  feafted  with  queen  Margaret  * 
Remember  it,  and  let  it  make  thee  creft-falPn ; 
Ay,  and  allay  this  thy  abortive  pride  ; 
How  in  our  voiding  lobby  haft  thou  ftood, 
A.nd  duly  waited  for  my  coming  forth? 
This  hand  of  mine  hath  writ  in  thy  behalf, 
And  therefore  fhall  it  charm  thy  riotous  tongue. 

Whit.  Speak,  captain,  (hall  I  ftab  the  forlorn  fwain? 

Cap.  Firft  let  my  words  ftab  him,  as  he  hath  me. 

Su/*  Bafe  Have!   thy  words  are  blunt,  and  fo  art 
thou. 

Cap.  Convey  him  hence,  and  on  our  long-boat's 
fide 

Strike  off  his  head. 

Suf.  Thou  dar'ft  not  for  thine  own. 

Cap.  Poole  ?  Sir  Pooie  ?  lord  ? 
Ay,  kennel,  puddle,  fmk ;  whofe  filth  and  dirt 
Troubles  the  ftlver  fpring  where  England  drinks. 
Now  will  I  dam  up  this  thy  yawning  mouth, 
For  fwallowing  the  treafure  of  the  realm  : 
Thy  lips,  that  kifs'd  the  queen,  mall  fweep  the 
ground : 

And  thou,  that  fmil'dft  at  good  duke  Humphrey** 
death, 

Againft  the  ienlelefs  winds  (hall  grin  in  vain, 
Who,  in  contempt,  fhall  hifs  at  thee  again : 
And  wedded  be  thou  to  the  hags  of  hell, 
For  daring  to  affy  a  mighty  lord 
Unto  the  daughter  of  a  worthlefs  king, 
Having  neither  fubjeel,  wealth,  nor  diadem. 
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By  devil iili  policy  art  thou  grown  great, 

And,  like  ambitious  Sylla,  over-gorg'd 

With  gobbets  of  thy  mother's  bleeding  heart. 

By  thee,  Anjou  and  Maine  were  fold  to  France  : 

The  falfe  revolting  Normans,  thorough  thee, 

Difdain  to  call  us  lord  ;  and  Picardy 

Hath  flain  their  governors,  furpriz'd  our  forts, 

And  fent  the  ragged  foldiers  wounded  home. 

The  princely  Warwick,  and  the  Nevils  all, — 

Whofe  dreadful  fwords  were  never  drawn  in  vain,~ 

As  hating  thee,  are  riling  up  in  arms : 

And  now  the  houfe  of  York  thruft  from  the 

crown, 

By  fhameful  murder  of  a  guiltlefs  king, 

And  lofty  proud  encroaching  tyranny,  

Burns  with  revenging  fire ;  whofe  hopeful  colours 

Advance  our  half-fac'd  fun,  driving  to  mine, 

Under  the  which  is  writ — inuitis  nubibus. 

The  commons  here  in  Kent  are  up  in  arms : 

And,  to  conclude  reproach  and  beggary, 

Is  crept  into  the  palace  of  our  king, 

And  all  by  thee  :— Away  !  convey  him  hence. 

Suf.  O  that  I  were  a  god,  to  moot  forth  thunder 
Upon  thefe  paltry,  fervile,  abject  drudges  ! 
Small  things  make  bafe  men  proud  :  this  villain  here* 
Being  captain  of  a  pinnace,  threatens  more 
Than  Bargulus  the  ftrong  111 yrian  pirate. 
Drones  fuck  not  eagles'  blood,  but  rob  bee-hives. 
It  is  impoflible,  that  I  mould  die 
By  fuch  a  lowly  valfal  as  thyfelf. 
Thy  words  move  rage,  and  not  remorfe,  in  me ; 
I  go  of  meflage  from  the  queen  to  France  ; 
I  charge  thee,  waft  me  fafely  crofs  the  channel. 

Cap.  Walter,  

Whit.  Come,  Suffolk,  I  mull  waft  thee  to  thy  death. 
Sujf.  Gelidus  timor  occupat  art  us : — 'tis  thee  I  fear. 
Whit.  Thou  ih alt  have  caufe  to  fear  before  I  leave 
thee. 

What,  are  ye  daunted  now  ?  now  will  ye  ftoop  ? 


■154 


SECOND  PART  OF 


Aa  ir. 


i  Gent.  My  gracious  lord,  entreat  him,  fpeak  him 
fair. 

Suf.  Suffolk's  imperial  tongue  isflernand  rough, 
Us'd  to  command,  untaught  to  plead  for  favour. 
Far  be  it,  we  fliould  honour  fuch  as  thefe 
With  humble  fuit:  no,  rather  let  my  head 
Stoop  to  the  block,  than  thefe  knees  bow  to  any, 
S- \  e  to  the  God  of  heaven,  and  to  my  king  ; 
And  fooner  dance  upon  a  bloody  pole, 
Than  Hand  uncover'd  to  the  vulgar  groom, 
True  nobility  is  exempt  from  fear : — 
More  can  I  bear,  than  you  4are  execute. 

Cap.  Hale  him  away,  and  let  him  talk  no  more  : 
Come,  foldiers,  mew  what  cruelty  you  can. — 

Suf.  That  this  my  death  may  never  be  forgot ! — 
Great  men  oft  die  by  vile  bezonians : 
A  Roman  fworder  and  banditto  flave 
Murder'd  fweet  Tully  ;  Brutus'  baftard  hand 
Stabb'd  Julius  Caofar  ;  lavage  iflanders, 
Pompey  the  great;  and  Suffolk  dies  by  pirates. 

[Exit  Walter  Whiitncre,  <witb  Suffolk. 

Cap.  And  as  for  thefe  whofe  ranfom  we  have  let, 
It  is  our  pleafure,  one  of  them  depart : — 
Therefore  come  you  with  us,  and  let  him  go. 

[Exit  Captain,  nvitb  all  but  the  firft  Gentleman. 
Re-enter  Whitmorc,  <witb  Suffolk's  body. 

Whit.  There  let  his  head  and  lirelefs  body  lie, 
Until  the  queen  his  miitrefs  bury  it.        [Exit  Whit. 

i  Gent.  O  barbarous  and  bloody  fpeclacle  ! 
His  body  will  I  bear  unto  the  king  : 
Jf  he  revenge  it  not,  yet  will  his  .friends ; 
So  will  the  queen,  that  living  held  him  dear.  [Exit. 

SCENE  II. 
Another  part  of  Kent. 
Enter  George  Bevis,  and  John  Holland. 
Bevis.  Come,  and  get  thee  a  Iword,  though  made 
of  a  lath  ;  they  have  been  up  thefe  two  days. 

//,/,  They  have  the  more  need  to  fleep  now  then. 
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Bevis.  I  tell  thee  Jack  Cade  the  clothier  means  to 
drefs  the  commonwealth,  and  turn  it,  and  fet  a  new 
nap  upon  it. 

HoL  So  he  had  need,  for  'tis  thread-bare.  Well, 
I  fay,  it  was  never  merry  world  in  England,  fince 
gentlemen  came  up. 

Bevis.  O  miferable  age !  Virtue  is  not  regarded 
in  handicrafts-men. 

HoL  The  nobility  think  fcorn  to  go  in  leather 
aprons. 

Bevis.  Nay  more,  the  king's  council  are  no  good 
wrorkmen. 

HoL  True  ;  And  yet  it  is  faid, — Labour  in  thy 
vocation:  which  is  as  much  to  fay  as, — let  the  ma- 
gistrates be  labouring  men  ;  and  therefore  mould  we 
be  magiftrates. 

Bevis.  Thou  hall  hit  it :  for  there's  no  better  fign 
of  a  brave  mind,  than  a  hard  hand. 

HoL  I  fee  them  !  1  fee  them !  There's  Belt's  fan, 
the  tanner  of  Wingham. 

Bevis.  He  mall  have  the  ikins  of  our  enemies,  to 
make  dog's  leather  of. 

HoL  And  Dick  the  butcher, — 

Bevis.  Then  is  fin  cut  down  like  an  ox,  and  ini- 
quity's throat  cut  like  a  calf. 

HoL  and  Smith  the  weaver : — 

Bevis.  Argo,  their  thread  of  life  is  fpun. 

HoL  Come,  come,  let's  fall  in  with  them. 

Drum.    Enter  Cade,  Dick  the  butcher,  Smith  the  wea- 
ver, and  a  Savjyer,  uuith  infinite  Numbers. 
Cadi.  W e  John  Cade,  fo  term'd  of  our  fuppofed 

father,-  

Dick.  Or  rather,  of  itealing  a  cade  of  herrings. 

Cade.  For  our  enemies  mail  fall  before  us,  infpired 
writh  the  fpirit  of  putting  down  kings  and  princes.— 
Command  filence. 

Dick.  Silence  i 

Cade.  My  father  was  a  Mortimer^ — - 
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Dick.  He  was  an  honeft  man,  and  a  good  brick- 
layer. [AJide. 

Cade.  My  mother  a  Plantagenet. — 

Dick.  I  knew  her  well,  me  was  a  midwife.  [AJide. 

Cade.  My  wife  defcended  of  the  Lacies, — 

Dick.  She  was  indeed  a  pedlar'  daughter,  and  fold 
many  laces.  [AJide. 

Smith.  But  now  of  late,  not  able  to  travel  with  her 
farr'd  pack,  me  wafhes  bucks  here  at  home.  [  AJide. 

Cade.  Therefore  am  I  of  an  honourable  houfe. 

Dick.  Ay,  by  my  faith:  the  field  is  honourable; 
and  there  was  he  born,  under  a  hedge ;  for  his  father 
had  never  a  houfe,  but  the  cage.      x  [AJide. 

Cade.  Valiant  f  am. 

Smith.  9  A  muil  needs ;  for  beggary  is  valiant. 

[AJide. 

Cade.  I  am  able  to  endure  much. 

Dick.  No  queftion  of  that;  for  I  have  feen  him 
whipp'd  three  market-days  together.  [AJide. 

Cade.  I  fear  neither  fvvord  nor  fire. 

Smith.  He  need  not  fear  the  fword,  for  his  coat  is 
of  proof.  [  AJide. 

Dick.  But,  methinks  he  mould  (land  in  fear  of  lire, 
being  fo  often  burnt  V  the  hand  for  ftealing  of  fheep. 

[  Alia:. 

Cade.  Be  brave  then :  for  your  captain  b  brave, 
and  vows  reformation.  There  ihall  be,  in  England, 
feven  half-penny  loaves  fold  for  a  penny  :  the  three- 
"hoop'd  pot  iliall  have  ten  hoops;  and  I  will  make  it 
felony  to  drink  final]  beer :  all  the  realm  fhall  be  in 
common,  and  in  Cheapfide  fhall  my  palfrey  go  to  grafs. 
And,  when  I  am  king  (as  king  I  will  be)  

All.  God  fa ve  your  majefty  ! 

Cade.  I  thank  you,  good  people: — There  fhall  be 
no  money  ;  ail  fhall  eat  and  drink  on  my  {core  ;  and 
I  will  apparel  them  all  in  one  livery,  that  they  may 
a^ree  like  brothers,  and  worfhipme  their  lord. 
° Dick.  The  firft  thing  wedo,  let's  kill  all  the  la  wyers. 
Cade.  Nay,  that  J  mean  to  do.    Is  not  this  a  U- 
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mentable  thing,  that  of  the  fkin  of  an  innocent  lamb 
fliould  be  made  parchment  ?  that  parchment,  being 
fcribbled  o'er,  mould  undo  a  man  ?  Some  fay,  the 
bee  flings :  but  I  fay,  'tis  the  bee's  wax  ;  for  I  did 
but  feal  once  to  a  thing;,  and  1  was  never  my  own  man 
iince.    How  now  ?  v/i-o's  there  ? 

Enter  feme,  bringing  in  the  Clerk  of  Chatham. 

'Smith.  The  clerk  of  Chatham:  he  can  write  and 
read,  and  carl  accompt. 

Cade.  O  monfirous  ! 

Smith.  We  took  him  fetting  of  boys  copies. 
Cade.  Here's  a  villain! 

Smith.  H'as  a  book  in  his  pocket,  with  red  letters 
in't. 

Cade.  Nay,  then  he  is  a  conjurer. 
Dick.  Nay,  he  can  make  obligations,  and  write 
court-hand. 

Cade.  I  am  forry  fort :  the  man  is  a  proper  man, 
•on  mine  honour;  unlefs  I  find  him  guilty,  lie  {ball 
not  die. — Come  hither,  {irrah,  I  mint  examine  thee  : 
What  is  thy  name  ? 

Clerk.  Emanuel. 

Dick.  They  ufe  to  write  it  on  the  top  of  letters; — 
7 Twill  go  hard  with  you. 

Cade.  Let  me  alone  : — Doit  thou  ufe  to  write  thy 
name?  or  halt  thou  a  mark  to  thyfelf,  like  an  honeil 
plain-dealing  man  ? 

Clerk.  Sir,  I  thank  God,  I  have  been  fo  well 
brought  up,  that  I  can  write  my  name. 

All.  He  hath  confefs'd  ;  away  with  him ;  he's  a 
villain,  and  a  traitor. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  I  fay  :  hang  him  with  his 
pen  and  inkhorn  about  his  neck. 

[Exeunt  one  iviih  the  Clerk, 
Enter  Michael. 

Mich,  Where's  our  general  ? 

Cade.  Here  I  am,  thou  particular  fellow. 

Mich.  Fly,  fly,  fly  !  Sir  Humphrey  Stafford  and 
his  brother  are  hard  by,  with  the  king's  forces. 

Vol.  V.  O 
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Cade.  Stand,  villain,  ftand,  or  I'll  fell  thee  down  : 
He  (ball  be  encounter'd  with  a  man  as  good  as  him- 
felf :  He  is  but  a  knight,  is  a'  ? 

Mich,  No. 

Cade.  To  equal  him,  I  will  make  myfelf  a  knight 
prefentiy  ;  Rife  up,  Sir  John  Mortimer.  Now  have 
at  him.    Is  there  any  more  of  them  that  be  knights  ? 

Mid.  Ay,  his  brother. 

Cade.  Tnen  kneel  down,  Dick  Butcher; 
JRife  up  Sir  Dick  Catcher.    Now  found  up  the  drum. 
Enter  Sir  Humphrey  Stafford,  and  his  Brother,  with 
drum  and  Soldiers.  . 

Staf  Rebellious  hinds,  the  filth  and  fcum  of  Kent, 
MarkM  for  the  gallows, — lay  your  weapons  down, 
Home  to  your  cottages,  forfake  this  groom : — 
The  king  is  merciful,  if  you  revolt. 

T.  Staf.  Bat  angry,  wrathful,  and  inciin'd  to  blood, 
If  you  go  forward  :  therefore  yield  or  die. 

Cade.  As  for  thefe  illken-ceated  ilaves,  I  pafs  not; 
It  is  to  you,  gooJ  people,  that  I  fpeak, 
O'er  whom,  in  ti  ne  to  come,  I  hope  to  reign  ; 
Tor  I  am  rightful  heir  unto  the  crown. 

Staf.  Villain,  thy  father  was  a  plarlerer  ; 
And  thou  thyfelf  a  ihearman,  Art  thou  not  I 

Cade.  And  Adam  was  a  gardener. 

ft  Staf.  And  what  of  that? 

Cade.  Marry,  this: — Edmund  Mortimer,  earl  of 
March, 

Married  the  duke  of  Clarence"  daughter ;  did  he  not  ? 
Staf.  Ay,  fir. 

Cade.  By  her  he  had  two  children  at  one  birth. 
2".  Staf.  TtotVfalfe. 

Cade.  Ay,  taere's  the  queMion;  but  I  Fay  'tis  |rue  ; 
The  eider  of  them,  being  put  to  nurfe, 
Was  by  a  big  gar  woman  ftol'n  away  ; 
And,  ignorant  of  his  birth  and  parentage, 
itecame  a  bricklayer,  when  he  came  to  age  : 
foa  am  1;  deny  it  if  you  can. 

Dtfk*  N&;  ,  'tis  coo  true;  therefore  he,  (hall  be  king; 
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Smith.  Sir,  he  made  a  chimney  in  my  father's  houle, 
and  the  bricks  are  alive  at  this  day  to  tellify  it ;  there- 
fore, deny  it  not. 

Staf.  And  will  you  credit  this  bale  drudge's  \v0rd3, 
That  fpeaks  he  knows  not  what? 

All.  Ay,  marry,  will  we  ;  therefore  get  you  gone. 

V.  St  of.  Jack  Cade,  the  duke  of  York  hath  taught 
you  this* 

Cade.  He  lies,  for  I  invented  it  mylelh  [Afide. 
Go  to.  firrah,  Tell  the  king  from  me,  that — for  his 
fitter's  fake,  Henry  the  fifth,  in  whofe  time  hoys 
went  to  i pan -counter  for  r  rencu  crowns,— -J  am  con- 
tent he  flail  reign  ;  but  I'll  be  prote&or  over  him. 

Dick,  And  furthermore,  we'll  have  the  lord  Say's 
head,  for  felling  the  dukedom  of  Maine. 

Cade.  And  good  reafon ;  for  thereby  is  England 
maim'd,  and  fain  to  go  with  a  rlaff,  but  that  my  pu- 
iiTance  holds  it  up.  Fellow  kings,  I  tell  you,  that 
that  lord  Say  hath  gelded  the  common -wealth,  and 
made  it  an  eunuch :  and  more  than  that,  he  can  fpoak 
French,  and  therefore  he  is  a  traitor. 

Staf.  O  grofs  and  miferable  ignorance  ! 

Cade.  Nay,  anfwer  if  you  can  :  The  Frenchmen 
are  oar  enemies :  go  to,  then,  I  tffk  but  this:  Can 
lie,  that  fpeaks  with  the  tongue  of  an  enemy,  be  a 
good  counfcllor,  or  no  ? 

All.  No,  no  ;  and  therefore  we'll  have  his  head. 

T.  Staf.  Well,  feeing  geatle  words  will  not  pre- 
vail, 

Affail  them  with  the  army  of  the  king. 

Staf.  Herald  away  :  and  throughout  every  town^ 
Proclaim  them  traitors  that  are  up  with  Cade ; 
That  thofe,  which  fly  before  the  battle  ends, 
May,  even  in  their  wives  and  children's  fight, 
Be  hang'd  up  for  example  at  their  doors : — 
And  you,  that  be  the  king's  friends,  follow  me. 

\  Exeunt  the  tvjo  St  a  fords,  <iviih  their  train. 

Cade.  And  you  that  love  the  commons,  follow 
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Nov,-  mew  yourfeives  men,  'tis  for  liberty. 

V  e  will  not  leave  one  lord,  one  gentleman: 
Spare  none,  but  finch  as  go  in  clouted  moon  ; 
For  they  are  thrifty  honeii:  men,  and  fuch 
As  would  (but  that  they  dare  not)  take  our  parts. 

Dick,  1  hey  are  all  in  order,  and  march  toward  us. 

Cade.  But  then  are  we  in  order,  when  we  are  moit 
out  cf  order.    Come,  march  forward.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  HI. 
Amtbtr  part  rf  the  Field,    The  parties  fight \t  and  loth 
the  Si  affords  are  jlahz. 
F^e-enier  Cade  and  the  reft . 
Cade:.  Where's  Dick,  the  butcher  of  Aihford  ? 
Dick.  Kere.  fir. 

Cade.  They  fell  before  thee  like  fheep  and  oxen, 
=md  then  behavMft  thyfelf  as  if  thou  had  it  been  in 
thine  own  ilaughter-houfe :  therefore  thus  I  will  re- 
gard thee, — The  Lent  mall  be  as  long  again  as  it  is, 
and  thou  malt  have  a  iicence  to  kill  for  a  hundred, 
lacking  one. 

Dick.  I  uehre  no  more. 

Cade.  And,  tofpeak  truth,  thou  deferv'il:  no  lefs. 
fhis  monument  of  the  viCtory  will  I  bear;  and  the 
bodies  (hall  be  dragged  at  my  hone'  heels,  'till  I  do 
come  to  London,  where  we  will  have  the  mayor's 
fword  borne  before  us. 

Dick*  If  we  mean  to  thrive  and  do  good,  break 
(  pen  the  goals,  and  let  out  the  prifoners. 

Cat  >.  Fear  not  that,  I  warrant  thee.  Come,  let's 
•     ch  towards  London.  [Exeunt. 

S    C    E    N    E  IV. 

hack-Heatb. 

I  iter  King  Henr)  -ivith  a  fief plication ,  and  tauten  Mar- 
garctwith  Suffolk's  head;  the  dukt  of  Buckingham 
a-ul  the  Lcrd Say. 

QrMar.  Oft  have  I  heard— that  grief  foftens  the 
mmd, 
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And  makes  it  fearful  and  degenerate  ; 
Think  therefore  on  revenge,  "and  ceafe  to  weep, 
But  who  can  ceafe  to  weep,  and  look  on  this  ? 
Here  may  his  head  lie  on  my  throbbing  breaft : 
But  where's  the  body  that  I  mould  embrace  ? 

Buck.  What  anfwer  makes  your  grace  to  the  re- 
bel's fupplication  ? 

K.  Henry.  1*11  fend  forne  holy  biihop  to  entreat ;  i 
For  God  forbid,  fo  many  fimple  fouls 
Should  perifh  by  the  fword  !  And  I  myfelf, 
Rather  than  bloody  war  mould  cut  them  fhort, 
Will  parly  with  Jack  Cade  their  general.— 
But  ftay,  I'll  read  it  over  once  again. 

Mar.  Ah,  barbarous  villains !  hath  this  lovely 
face 

Rui'd,  like  a  wandering  planet,  over  me  ; 
And  could  it  not  enforce  them  to  relent, 
That  were  unworthy  to  behold  the  fame  ? 

K.  Henry.  Lord  Say,  Jack  Cade  hath  fworn  to  have 
thy  head. 

Say.  Ay,  but  1  hope  your  highnefs  mall  have  his. 
K.  Henry.  Hew  now,  madam  ? 
Lamenting  frill,  and  mourning  Suffolk's  death? 
I  fear/ my  love,  if  that  I  had  been  dead, 
Thou  wouldeft  not  have  mourn 'd  fo  much  for  me. 
Mar.  No,  my  love,  I  mould  not  mourn,  but  die 
for  thee. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

K.Henry.  Llownow!  what  news?  why  com 'fc  thou 
in  fuch  hafte  ? 

Me/.  The  rebels  are  in  Southwark:  Fly,  my  lord! 
Jack  Cade  proclaims  himfelf  lord  Mortimer, 
Defcended  from  the  duke  of  Clarence'  houfe  ; 
And  calls  your  grace  ufurper,  openly, 
And  vows  to  crown  himfelf  in  Welhninfter. 
His  army  is  a  ragged  multitude 
Of  hinds  and  peafants,  rude  and  mercilefs: 
Sir  Humphrey  Stafford  and  his  brother's  death 
ijatb  given  them  heart  and  courage  to  proceed  : 
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All  fcholars,  lawyer^,  courtiers,  gentlemen, 
They  call — felfe  caterpillars,  and  intend  their  death. 
K.  tienr).  O  gracekis  men!  they  know  not  what 
they  do. 

Buck.  My  gracious  lord,  retire  to  Kenelworth, 
Unto  a  power  be  rais'd  to  put  them  down. 

eA  Mar.  Ah!  were  the  duke  of  Suffolk  now  alive, 
Thefe  Keatifh  rebel:-  mould  be  icon  appeas'd. 

A'.  Henry.  Lord  Say,  the  traitor  hateth  thee, 
Therefore  away  with  us  to  Keneiworth. 

Say.  So  might  your  grace's  perfoniDe  in  danger  ; 
The  fight  of  me  b  odious  in  their  eyes : 
Aftd  therefore  in  this  city  will  I  flay, 
And  live  alone  as  fecrstas  I  may. 

Enter  another  MeJfeHger. 

2  Me/,  jack  Cade  hath  gotten  London-bridge: 
The  citizens  fly  him,  and  forfake  their  houfes : 
The  rafcal  people,  thirfting  after  prey, 
join  with  the  traitor  !  and  they  jointly  fwear, 
To  Jpoil  the  city,  and  your  royal  court. 

Buck.  rl  aen  linger  not,  my  lord;  away,  take  horfe. 

K.  Henry,  Come,  Margaret;  God,  our  hope,  will 
iuccour  us. 

:\  Mar.  My  hor.  e  rs  gone,  now  Suffolk  is  deceas'd. 
A.  Henry,  l'arewell,  my  lord:  truft  not  to  Kentifh 
rebels. 

Buck.  Trull  nc  body,  for  fear  you  be  betray'd. 
Say.  The  truft  I  have  is  in  mine  innocence, 
Knd  therefore  am  1  bold  and  reiolute.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 
London. 

Enter  Lord  Scale:,  and  ethers,  on  the  vuutUt  of  the 
loz'jer.     Hen  enter  teWi  w  three  Citizens  helo-zu. 

Scales.  How  new  ;  is  Jack  Cade  flain? 

l  Lit.  No,  my  lord,  nor  likely  to  be  flain;  for 
they  have  won  the  bridge,  killing  all  thole  that  w  ith- 
Itand  them  :  The  lord  mayor  craves  aid  of  vour  ho- 
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nour  from  the  Tower,  to  defend  the  city  from  the 
rebels.  v 

Scales.  Such  aid  as  I  can  fpare,  you  fiiall  command ; 
But  I  am  troubled  here  with  them  myfeif, 
The  rebels  have  aflay'd  to  win  the  Tower. 
But  get  you  into  Smithfield,  gather  head, 
And  thither  will  I  fend  you  Matthew  Gough: 
Fight  for  your  king,  your  country,  and  your  lives  ; 
And  fo  farewell,  for  I  mult  hence  again.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Cannon-Street. 

Enter  Jack  Cade  and  the  reft.    He  firikes  his  ftafif  on 
London-ftone. 

Cade.  Now  is  Mortimer  Lord  of  this  city.  And 
here,  fitting  upon  London-ftone.  1  charge  and  com- 
mand, that,  of  the  city's  coil,  the  pifling  conduit 
run  nothing  but  claret  wine  the  nrr}  year  of  our  reign. 
And  now,  henceforward,  it  mail  be  treafon  for  any 
that  calls  me  other  than — Lord  Mortimer. 

Enter  a  Soldier  running. 

Sol.  Jack  Cade  !  Jack  Cade  ! 

Cade.  Knock  him  down  there.        VFhey  kill  hint. 

Smith*  If  this  fellow  be  wife,  he'll  never  call  you 
Jack  Cade  more  ;  I  think,  he  hath  a  very  fair  warning;. 

Dick.  My  lord,  there's  an  army  gathered  together 
in  Smithfield. 

Cade.  Come  then,  let's  go  fight  with  them :  But, 
firft,  go  and  fet  London-bridge  on  hre  ;  and,  if  you 
can,  burn  down  the  Tower  too.    Come,  let's  away. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII. 

Smithfield. 

'Alarum.  Enter  jack  Cade  with  his  company .  They 
fight  with  the  King's  forces,  and  Matthew  Gough  is 
J  lain. 

Cade.  So,  firs  : — Now  go  fome  and  pull  down 
the  Savoy  ;  others  to  the  inns  of  court:  down  with 
them  all. 
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Dick,  I  have  a  fuit  unto  your  lordmip. 

Cade.  Be  it  a  lordftrip,  thou  fhalt  have  it  for  that* 
wori.  •  , 

Dick.  Only,  that  the  laws  of  England  may  come 
out  of  your  mouth. 

John.  Mafs,  'twill  be  fore  law  then  ;  for  he  was 
thruft  in  the  mouth  with  a  fpear,  and  'tis  not  whole 
yet.  [Ajide. 

Smith.  Nay,  John,  it  will  be  (linking  law  ;  for  his 
breath  (links  with  eating  toailed  cheefe.  [A/tde.  . 

Cade.  I  have  thought  upon  it,  it  (hall  be  fo.  -Away,  . 
burn  all  the  records  of  the  realm ;  my  mouth  mail  be 
the  parliament  of  England. 

John.  Then  we  are  like  to  have  biting  (latutes, 
unlefs  his  teeth  be  pall'd  out.  \Afide. 

Cade.  And  henceforward  all  things  mall  be  iii 
common. 

Enter  a  MeJJengcr. 

Me[f.  My  lord,  a  prize,  a  prize!  here's  the  lord 
Say,  which  fold  the  town  in  France ;  he  that  made 
us  pay  one-and-twenty  fifteens,  and  one  (hilling  to 
the  pound,  the  lad  fubfidy. 

Enter  Gecrge  Be  vis,  tvith  the  lord  Saw 

Cade.  Well,  he  mall  be  beheaded  for  it  ten  times. 
— Ah,  thou  fay,  thou  ferge,  nay,  thou  buckram 
lord!  now  art  thou  wi thin  point-blank  of  our  jinii- 
didtion  regal.  What  can!!  thou  anfwer  to  my  majek 
ty,  for  giving  up  Normandy  unto  monfieur  Bafimecu, 
the  Dauphin  of  France?  IJe  it  known  unto  thee  by 
thefe  preience,  even  the  prefence  of  Lord  Mortimer, 
th::t  I  am  the  befom  that  mufl  fweep  the  court  clean 
of  fuch  filth  as  thou  art.  Tiiou  haft  moil  trakoroufly 
corrupted  the  youth  of  the  realm,  inere&ing  a  gram- 
mar-fchcol :  and  whereas,  before,  our  fore-fathers 
had  no  other  books  but  die  fcore  and  the  tally,  thou 
hail  caufed  printing  to  be  us'd  ;  and,  contrary  to  the 
king,  his  crown,  and  dignity,  thou  haft  built  a  pa- 
per-mill. It  will  be  proved  to  thy  face,  that  thou 
haft  men  about  thee,  that  ufually  talk  of  a  noun,  and 
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a  verb ;  and  fuch  abominable  words,  as  no  chriltian 
ear  can  endure  to  hear.  Thou  haft  appointed  juiUces 
of  peace,  to  call  poor  men  before  them  about  matters 
they  were  not  able  to  anfwcr.  Moreover,  thou  haft 
put  them  in  p  rifo  n ;  and,  becaufe  they  could  not 
read,  thou  haft  hang'd  them ;  when,  indeed,  only 
for  tha,.  caufe  they  have  been  moft  worthy  to  live. 
Thou  doft  ride  on  a  foot-cloth,  doftthou  not? 
Say.  What  of  that? 

Cade.  Marry,  thou  ought'ft  not  to  let  thy  horfe 
wear  a  cloak ,  when  honefter  men  than  thou  go  in  their 
hofe  and  doublets-. 

Dick.  And  work  in  their  Ihirt  too;  as  myfelf,  for 
example,  that  am  a  butcher. 

Say.  You  men  of  Kent,  

Dick.  What  fay  you  of  Kent? 

Say.  Nothing  but  this:  'Tis  bona  terra,  mala  gens. 
Cade.  Away  with  him,  away  with  him  !  he  fpeaks 
Latin. 

Say.  Hear  me  bat  {beak,  and  bear  me  where  you 
will. 

Kent,  in  the  Commentaries  Csefar  writ, 

Is  terrn'd  the  civil'ft  place  of  all  this  ifle  : 

Sweet  is  the  country,  becaufe  full  of  riches  ; 

The  people  liberal,  valiant,  active,  wealthy ; 

Which  makes  me  hope  you  are  not  void  of  pity. 

I  fold  not  Maine,  I  loft  not  Normandy  ; 

Yet,  to  recover  them,  would  lofe  my  life. 

Juftice  with  favour  1  have  always  done ; 

Prayers  and  tears  have  mov?d  me,  gifts  could  never. 

When  have  I  aught  exacted  at  your  hands  ? 

Kent  to  maintain,  the  king,  the  realm,  and  yotf, 

Large  gifts  have  I  beftow'd  on  learned  clerks, 

Becaufe  my  book  preferred  me  to  the  king  : 

And — feeing  ignorance  is  the  curfe  of  God, 

Knowledge  the  wing  wherewith  we  fiy  to  heaven,™ 

Unlefs  you  be  poffefs'd  with  devilifh  fpiritSj 

You  cannot  but  forbear  to  murder  me. 
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This  tongue  hath  parly'd  unto  foreign  kings" 

For  your  behoof,  

Cade.  Tut !  wlien  ftruckhl  thou  one  blow  in  the 

field  ? 

Saj.  Great  men  have  reaching  hands :  oft  have  I 
ft  nick 

Thofe  that  I  never  law,  and  ftrocfc  them  dead. 

Gecrge.  O  monftrous  coward !  what,  to  come  be- 

r  m&  folks  ! 
oaf.  Thefe  cheeks  are  rule  with  watching  for  your 
good. 

Cade.  Give  him  a  box  o'  the  ear,  and  that  will 
make  'em  red  again. 

Saym  Long  fitting  to  determine  poor  men's  caufes 
Hath  made  me  full  of  ncknefs  and  difeafes. 

Cade.  Ye  fhall  have  a  hempen  caudle  then,  and 
the  help  of  a  hatchet. 

DJck.  Why  doil  thou  quiver,  man  ? 
'  Say.  The  palfy,  and  not  fear,  provokes  me. 

Cade.  Nay,  he  nods  at  us ;  as  who  fliould  fay,  I'll, 
be  even  with  you.  I'll  fee  if  his  head  will  Hand  Rea- 
dier on  a  pole,  or  no':  Take  him  away,  and  behead 
him. 

Say.  Tell  me,  wherein  have  I  offended  ffloft  ? 
Have  I  affected  wealth,  or  honour?  fpeak. 
Are  my  chefts  filled  up  with  extorted  gold  ? 
Js  my  apparel  fumptuous  to  behold? 
Whom  have  I  injur'd,  that  ye  fe/k  my  death.  ? 
Thefe  hands  are  free  from  guiltlcfs  blood-lliedding, 
This  breaft  from  harbouring  foul  deceitful  thoughts. 
O,  let  me  live  ! 

.Cade,  I  feel  remorfe  in  myfelf  with  his  words :  ..but 
I'll  bridle  it ;  he  (hail  die,  an  it  be  but  for  pleading 
fo  well  for  his  life.  Away  with  him  !  he  has  a  Fami- 
liar under  his  tongue;  he  fpcaks  not  o'  God's  name. 
Go,  t  ike  him  away,  1  fay,  and  ftrifce  off  Ids  head 
prcfently;  and  then  break  into  his  fon-in-law's  houfe, 
Sir  James  Cromer,  and  Urike  off  his  head,  and  bring 
them  both  upon  two  poles  hither. 
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AH,  It  fhall  be  dene. 

Say.  Ah,  countrymen !  if  when  you  make  your 
prayers, 

God  mould  be  fo  obdurate  as  yourfelves, 
Kow  would  it  fare  with  your  departed  fouls  ? 
And  therefore  yet  relent,  and  fave  my  life. 

Cade,  Away  with  him,  and  do  as  I  command  ye. 

[Exeunt  feme,  with  lord  Say. 
The  prouder!  peer  of  the  realm  mall  i>ot  wear  a  head 
on  his  ihoulders,  unlefs  he  pay  me  tribute ;  there 
mall  not  a  maid  be  married,  but  me  mall  pay  to  me 
her  maidenhead  ere  they  have  it :  Men  mall  hold  of 
me  in  capites  and  we  charge  and  command,  that 
their  wives  be  as  free  as  heart  can  wifh,  or  tongue 
can  tell. 

Dick.  My  lord,  when  mail  we  go  to  Cheapfide, 
and  take  up  commodities  upon  our  bills  ? 

Cade.  Marry,  prefently. 

All.  O  brave ! 

Re -enter  one  with  the  heads. 

Cade.  But  is  not  this  braver? — Let  them  kifs  one 
another;  for  they  lov'd  well,  when  they  were  alive. 
Now  part  them  again,  left  they  confult  about  the 
giving  up  of  fome  more  towns*  in  France.  Soldiers, 
defer  the  fpoil  of  the  city  until  night :  for  with  thefe 
borne  before  us,  inilead  of  maces,  we  will  ride  through, 
the  ilreets ;  and,  at  every  coiner,  have  them  kifs. 
—Away.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  VIII. 

Alarum,  and  retreat.    Enter  again  Cade,  and  all  his 


Cade.  Up  Fim-ltreet !  down  Saint  M; 
kill  and  knock  down!  throw  them  into 


rner ! 
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Enter  Buckingham,  and  eld  Clifford,  attended. 
Buck.  Ay,  here  they  be  that  dare,  and  will  dif- 
turb  thee : 

Know,  Cade,  we  come  amhafTadors  from  the  king 
Unto  the  commons,  wiiom  thou  haft  mif-led  ; 
And  here  pronounce  free  pardon  to  them  all, 
That  will  forfake  thee,  and  go  home  in  peace. 

Cllf.  What  fay  ye,  countrymen?  will  ye  relent, 
And  yield  to  mercy,  whilft  'tis  offer 'd  you  ; 
Or  let  a  rabble  lead  you  to  your  deaths  ? 
Who  loves  the  king,  and  will  embrace  his  pardon, 
Fling  up  his  cap,  and  fay — God  fave  his  majefty  ! 
Who  hateth  him,  and  honours  not  his  father, 
Henry  the  fifth.,  that  made  all  France  to  quake, 
Shake  he  his  weapon  at  us,  and  pafs  by. 

AIL  God  fave  the  king  !  God  fave  the  king  ! 

Cade.  What,  Buckingham,  and  Clifford,  are  ye 
fo  brave  ?— And  you,  bafe  peafants,  do  ye  believe 
him?  will  you  needs  be  hang'd  with  your  pardons 
about  your  necks  ?  Hath  my  fword  therefore  broke 
through  London-gates,  that  you  mould  leave  me  at. 
the  White-hart  in  Southwark  ?  I  thought,  ye  would 
never  have  given  out  thefe  arms,  'till  you  had  reco- 
ver'd  your  ancient  freedom :  but  you  are  all  recre- 
ants, and  daftards ;  and  delight  to  live  in  flayery  to 
the  nobility.  Let  them  break  your  backs  with  bur- 
dens, take  your  houfes  over  your  heads,  ravifh  your 
wi  ves  and  daughters  before  your  faces :  For  me, — I 
will  make  fhift  for  one:  and  fo — God's  curfe  light 
upon  you  all ! 

All  We'll  follow  Cade,  we'll  follow  Cade. 

Clif.  Is  Cade  the  fon  of  Henry  the  fifth, 
That  thus  you  do  exclaim — you'll  go  with  him  ? 
Will  he  conduct,  you  through  the  heart  of  France, 
And  make  the  meaneii  of  you  earls  and  dukes? 
Alas,  he  hath  no  home,  no  place  to  fly  to  : 
Nor  knows  he  how  to  live,  but  by  the  fpoil, 
Unlefs  by  robbing  of  your  friends,  and  us. 
Wer't  not  a  mame,  that,  whilfl  you  live  at  jar, 
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The  fearful  French,  whom  you  late  vanquifiVd, 
Should  make  a  Hart  o'er  leas,  and  vanquifh  you  ? 
Mcthinks,  already,  in  this  civil  broil, 
I  fee  them  lording  it  in  London  llreets, 
Crying  Villageois  !  unto  all  they  meet. 
Better,  ten  thoufand  bafe-born  Cades  mifcarry, 
Than  you  mould  iloopunto  a  Frenchman's  mercy. 
To  France,  to  France,  and  get  what  you  have  loft  ; 
Spare  England,  for  it  is  your  native  coalt : 
Henry  hath  money  ,  you  are  ftrong  and  manly ; 
God  on  your  fide,  doubt  not  of  victory. 

All.  A  Clifford  !  a  Clifford!  we'll  follow  the  king, 
and  Clifford. 

Cade.  Was  ever  feather  fo  lightly  blown  to  and 
fro,  as  this  multitude  ?  The  name  of  Henry  the  fifth 
hales  them  to  an  hundred  mifchiefs,  and  makes  them 
leave  me  defolate,  I  fee  them  lay  their  heads  toge- 
ther, to  furprife  me  :  my  fword  make  way  for  me, 
for  here  is  no  flaying.— in  defpight  of  the  devils  and 
hell,  have  through  the  very  midft  of  you!  and  hea- 
vens and  honour  be  witnefs,  that  no  want  of  refla- 
tion in  me,  but  only  my  followers'  bafe  and  igno- 
minious treafons,  makes  me  betake  me  to  my  heels. 

[Exit. 

Buck,  What,  is  he  fled  ?  go  feme,  and  follow  him; 
And  he,  that  brings  his  head  unto  the  king, 
Shall  have  a  thoufand  crowns  for  his  reward.— — 

[  Exeunt  fame  of  them. 
Follow  me,  foldiers ;  we'll  devife  a  mean 
To  reconcile  you  all  unto  the  king.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IX. 

Keneluoorth  Cajile. 
Sound  trumpets.    Enter  King  Henry,  Queen  Margaret, 
and-  Somerfet,  on  the  7  err  as. 
K.  Henry.  Was  ever  king,  that  joy'd  an  earthly 
throne, 

And  could  command  no  more  content  than  I? 
No  fooner  was  I  crent  out  of  my  cradle, 
Vol.  V.  m     P  * 
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Eut  I  was  made  a  king,  at  nine  months  old  ; 
Was  never  fubjecl  longed  to  be  a  king, 
.As  I  do  long  and  wifh  to  be  a  fubjedl. 

Enter  Buckingham ,  and  Clifford. 
Bu<h  Health,  and  glad  tidings,  to  your  majefty  ! 
K.  Henry.  Why,  Buckingham,  is  the  traitor  Cade 
furpriz'd  ? 

Or  is  he  but  retir'd  to  make  him  ftrong  ? 
Enter  below,  multitudes,  with  halters  about  their  necks. 
Clif.  He's  fled,  my  lord,  and  all  his  powers  do 
yield  ; 

And  humbly  thus  with  halters  on  their  necks 
Expecl  your  highnefs*  doom,  of  life  or  death. 

K.  Henry.  Then,  heaven,  fet  ope  thy  cverlafting 
gates, 

To  entertain  my  vows  of  thanks  and  praife  !  

Soldiers,  this  day  have  you  redeem'd  your  lives, 
And  fnew'd  how  well  you  love  your  prince  and 
country: 

Continue  ftill  in  this  fo  good  a  mind,  v 
And  Henry,  though  he  be  infortunate, 
AfTure  yourfelves,  will  never  be  unkind  : 
And  fo,  with  thanks,  and  pardon  to  you  all, 
1  do  difmifs  you  to  your  feveral  countries. 

All.  God  fave  the  king!  God  fave  the  king  ! 
Enter  a  Monger. 

Mef.  Pleafe  it  your  grace  to  be  advertifed, 
The  duke  of  York  is  newly  come  from  Ireland  : 
And  with  a  puiffmt  and  a  mighty  power, 
Of  Gallow-glafTes,  and  flout  Kernes, 
Js  marching  hither  ward  in  proud  array  ; 
And  Mill  proclaimeth,  as  he  comes  along, 
His  arms  are  only  to  remove  from  thee 
The  duke  of  Somerfet,  whom  he  terms  a  traitor. 

K.  Henry.  Thus  {lands  my  flate,  'twixt  Cade  and 
York  diftrefs'd  ; 
Like  to  a  (hip,  that,  hiving  'fcap'd  a  tempefl:, 
Js  llraightway  calmed,  ar.l  boarded  with  a  pirate  : 
Put  now  i>  Cade  driven  back,  his  men  diipers'd  ; 
And  now  is  York  in  arms,  to  fecond  him.  
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I  pray  thee,  Buckingham,  go  and  meet  him  ; 
And  afk  him,  what's  the  reafoa  of  thefe  arms. 
Tell  him,  I'll  fend  duke  Edmund  to  the  Tower  : — 
And,  Somenet,  we  will  commit  thee  thither, 
Until  his  army  be  difmifs'd  from  him. 

Som.  My  lord, 
I'll  yield  myfelf  to  prifon  willingly, 
Or  unto  death,  to  do  my  country  good. 

K,  Henry,  In  any  cafe  be  not  too  rough  in  terms  ; 
For  he  is  fierce,  and  cannot  brook  hard  language. 

Buck,  I  will,  my  lord  ;  and  doubt  not  fo  to  deal, 
As  all  things  {hall  redound  unto  your  good. 

K,  Henry,  Come,  wife,  let's  in,  and  learn  to  go- 
vern better ; 
For  yet  may  England  curfe  my  wretched  reign. 

[Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E  X. 
A  Garden  in  Kent. 
Enter  Jack  Cade, 
Cade,  Fie  on  ambition  !  fie  on  myfelf ;  that  have  a 
Avord,  and  yet  am  ready  to  famifh !  Thefe  five  days 
have  I  hid  me  in  thefe  woods ;  and  durft  not  peep  out, 
for  all  the  country  is  lay'd  for  me  ;  but  now  am  I  fo 
hungry,  that  if  I  might  have  a  leafe  of  my  life  for  a 
thoufand  years,  I  could  ftay  no  longer.  Wherefore, 
on  a  brick-wall  have  I  climb'd  into  this  garden  ;  to 
fee  if  I  can  eat  grafs,  or  pick  a  fallet  another  while, 
which  is  not  amifs  to  cool  a  man's  flomach  this  hot 
weather.  And,  I  think,  this  word  fallet  was  born 
to  do  me  good  :  for,  many  a  time,  but  for  a  fallet, 
my  brain-pan  had  been  cleft  with  a  brown  bill ;  and, 
many  a  time,  when  I  have  been  dry,  and  bravely 
marching,  it  hath  ferv'd  me  inftead  of  a  quart-pot  to 
drink  in ;  and  now  the  word  fallet  mull  ferve  rne  to 
feed  on. 

Enter  I  den,  <vjitb  Ser-vants, 
Iden,  Lord,  who  would  live  turmoiled  in  the  court, 
A  lid  may  enjoy  fuch  quiet  walks  as  thefe  ? 
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This  fmall  inheritance,  my  father  left  me, 
Contented  me,  and  '"s  worth  a  monarchy. 
I  feek  not  to  wax  great  by  others'  waining ; 
Or  gather  wealth,  I  care  not  with  what  envy  ; 
Sufficeth,  that  I  have  maintains  my  ftate, 
And  fends  the  poor  well  pleafed  from  my  gate. 

Cade,  Here's  the  lord  of  the  foil  come  to  feize  me 
for  aftray,  for  entering  his  fee-fimple  without  leave. 
Ah,  villain,  thou  wilt  betray  me,  and  get  a  thoufand 
crowns  of  the  king  for  carrying  my  head  to  him ;  but 
I'll  make  thee  eat  iron  like  an  oftridge,  and  f wallow 
my  ftvord  like  a  great  pin,  ere  thou  and  I  part. 

lden.  Why,  rude  companion,  whatfo'er  thou  be, 
1  know  thee  not ;  "Why  then  mould  I  betray  thee  ? 
fs't  not  enough  to  break  into  my  garden, 
And,  like  a  thief,  to  come  to  rob  my  grounds, 
Climbing  my  walls  in  fpight  of  me  the  owner, 
But  thou  wilt  brave  me  with  thefe  faucy  terms? 

Cade.  Brave  thee  ?  ay,  by  the  beft  blood  that  ever 
was  broach'd,  and  beard  thee  too.  Look  on  me  well : 
[  have  eat  no  meat  thefe  five  days ;  yet,  come  thou 
and  thy  five  men,  and  if  I  do  not  leave  you  all  as 
dead  as  a  door  nail,  I  pray  God,  I  may  never  eat 
grafs  more. 

lden.  Nay,  it  mall  ne'er  be  faid,  while  England 
ftands, 

That  Alexander  lden,  an  efquire  of  Kent, 
Took  odds  to  combat  a  poor  famiih'd  man. 
Oppofe  thy  lledfall-gazing  eyes  to  mine, 
See  if  thou  canft  out-face  me  with  thy  looks. 
Set  limb  to  limb,  and  thou  art  far  the  lefler : 
Thy  hand  is  but  a  finger  to  my  rift : 
Thy  leg  a  ftick,  compared  with  this  truncheon  ; 
My  foot  mall  right  with  ail  the  ftrength  thou  haft ; 
And  if  mine  arm  be  heaved  in  the  air, 
Thy  grave  is  digg'd  already  in  the  earth. 
As  for  more  words,  whofe  greatnefs  anfwers  words, 
Let  this  my  fword  report  what  fpeech  forbears. 
Cade.  By  my  valour,  the  molt  complete  champioa 
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that  ever  I  heard.  Steel,  if  thou  turn  the  edge, 

or  cut  not  out  the  burly-bonM  clown  in  chines  of  beef 
ere  thou  fleep  in  thy  (heath,  I  befeech  Jove  on  my 
knees,  thou  may 'ft  be  turn'd  to  hobnails. 

[Here  they  fight. 

O,  I  am  flain !  famine,  and  no  other,  hath  ilain  me: 
let  ten  thoufand  devils  come  againft  me,  and  give 
me  but  the  ten  meals  I  have  loft,  and  I'd  defy  them 
all.  Wither,  garden ;  and  be  henceforth  a  bujrying- 
place  to  all  that  do  dwell  in  this  houfe,  becaufe  the 
unconquer'd  foul  of  Cade  is  fled. 

Iden.  Is't  Cade  that  I  have  (ban,  that  monflrous 
traitor  ? 

Sword,  I  will  hallow  thee  for  this  thy  deed, 
And  hang  thee  o'er  my  tomb,  when  I  am  dead  : 
Ne'er  mail  this  blood  be  wiped  from  thy  point  5 
But  thou  lhalt  wear  it  as  a  herald's  coat, 
To  emblaze  the  honour  that  thy  mailer  got. 

Cade.  Iden,  farewell ;  and  be  proud  of  thy  vlRory; 
Tell  Kent  from  me,  i'he  hath  loft  her  belt  man,  and 
exhort  all  the  world  to  be  cowards  ;  for  1,  that  never 
fear'd  any,  am  vanquihYd  by  famine,  not  by  valour. 

[Dies, 

Iden.  How  much  thou  wroiig'ft  me,  heaven  be  my 
judge. 

Die,  damned  wretch,  the  curfe  of  her  that  bare  thee ! 
And  as  I  thruft  thy  body  in  with  my  fword, 
So  wiili  I,  I  might  thrall  thy  foul  to  hell. 
Hence  will  I  drag  thee  headlong  by  the  heels 
Unto  a  dunghill,  which  mall  be  thy  grave. 
And  there  cut  off  thy  moil  ungracious  head  ; 
Which  I  will  bear  in  triumph  to  the  king, 
Leaving  thy  trunk  for  crows  to  feed  upon.  [Exit, 
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Fields  near  Saint  Albans* 

Enter  York,  att2;idedi  with  dru?n  and  colours. 
Tor/:,  at  a  dijlance  from  his  followers. 

TT1  ROM  Ireland  thus  comes  York,  to  claim  his 
1  1  right, 

.And  pluck  the  crown  from  feeble  Henry's  head : 
Ring,  bells,  aloud  ;  burn,  bonfires,  clear  and  bright, 
To  entertain  great  England's  lawful  king. 
Ah,* fanflty ifkqjtftds  !  who  would  not  buy  thee  dear? 
Let  them  obey,  that  know  not  how  to  rule  ; 
This  hand  was  made  to  handle  nought  but  gold: 
I  cannot  give  da»j  action  to  my  words, 
Evcept  a  fword,  or  fecptre,  balance  it. 
A  fceptre  (hall  it  have,  have  I  a  foul  : 
On  which  1*11  tofs  the  flower-de-luce  of  France. 
£  ni t  r  Buckin  ?ham . 

o 

Whom  have  we  here  .?  Buckingham,  to  diflurb  me; 
The  king  hath  feftt  him,  fure  :  I  mud  diiTemble. 
Buck.  York,  if  thou  meaneft  well,  I  greet  thee 
well. 

York.  Huinpnrey  of  Buckingham,  I  accept  thy 
greeting. 

Art  thou  a  meffenger,  or  come  of  pleafure  ? 

Buck.  A  meffenger  from  Henry,  our  dread  liege, 
To  know  the  rcafon  of  thefe  arms  in  peace  ; 
Or  why,  thou — being  a  fubjeel  as  I  am, — - 
Againft  thy  oath  end  true  allegiance  fworn, 
Should'!!  raife  fo  great  a  power  without  his  leave, 
Or  d?re  to  brino-  thy  force  fo  near  the  court. 

York.  Scarce  can  I  fpeak,  my  choler  is  fo  great. 
Oh,  i  could  hew  up  recks,  and  fight  with  flint, 
t  a  n  fo  angry  at  thefe  abject  terms ; 
And  now,  like  Ajax  Telamonius, 
On  fheep  and  oxen  could  I  fpend  my  fury  ! 
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I  am  far  better  born  than  is  the  king ; 

More  like  a  king,  more  kingly  in  my  thoughts  : 

But  I  mult  make  fair  weather  yet  a  while, 

'Till  Henry  be  more  weak,  and  I  more  ftrong.  

O  Buckingham,  I  pr'ythee  pardon  me, 
That  I  have  given  no  anfwer  all  this  while ; 
My  mind  was  troubled  with  deep  melancholy. 
The  caufe  why  I  have  brought  this  army  hither, 
Is — to  remove  proud  Somerfet  from  the  king, 
Seditious  to  his  grace,  and  to  the  Hate. 

Buck.  That  is  too  much  prefumption  on  thy  part ; 
But  if  thy  arms  be  to  no  other  end, 
The  king  hath  yielded  unto  thy  demand ; 
The  duke  of  Somerfet  is  in  the  Tower. 

York.  Upon  thine  honour,  is  he  prifoner? 

Buck*  Upon  mine  honour,  he  is  prifoner. 

York,  Then,  Buckingham,  I  do  difmifs  my  pow- 
ers.-  

Soldiers,  I  thank  you  all ;  difperfc  yourfelves ; 
Meet  me  to-morrow  in  Saint  George's  field, 
You  mall  have  pay,  and  every  thing  you  wiili. — 
And  let  my  fovereign,  virtuous  Henry, 
Command  my  eldelt  fon, — nay,  all  my  fons,— 
As  pledges  of  my  fealty  and  love, 
I'll  fend  them  all  as  willing  as  I  live  ; 
Lands,  goods,  horfe,  armour,  any  thing  I  have 
Is  his  to  ufe,  fo  Somerfet  may  die. 

Buck.  York,  I  commend  this  kind  fubmiilion  : 
We  twain  will  go  into  his  highnefs'  tent. 

Enter  King  Henry,  and  Attendants. 

K.  Henry.  Buckingham,  doth  York  intend  no 
harm  to  us, 

That  thus  he  marcheth  with  thee  arm  in  arm  ? 

York.  In  all  fubmifiion  and  humility, 
York  doth  prefent  himfelf  unto  your  hi g'hnefs. 

K.  Henry.  Then  what  intend  thefe  forces  thou 
d  o;t  bring  ? 

York.  To  heave  the  traitor  Somerfet  from  hence  ; 
And  fight  againft  that  monilrous  rebel,  Cade, 
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Whom  fmce  I  hear  to  be  difcomflted. 

Enter  Iden,  <zv:th  Cade's  kexd. 
Iden.  If  one  fo  rude,  and  of  fo  mean  condition, 
May  pafs  into  the  prefence  of  a  king, 
Lo,  I  prefent  your  grace  a  traitor's  head, 
The  head  of  Cade,  whom  I  in  combat  (Lew. 

K.  Henry.  The  head  of  Cade? — Great  God,  how 

jufr.  art  thou  !  — 

O,  let  me  view  this  vifage  being  dead, 
That  living  wrought  me  inch  exceeding  trouble. 
Tell  me,  my  friend,  art  thou  the  man  that  ilew  him? 
Iden.  I  was,  an't  like  your  majetfy.  s 
K.  Henry.  How  art  thou  calPd  r  and  what  is  thy 
degree  ? 

Iden.  Alexander  I  den,  that's  my  name  ; 
A  poor  efquire  of  Kent,  that  loves  the  king. 

Buck.  So  pleafe  it  you,  my  lord,  'twere  notamifs 
He  were  created  knight  for  his  good  ferviee. 

K.  Henry.  Iden,  kneel  down ;  [he  kneels.]  Rife,  up 
a  knight. 

We  give  thee  for  reward  a  thoufand  marks  ; 
And  will,  that  thou  henceforth  attend  on  us. 

Iden.  May  Iden  live  to  merit  fuch  a  bounty, 
And  never  live  but  true  unto  his  liege  ! 

K.  Henry.  See,  Buckingham  !  Somerfet  comes  with 
the  queen ; 

Go,  bid  her  hide  him  quickly  from  the  duke. 

Enter  Queen  Margaret,  and  Somerfet. 
£\  Mar.  For  thoufand  Yorks  he  {hall  not  hide  his 
head, 

But  boldly  Hand,  and  front  him  to  his  face. 

York.  How  now  !  is  Somerfet  at  liberty  ? 
Then,  York,  unloofe  thy  long  itnprifon'd  though, 
And  let  thy  tongue  be  equal  with  thy  heart. 
Shall  I  endure  the  fight  of  Somerfet  f — 
Falfe  king!  why  halt  thou  broken  faith  with  1  t< 
Knowing  how  hardly  I  can  brook  abtifc? 
King  did  I  call  thee  !  no,  thou  art  no  king  ; 
Not  fit  to  govern  and  rule  multitude, 
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Which  dar'il  not,  no,  nor  canft  not  rule  a  traitor. 

That  head  of  thine  doth  not  become  a  crown; 

Thy  hand  is  made  to  grafp  a  palmer's  ItafT, 

And  not  to  grace  an  awful  princely  fceptre. 

That  gold  mult  round  engirt  thefe  brows  of  mine  ; 

Whofe  fmile  and  frown,  like  to  Achilles'  fpear, 

Is  able  with  the  change  to  kill  and  cure. 

Here  is  a  hand  to  hold  a  fceptre  up, 

And  with  the  fame  to  adl:  controlling  laws. 

Give  place  ;  by  heaven,  thcu  fhalt  rule  no  more 

O'er  him,  whom  heaven  created  for  thy  ruler, 

Som.  O  rnonflrous  traitor !— I  arreft  thee,  Y oik, 
Of  capital  treafon  'gainft  the  king  and  crown : 
Obey,  audacious  traitor ;  kneel  for  grace. 

York.  Sirrah,  call  in  my  fons  to  be  my  bail.  

[Exit  an  Attendant* 
W ouldft  have  me  kneel  ?  nrfl  let  me  alk  of  thefe, 
If  they  can  brook  1  bow  a  knee  to  man. — 
I  know,  ere  they  will  let  me  go  to  ward, 
They'll  pawn  their  fwords  for  my  enfranchifement. 

£\  Mar.  Call  hither  Clifford  ;  bid  him  come  am  a  ir^ 
To  fay,  if  that  the  baftard  boys  of  York 
Shall  be  the  furety  for  their  traitor  father. 

York.  O  blood-befpotted  Neapolitan, 
Out-cail  of  Naples,  England's  bloody  fcourge  ; 
The  fons  of  York,  thy  betters  in  their  birth, 
Shall  be  their  father's  bail;  and  bane  to  thofe 
That  for  my  furety  will  refufe  the  boys. 

Fnter  Edward  and  Richard. 
See,  where  they  come;  I'll  warrant,  they'll  make 
it  good. 

Enter  Clifford. 
Mar.  And  here  comes  Clifford  to  deny  their 
bail. 

Clif.  Health  and  all  happinefs  to  my  lord  the 
king!  [Kneels. 

York.  We  thank  thee,  Clifford  :  Say,  what  news 
with  thee  ? 

Nay,  do  not  fright  us  with  an  angry  look  l 
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We  are  thy  fovereign,  Clifford,  kneel  again; 
For  thy  mtfiaking  fo,  we  pardon  thee. 

CI//.  This  is  my  king,  York,  I  do  not  miilake  j 
But  thou  miiUk'fi  me  much,  to  think  I  do  : — 
To  bedlam  with  him  !  is  the  man  grown  mad  ? 

A.  Hemy.  Ay,  Cii.it ord  ;  a  bedlam  and  ambitious 
humour 

Ma  ccs  him  oppofe  hknielf  againit  his  king. 

Clif.  He  is  a  traitor  ;  let  him  to  the  Tower, 
And  crop  away  that  factious  pate  of  his. 

(?.  Mar.  He  is  arretted,  bat  will  not  obey; 
his  fans,  he  fays,  (hall  give  their  words  for  him. 

Tcrk.  Will  you  not,  foria  ? 

E.  Plan,  Ay,  noble  father,  if  our  words  will  ferve. 
R.  Plan,  And  if  words  will  not,  then  our  weapons 

ftialK 

CUf^  Why,  what  a  brood  of  traitors  have  we  here! 

York,  Look  in  a  glafs,  and  call  thy  image  fo  ; 
I  am  thy  king,  and  thou  a  falfe  heart  traitor. — 
Call  hither  to  the  fbke  my  two  brave  bears, 
That,  with  the  very  making  of  their  chains, 
They  may  afronifh  thefe  fell  lurking  curs : 
Bid  Salifoury,  and  War  \\ick;  come  to  me. 
Drums.     Enter  the  Ear  Is  cf  Warwick  and  Sail/bury. 

Clif.  Are  thefe  thy  bears  ?  we'll  bait  thy  bears 
to  death, 

And  manacle  the  bear-ward  in  their  chains, 
If  thou  dar'f:  bring  them  to  the  baiting-place. 

R,  Plan,  Ofc  have  I  feen  a  hot  o'erweening  cur 
Run  back  and  bite,  bjcaufe  he  was  withheld  ; 
Who,  being  furfer'd  with  the  bear's  fell  paw, 
Hath  clapp'd  his  tail  between  his  legs,  and  cry'd : 
And  fuch  a  piece  of  fervice  will  you  do, 
If  ycu  oppofe  yourfelvcs  to  match  lord  Warwick. 

Ciif.  Hence,  heap  of  wrath,  foul  indigeited  lump, 
As  crooked  in  thy  manners  as  thy  fhape  ! 

Tor  A.  Nay,  we  fliail  heat  you  thoroughly  anon. 
Take  heed,  left  by  your  heat  you  burn 
y  enrich  er.. 
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K.  Henry*  Why,  Warwick,  hath  thy  knee  forgot 
to  bow  ? — 
Old  Saliibury, — mame  to  thy  filver  hair, 
Thou  mad  mis-leaier  of  t'w  brain-lick  fon  ! 
What,  wilt  thou  on  thy  death-bed  play  the  ruffian, 
And  feek  for  forrow  with  thy  fpeolaicles ! — 
Oh,  where  is  faith  ?  oh,  whire  is  loyalty? 
If  it  be  baniftt'd  from  the  frofty  head, 
Where  mall  it  find  a  harbour  in  the  earth? 
Wilt  thou-  go  dig  a  grave  to  find  out  war, 
And  fhame  thine  honourable  age  with  blood? 
Why  art  thou  old,  and  want'ft  experience  ? 
-Or  wherefore  doft  abafe  it,  Jf  thou  had  it? 
For  fhame  !  in  duty  bend  thy  knee  to  me, 
That  bows  unto  the  grave  with  rnickle  age. 

Sal.  My  lord,  I  have  confide rd  with  myfclf 
The  title  of  this  mod  renowned  duke  ; 
And  in  my  confeience  do  repute  his  grac-e 
The  rightful  heir  to  England's  royal  feat. 

K.  Henry.  Haft  thou  not  fworn  alhgiance  unto  me  ? 

$al.  I  have. 

K.  Henry.  Canft  thou  difpenfe  with  heaven  for  fach 
an  oath  ? 

Sal.  It  is  great  fin,  to  fwear  unto  a  fin ; 
But  greater  fin,  to  keep  a  finful  oath  ? 
Who  can  be  bound  by  any  folemn  vow 
To  do  a  murderous  deed,  to  rob  a  man, 
To  force  a  fpotlefs  virgin's  chaftity, 
To  reave  the  orohan  of  his  patrimony, 
To  wring  the  widow  from  her  cuftem'd  right  ; 
And  have  no  other  reafon  for  this  wrong, 
But  that  he  was  bound  by  a  folemn  oath  ? 

^Jj  Mar.  A  fubtle  traitor  needs  no  fophifter. 

K.  Henry.  Call  Buckingham,  and  bid  him  arm  him- 
felf. 

York.  Call  Buckingham,  and  all  the  friends  thou  haft-, 
I  am  refolv'd  for  death,  or  dignity. 

Old,  Clif.  The  flrft  I  warrant  thee,  if  creams  prove 
-true. 
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War.  You  were  belt,  go  to  bed,  and  dream  again, 
To  keep  thee  from  the  temper!  of  the  field. 

Old.  Clif.  I  am  refolv'd  to  bear  a  greater  iiorm, 
Than  any  thou  canft,  conjure  up  to-day  : 
And  that  I'll  write  upon  thy  burgonet. 
Might  I  but  knew  thee  by  thy  home's  badge. 

War,  Now  by  my  father's  badge,  old  Nevil's  crefK 
The  iampant  bear  chained  to  the  ragged  Raff, 
This  day  I'll  wear  aloft  my  burgonet, 
(As  on  a  mountain  top  the  cedar  fhews, 
That  keeps  his  leaves  in  fpight  of  any^ftorm) 
Even  to  affright  thee  with  the  view  thereof. 

Old.  Clif.  Andfrom  thy  burgonet  I'llrend  thy  bear, 
And  tread  it  under  foot  with  ail  contempt, 
Defpight  the  bear-ward  that  protects  the  bear. 

Y.  Clif.  And  fo  to  arms,  victorious  noble  father, 
To  quell  thefe  traitors  and  their  'complices. 

R.  Plan.  Fie!  charity,  for  frame!  fpeak  not  in 
fpight, 

For  you  fhall  fup  with  Jefu  Chrift  to  night. 

Y.  Clif.  Foul  frigmatic,  that's  more  than  thou 
canff  tell. 

R.  Plan.*If  not  in  heaven,  you'll  furely  fup  in  hell. 

[  Exeunt  fe -J  s  rally* 

SCENE  II. 

The  Fid  J  of Baft  I:  at  Saint  Albans. 
Enter  Warzvick. 
War.  Clifford  of  Cumberland,  'tis  Warwick  calls! 
And  if  thou  doll  not  hide  thee  from  the  bear, 
Now, — when  the  angry  trumpet  founds  alarm, 
And  dead  men's  cries  do  fill  the  empty  air, — 
Clifford,  I  fay,  come  forth  arid  fight  with  me ! 
Proud  northern  lord,  Clifford  of  Cumberland, 
Warwick  is  hoarfe  with  calling  thee  to  arms. 

Enter  York. 

How  now,  my  noble  lord  ?  what,  all  a-fcot  ? 

York.  The  deaaiy-hatided  Clifford  flew  my  flccd  ; 
Rut  match  to  match  I  have  encounter'd  him. 
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And  made  a  prey  for  carrion  kites  and  crows 
Even  of  the  bonny  beaft  he  lov'd  fo  well. 

Enter  Cliffords 
War.  Of  one  or  both  of  us  the  time  is  come. 
York,  Hold,  Warwick,  feek  thee  out  fome  other 
chace, 

For  I  myfdf  muft  hunt  this  deer  to  death. 

War.  Then,  nobly,  York  ;  'tis  for  a  crown  thou 
fight'ft.— 

As  I  intend,  ClifFord,  to  thrive  to-day, 
It  grieves  my  foul  to  leave  thee  unaffaii'd. 

[Exeunt  Warwick* 
Clif.  What  fee'ftthou  in  me,  York?  why  doft  thou 
paufe  ? 

York.  With  thy  brave  bearing  mould  I  be  in  love, 
But  that  thou  art  fo  fait  mine  enemy. 

Clif.  Nor  ihould  thy  prowefs  want  praife and efleem , 
But  that  'tis  {hewn  ignobly,  and  in  treafon. 

York.  So  let  it  help  rne  now  agamrl:  thy  fword, 
As  I  in  juflice  and  true  right  cxprefs  it  ! 

Clif.  My  foul  and  body  on  the  action  both  ! — 

York.  A  dreadful  lay  ! — addrefs  thee  infbntly. 

•  [Fight,  and  Ctfford falls . 

Clif.  La  fm  cauronne  les  a^uurcs.  [Dies. 

7'ork.  Thus  war  hath  given  thee  peace,  for  thou  a;  t 
fhU 

Peace  with  his  foul,  heaven,  if  it  be  thy  will.  [Exit. 
Enter  young  C  lifford. 
Y.  Clif.  Shame  and  confufion!  all  is  on  the  rout; 
Fear  frames  diforder,  and  diforder  wounds 
Where  it  mould  guard.    O  war,  thou  fon  of  hell, 
Whom  angry  heavens  do  make  their  mi niiler. 
Throw  in  the  frozen  bofoms  of  our  part 
Hot  coals  of  vengeance  ! — Le  t  no  foidier  fly  : 
He  that  is  truly  dedicate  to  war, 
Hath  no  felf-love  ;  nor  he,  that  loves  him fdf, 
Hath  not  effentially,  but  by  eircumftance, 
The  name  of  valour. — O  let  the  vile  world  end/ 

[  Seeing  his  d*  zd fat  her-* 
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And  the  premifed  flames  of  the  lafl  day 
Knit  earth  and  heaven  together! 
Nov.-  let  the  general  trumpet  blow  his  bUftj 
Particularities  and  petty  founds 

Toceafe  !  Waft  thou  ordain'd,  dear  father, 

To  loie  thy  youth  in  peace,  and  to  achieve 

The  Giver  livery  cf  advifel  age  ; 

And,  in  thy  reverence,  and  thy  chair- days,  thus 

To  die  in  ruffian  battle  ? — Even  at  this  fight, 

My  heart  is  tura'd  to  (tone :  and,  while  'tis  mine, 

It  (hall  be  ftony.    York  not  our  old  men  ipares  > 

No  more  will  I  the*  r  babes:  tears  virginal 

Shall  be  to  me  even  as  the  dew  to  fire* 

And  beauty,  that  the  tyrant  oft  reclaims* 

Shall  to  my  flaming  wrath  be  oil  and  flax. 

Henceforth,  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  pity  : 

Meet  Ian  infant  of  the  houfe  of  York, 

Into  as  many  gobbets  will  I  cut  it, 

As  wild  Medea  young  Abf        did : 

In  cruelty  will  I  ieek  out  my  fame. 

Come  thou,  new  ruin  of  old  Clifford's  libajfe  : 

\Tsz':in?  uj  tftihodf. 

As  did  yEneas  old  AkchHes  bear, 

So  bear  [  thee  a  noil  my  manly  iho  aiders : 

But  tfien  /Lneas  1)  .re  a  lining  load, 

Nothi  \g  fo  heavy  as  thefe  woes  of  mine.  [Ex;:. 

Enter  Richard  Plantage??et  and  Somerf'i,  to  fight. 

R.flxi.  SOj  lie  thou  there  ; — 

^Sorxerjet  is  hi  lie  J. 
For  undefffStth  ah  ale -houfe'  paltry  fgo, 
The  Caftle  in  Saint  Alb  ins,  Soinenet 
Hath  made  the  wizard  famous  in  his  ueaclj. — * 
Sword,  hold  thy  tamper ;  heart,  bewfcjfeftill: 
PrieRs  pray  for  enemies,  but  princes  kilt  [Exh. 
Fight.    Excurjiozs.     Inter  King  llenrfj^and  Qj#k:i 
Margaret,  aid  ethers. 
Q.'Mat,  Away.  h\y.  lo  \1,  you  art;  f.o  v ;  for  fume, 
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'  AT.  Henry,  Can  we  oat-run  the  heavens  ?  good  Mar- 
garet, flay. 

0.  Kitr.  What  are  you  made  of?  you'll  nor  fight, 
nor  fly  : 

Now  is  it  manhood,  wifdom,  and  defence, 
To  give  the  enemy  way  ;  and  to  fecure  us 
By  what  we  can,  which  can  no  more  but  fly. 

[Alarum  afar  off. 
If  you  be  ta'en,  we  then  mould  fee  the  bottom 
Of  all  our  fortunes :  but  if  we  haply  'fcape, 
(As  well  we  may,  if  not  through  your  neglect) 
We  mall  to  London  get ;  where  you  are  lov'd  ; 
And  where  this  breach,  now  in  our  fortunes  made, 
May  readily  be  ftoppM. 

Enter  young  C liffbrd. 
Clif.  But  that  my  heart's  on  future  mifchief  fet, 
I  would  fpeak  blafphemy  ere  bid  you  fly  : 
But  fly  you  muil ;  uncurable  difcomfit 
Reigaa  in  the  hearts  of  all  our  prefent  parts. 
Away,  for,  your  relief!  and  we  will  live 
To  fee  their  day,  and  them  our  fortune  give  : 
Away,  my  lord,  away  !  \Exeunu 

SCENE  III. 

Alarum*    Retreat,    Enter  York,  Richard  Plantagenet^ 
Warwick,  and  Soldiers,  with  Drum  and  Colours. 
York.  Of  Saliibury,  who  can  report  of  him  ; 

That  winter  lion,  who,  in  rage,  forgets 

Aged  contufions  and  all  brum  of  time  ; 

And,  like  a  gallant  in  the  brow  of  youth, 

Repairs  him  with  occafion  ?  this  happy  day 

Is  not  itfelf,  nor  have  we  won  one  foot, 

If  Salifbury  be  loft. 

R.  Plan,  My  noble  father, 

Three  times  to-day  I  holp  him  to  his  horfe, 

Three  times  beffricl  him  ;  thrice  I  led  him  off, 

Perfuaded  him  from  any  further  aft  : 

But  ftiU,  where  danger  was,  flill  there  I  met  him  , 

A\ri  like  rich  hangings  in  a  homely  houfe, 
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So  was  his  w3U  in  his  old  feeble  body. 
But,  noble  as  he  is,  look  where  he  comes. 

Enter  SaJijlury. 
Sid.  Now,  by  my  fword,  well  haft  thou  fought 
to- day  ; 

By  the  niafs,  fo  did  we  all. — I  thank  you,  Richard  s 
God  knows,  how  long  it  is  I  have  to  live ; 
And  it  hath  pieas'd  him,  that  three  times  to-day 
You  have  defended  me  from  imminent  death. — 
Well,  lords,  we  have  not  got  that  which  we  have ; 
'Tis  not  enough  our  foes  are  this  time  Bed, 
Being  oppotites  to  fuch  repairing  nature.. 

York*  I  know7  our  fafety  is  to  follow  them; 
For,  as  I  hear  the  king  is  fled  to  London, 
To  call  a  prefent  court  of  parliament. 
Let  us  purfue  him,  ere  the  writs  go  forth  : — 
What  fays  lord  Warwick,  {hall  we  after  them? 

War.  After  them  I  nay,  before  them,  if  we  can. 
Xow  by  my  hand,  lords,  :t\vas  a  glorious  day  : 
Saint  Alban's  battle,  won  by  famous  York, 
Shall  be  eterniz'd  in  all  age  to  come. — 
Sound,  drums  and  trumpets ; — and  to  London  all : 
And  mote  fuch  days  as  thefe  to  us  befall !  [Exiunt* 
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P E RSO N3  REPRESENTED. 

King  Henry  the  Sixth. 

Edward,  Prince  of  Wales,  Lis  Son. 

Duke  of  Somerfef  ,  1 

Earl  of  Northumberland,  I 

Earl  of  Oxford,  ^  Lords  on  King  Henry's  fide. 

Earl  of  Exeter,  j  5      ■  J 

Earl  of  Wefi?noreland,  \ 
Lord  Clifford,  J 
Richard,  Duke  of  York. 
Edward,  Earl  of  March,  afterwards  King, 
Ceorge  Duke  of  Claronce,  £  His  Sons. 

Richard,  Duke  of  Gioceker, 
Edmund,  Earl  of  Rutland, 
Duke  of  A7*//^, 
Marquis  of  Montague, 
Earl  of  Warwick, 
Earl  of  Salijbury,        }>Of  the  Duke  of  York's  party. 
Earl  of  Pembroke, 
Lord  Hafiings, 
Lord  Stafford, 

Sir  John  ]  LT    lc s  t0  the  Duke  of  York, 

S  IF  H  Li  g  h  Mori  t  mer,  ) 
Lord  Rivers,  Brother  to  the  Lady  Gray. 
Sir  John  Montgomery,  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower. 
Yhyor  of  York,  Sir  John  Somerwille. 
Humphrey,  and  Sinklo,  two  Huntfmen. 
Lewis  XI.  King  of  France. 

Queen  Margaret. 

Bona,  Siller  to  the  French  King. 

Lady  Cray,  afterwards  Queen  to  Edward  l\  . 

Soldiers  and  other  Attendants  on  King  Henry  and 
King  Edward,  &c. 

In  part  of  the  Third  Aft,  the  Scene  is  laid  in  France; 
during  all  the  reft  of  the.  Play  in  England. 
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London,     The  Parliament  Houfe. 

Alarum.  Enter  Duke  of  York,  Edward,  Richard, 
Norfolk,  Montague,  Warwick,  and  others,  with 
white  rofes  in  their  hats. 

War.  T  WONDER,  how  the  king  efcap'd  out 
J_  hands. 

York.  While  we  purfu'd  the  horfemen  of  the  north. 
He  (lily  Hole  away,  and  left  his  men : 
Whereat  the  great  lord  of  Northumberland, 
Whofe  warlike  ears  could  never  brook  retreat, 
Chear'd  up  the  drooping  army  ;  and  himfelf, 
Lord  Clifford,  and  lord  Stafford,  all  a-breaft, 
Charg'd  our  main  battle's  front,  and,  breaking  in, 
Were  by  the  fwords  of  common  foldiers  flain. 

Edm.  Lord  Stafford's  father,  duke  of  Buckingham, 
Is  either  flain,  or  wounded  dangeroufly  : 
I  cleft  his  beaver  with  a  downright  blow  ; 
That  this  is  true,  father,  behold  his  blood. 

[  Shewing  his  bloody  fword,, 

Mont.  And,  brother,  here's  the  earl  of  Wiitfhire's 
blood, 

[To  Warwick,  /hewing  his* 
Whom  I  encounter'd  as  the  battles  join'd. 

Rich.  Speak  thou  for  me,  and  tell  them  what  I  did, 

[Throwing  down  the  Duke  of  Somer/a's  head, 
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York.  Richard  hath  beft  defer v'd  of  all  my  fens.— 
Is  your  grace  dead,  my  lord  of  Somerfet? 

Norf.  Such  Hope  have  all  the  line  of  John  of  Gaunt ! 

Rich.  Thus  do  I  hope  to  make  king  Henry's  head. 

War.  And  fo  do  I. — Viclorious  prince  of  York, 
Before  I  fee  thee  feated  in  that  throne 
Which  now  the  houfe  of  Lancafter  ufurps, 
I  vow  by  heaven,  thefe  eyes  fhall  never  clofe. 
This  is  the  palace  of  the  fearful  king, 
And  this  the  regal  feat :  poiTefs  it,  York  ; 
For  this  is  thine,  and  not  king  Henry's  heirs'. 

Turk.  Affift  me  then,  fweet  Warwick-,  and  I  will  ; 
For  hither  are  we  broken  in  bv  force. 

Ncrf.  We'll  all  affift  you  ;  he  that  flies  mail  die. 

York.  Thanks,  gentle  Norfolk. — Stay  by  me,  my 
lords ;  

And,  foldiers,  flay,  and  lodge  by  me  this  night. 
War.  And,  when-  the  king  comes/  offer  him  no 
violence, 

Unlefs  he  feek  to  put  us  out  by  force. 

York.  The  queen,  this  day,  here  holds  her  parlia- 
ment ; 

But  little  thinks  we  mall  be  of  her  council : 
By  words,  or  blows,  here  let  us  win  our  right 

Rich.  Arm'd  as  we  are,  let's  itay  within  this  houfe. 

War.  The  bloody  parliament  ihall  this  be  calTd, 
Unlefs  Plantagenet,  duke  of  York,  be  king  ; 
And  bafhful  Henry  depos'd,  whefe  cowardice 
Hath  made  us  by-words  to  our  enemies. 

York.  Then  leave  me  not,  my  lords ;  be  refolute  : 
I  mean  to  take  poffelhon  of  my  right. 

War.  Neither  the  king,  nor  he  that  loves  him  bed, 
The  proudeft  he  that  holds  up  Lancafler, 
Dares  ftir  a  wing,  if  Warwick  (hake  his  bells. 
I'll  plant  Plantagenet,  root  him  up  who  dares  : — 
Refolve  thee,  Richard,  claim  the  Englifh  crown. 

[Warwick  Uads  York  to  the  throw,  <tvi/a  feats  himfAf. 
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Enter  Kin*  Henry,  Clifford,  Northumberland ',  Weft- 
moptfandj  Exeter,  and  others,  at  the  further  end  of 
the  /lave. 

K.  Henry.  My  lords,  look  where  the  llurdy  rebel  fits, 
Even  in  the  chair  of  ftate  !  belike  lie  means 
(Back'd  by  the  po y/er  of  Warwick,  that  falfe  peer) 
To  afpire  unto  the  crown,  and  reign  as  king. — 
Earl  of  Northumberland,  he  Hew  thy  father; — 
.  And  thine,  lord  Clifford    and  you  both  vow'd  re- 
venge 

On  him,  his  ions,  his  favourites,  and  his  friends. 
I'J-  r:h.  If  I  be  not,  heavens,  be  reveng'd  on  me  ! 
Clif.  The  hope  thereof  makes  Clifford  mourn  in 
fteel. 

Weft.  What,  full  we  fujfer  this  ?  let's  pluck  him 
down : 

My  heart  for  anger  burns,  I  cannot  brook  it. 

K.  Hmry.  Be  patient,  gentle  earl  of  Weftmoreland. 

GMf.  Patience  is  for  poltroons,  and  fuch  as  he  : 
He  durfl  not  fit  there,  had  your  father  liv'd. 
My  gracious  lord,  here  in  the  parliament 
Let  us  affail  the  family  of  York. 

North.  Well  haft,  thou  fpoken,  coufln  ;  be  it  fo. 

K.  Henry.  Ah,  know  you  not,  the  city  favours  them, 
And  they  have  troops  of  foldiers  at  their  beck  ? 

Ext.  But,  when  the  duke  is  ilain,  they'll  quickly  fly. , 

K.  Henry.  Far  be  it  from  the  thoughts  of  Henry's 
heart, 

To  make  a  mamhles  of  the  parliament  houfe! 
Coufin  of  Exeter,  frowns,  words,  and  threats* 
Shall  be  the  war  that  Henry  means  to  ufe. — 

[  They  advance  to  the  Duke, 
Thou  fa&ious  duke  of  York,  defeend  my  throne. 
And  kneel  for  grace  and  mercy  at  my  feet ; 
I  am  thy  fovereign. 

York.  Thou  art  deceiv'd,  I  am  thine. 

Exe.  For  mame,  come  down ;  he  made  thee  duke 
of  York. 

Fork*  'Twas  my  inheritance,  as  the  kingdom  H« 
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Exe.  Thy  father  was  a  traitor  to 'the  crown. 
War.  Exeter,  thou  art  a  traitor  to  the  crown, 
In  following  this  ufurping  Henry. 

Clif.  Whom  fnould  he  follow, but  his  natural  king  ? 
War.  True,  Clifford;  and  that's  Richard,  duke  of 
York. 

K.  Henry.  And  mall  I  Hand,  and  thou  fit  on  my 
throne  ? 

York.  It  muii  and  fnall  be  fo. — Content  thvfelf. 

War.  Be  duke  of  Lancafter,  and  let  him  be  king. 

Weft.  He  is  both  king  and  duke  of  Lancafter  : 
And  that  the  lord  of  Weitmoreland  mail  maintain. 

War.  And  Warwick  mall  difprove  it.  You  forget, 
That  we  are  thofe,  which  chas'd  you  from  the  field, 
And  flew  your  fathers,  and  with  colours  fpread, 
March'd  through  the  city  to  the  palace-gates. 

North.  No,  Warwick,  I  remember  it  to  my  grief; 
And,  by  his  foul,  thou  and  thy  houfe  mall  rue  it. 

Weft.  Plantagenet,  of  thee,  and  thefe  thy  fons, 
Thy  kinfmen,  and  thy  friends,  I'll  have  more  lives, 
Than  drops  of  blood  were  in  my  father's  veins. 

Clif.  Urge  it  no  more ;  left  that,  inftead  of, words, 
I  fend  thee,  Warwick,  fuch  a  mefTenger, 
As  fnall  revenge  his  death,  before  I  ftir. 

War.  Poor  *  Clifford  !  how  I  fcorn  his  worthlefs 
threats ! 

York.  Will  you,  we  mew  our  title  to  the  crown? 
if  not,  our  fwords  mall  plead  it  in  the  field. 

K.  Henry.  What  title  haft  thou,  traitor,  to  the 
crown  ? 

Thy  father  was,  as  thou  art,  duke  of  York  ; 

Thy  grandfather,  Iloger  Mortimer,  earl  of  March. 

I  am  the  fon  of  Henry  the  fifth, 

Who  made  the  Dauphin  and  the  French  to  ftoop, 

And  feiz'd  upon  their  towns  and  provinces. 

War.  Talk  not  of  France,  fith  thou  hath  loft  it  all. 

K.  Henry.  The  lord  protector  loft  it,  and  not  I ; 
When- 1  was  crown'd,  I  was  tut  nine  months  old. 
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Rithi  You  are  old  enough  now,  and  y^t,  rethinks, 

you  Fofe :  

Father,  tear  the  crown  from  the  ufurper's  head. 
Edw>  Sweet  father,  do  fo  ;  fet  it  on  your  head. 
Mont,  Good  brother,  as  thou  lov'fi  and  honour'fi 
arms, 

Let's  fight  it  out,  and  not  ftand  cavilling  thus. 
Rich.  Sound  drums  and  trumpets,  and  the  king 

will  fly. 
Yofki  Sons,  peace ! 

K.  Henry.  Peace  thou  !  and  give  king  Henry  leave 
to  fpeak. 

War.  Plantagenet  mall  fpeak  firft : — hear  him  lords ; 
And  be  yon  filent  and  attentive  too, 
For  he,  that  interrupts  him,  mall  not  live. 

K.  Henry.    Think'fi  thou,  that  I  will  leave  my 
kingly  throne, 
Wherein  my  grandfire,  and  my  father  fit? 
No  :  firft  ihall  war  unpeople  this  my  realm  ; 
Ay,  and  their  colours— often  borne  in  France — 
And  now  in  England,  to  our  heart's  great  forrow, — 
Shall  be  my  winding- meet. — Why  faint  you,  lords  ? 
My  title's  good,  and  better  far  than  his. 

War.  But  prove  it,  Henry,  and  thou  malt  be  king, 

K.  Henry.  Henry  the  fourth  by  conqueH  got  the 
crown. 

York.  'Twas  by  rebellion  agalnft  his  king. 
K.  Henry.  I  know  not  what  to  fay;  my  title's  weak. 
Tell  me,  may  not  a  king  adopt  an  heir  ? 
York.  Whit  then? 

K.  Henry,  And  if  he  may,  then  am  I  lawful  king  : 
For  Richard,  in  the  view  of  many  lords, 
Refign'd  the  crown  to  Henry  the  fourth ; 
Whofe  heir  my  father  was,  and  I  am  his. 

York.  He  rofe  againfl  him,  being  his  fovereign, 
And  made  him  to  reiign  the  crown  per  force. 

War.  Suppofe,  my  lords,  he  did  it  unconftram'd  : 
Think  you,  ?twere  prejudicial  to  the  crown  ? 

Rxe.  No ;  for  he  could  not  fo  reiign  his  crown, 
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But  that  the  next  heir  fnould  fucceed  and  reign. 

K.  Henry.  Art  thou  againft  us,  duke  of  Exeter  ? 

Exe.  His  is  the  right,  and  therefore  pardon  me. 

York.  Why  whifper  you,  my  lords,  and  anfwer  not  ? 

Exe.  My  confidence  tells  me,  he  is  lawful  king. 

K.  Henry.  All  will  revolt  from  me,  and  turn  to  him, 

'North.  Plantagenet,  for  all  the  claim  thou  lay '11, 
Think  not  that  Henry  mall  be  fo  depos'd. 

War.  Depos'd  he  lhall  be,  in  defpight  of  all. 

North.  Thou  art  deceiv'd :  'tis  not  thy  fouthern 
power, 

OfEffex,  Norfolk,  Suffolk,  nor  of  Kent,— 
Which  makes  thee  thus  prefumptuous  and  proud, — 
Can  fet  the  duke  up,  in  defpight  of  me. 
.    Clif.  King  Henry,  be  thy  title  right  or  wrong, 
Lord  Clifford  vows  to  fight  in  thy  defence  : 
May  that  ground  gape,  and  fwallow  me  alive, 
Where  I  (hall  kneei  to  him  that  Hew  my  father ! 
K+  Henry.  O  Clifford,  how  thy  words  revive  my 
heart ! 

York.  Henry  ofLancajier  refign  thy  crown: 
What  mutter  you,  or  what  conipire  you,  lords  ? 

War.  Do  right  unto  this  princely  duke  of  York  ; 
Or  1  will  fill  tne  houfe  with  armed  men, 
And,  o'er  the  ch:  ir  of  ftate,  where  now  he  fits, 
Write  up  his  title  with  ufurping  blood. 

[He  ft  amps  i  and  the  folditrs  Jbew  themfclvcs. 
K.  Henry.  My  lord  of  Warwick,  hear  me  but  one 
word  ;  

Let  me,  for  this  my  life -time,  reign  as  king. 

York.  Confirm  the  crown  to  me,  and  to  mine  heirs. 
And  thou  {halt  reign  in  quiet  while  thou  liv'fL 

K.  Henry.  1  am  content :  Richard  Plantagcnet, 
Enjoy  the  kingdom  after  my  deceafe. 

Clif.  What  wrong  is  this  unto  the  prince  yourfon? 

War.  What  good  is  this  to  England,  and  himfelf? 

IVeft.  Bafe,  fearful,  and  defpairing  Henry.! 

Clif.  How  had  thou  injur'd  botii  thyfelf  and  us  ! 

Weft.  1  cannot  flay  to  hear  theft  articles. 
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North,  Nor  I. 

CUf.  Come,  coufin,  let's  go  tell  the  queen  thefe 
news. 

Weft.  Farewell,  faint-hearted  and  degenerate  king, 
In  whole  cold  blood  no  fpark  of  honour  bides, 

North.  Be  thou  a  prey  unto  the  houfe  of  York, 
And  die  in  bands  for  this  unmanly  deed  ! 

CUf  In  dreadful  war  may'il  thou  be  overcome  ! 
Or  live  in  peace,  abandon'd,  and  defpis'd  ! 
[Exeunt  Northumberland,  Clifford,  and  W  eft  morel  and. 

War.  Turn  this  way,  Henry,  and  regard  them  not. 

Exe.  They  feek  revenge,  and  'therefore  will  not 
yield . 

K.Henry.  Ah,  Exeter! 

War.  Why  mould  you  iigh,  my  lord ! 

K.  Henry*  Not  for  myfelf,  lord  Warwick  but  my  fori, 
Whom  I  unnaturally  (hall  difinkerit. 
But,  be  it  as  it  may  : — I  here  entail 
'The  crown  to  thee,  and  to  thine  heirs  for  ever ; 
Conditionally,  that  here  thou  take  an  oath 
To  ceafe  thfs  civil  war,  and,  wbifft  I  live, 
To  honour  me  as  thy  king  and  fovereign ;  and 
Neither  by  treafon,  nor  hofrility, 
To  feek  to  put  mc  down,  and  reign  thyfelf. 

York.  This  oath  1  willingly  take,  and  will  perform. 

War.  Long  live  king  Henry  ! — Plantagenet,  em- 
brace him. 

K.  Henry.  And  long  live  thou,  and  thefe  thy  for- 
ward fons ! 

York.  Now  York  and  Lancafler  are  reconcilVL 
Exe.  Accurs'd  be  he,  thatfeeks  to  make  them  foes ! 

[Here  the  Lords  come  forward. 
York.  Farewell,  my  gracious  lord;  I'll  to  my  caftle. 
War.  And  IT1  keep  London  with  my  foldiers. 
Norf.  And  I  to  Norfolk  with  rny  followers. 
■Mont.  And  I  unto  the  fea,  from  whence  I  came. 
[Exeunt  York,  and  his  fons,  Warwick,  Norfolk, 
and  Montagus . 
K.Henry.  And  I  wjth  grief  and  forrow,  to  the  court. - 
Vol.  V.  R 
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Enter  the  Queen  and  Prince. 

Exe.  Here  comes  the  queen,  whofe  looks  bewray 
her  anger : 
Til  fteal  away. 

K.  Henry.  Exeter,  fo  will  L  [Going. 

Queen.  Nay,  go  not  from  me :  I  will  follow  thee. 

K.  Henry.  Be  patient,  gentle  queen,  and  I  will  rlay. 

Queen.  Who  can  be  patient  in  fuch  extremes  ? 
Ah,  wretched  man  !  would  1  had  died  a  maid, 
And  never  feen  thee,  never  borne  thee  fon, 
Seeing  thou  haft  prov'd  fo  unnatural^,  father ! 
Hath  he  deferv'd  to  lofe  his  birth-iight  thus  ? 
Hadft  thou  but  lov'd  him  half  fo  well  as  I ; 
Or  felt  that  pain  which  I  did  for  him  once ; 
Or  nourifh'd  him  as  I  did  with  my  blood  ; 
Thou  woulft  have  left  thy  deareft  heart-blood  there., 
Rather  than  made  that  favage  duke  thine  heir. 
And  difmherited  thine  only  fon. 

Prince.  Father,  you  cannot  difinherit  me  : 
If  you  be  king,  why  mould  not  I  fucceed? 

K.  Henry.  Pardon  me,  Margaret ; — pardon  me  fweet 
fon ;  

The  earl  of  Warwick,  and  the  duke,  enforc'd  me, 
Queen*  Enforc'd  thee!  art  thou  king,  and  wilt  be 
forc'd  ? 

I  fliame  to  hear  thee  (peak.    Ah,  timorous  wretch  ! 
Thou  hall  undone  thyfelf,  thy  fon,  and  me  ; 
And  given  unto  the  houfeof  York  fuch  head, 
As  thou  malt  reign  but  by  their  fuiferance. 
To  entail  him  and  his  heirs  unto  the  crown, 
What  is  it,  but  to  make  thy  iepulchre, 
And  creep  into  it  far  before  thy  time  ? 
Warwick  is  chancellor,  and  the  lcrd  of  Calais ; 
Stern  Faulconb ridge  commands  the  narrow  feas ; 
The  duke  is  made  protestor  of  the  realm  ; 
A iid  yet  malt  thou  be  fife  ?  fuch  fafety  finds 
The  trembling  lamb,  environed  with  wolves. 
Had  I  been  there,  which  am  a  filly  woman, 
The  foldiers  mould  have  tofs'd  me  on  their  pikes, 
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Before  1  would  have  granted  to  that  a&. 

But  thou  preferr'it  thy  life  before  thine  honour : 

And,  feeing  thou-doft,  I  here  divorce  myfelf, 

Both  from  thy  table,  Henry,  and  thy  bed, 

Until  thatact  of  parliament  be  repeal'd, 

Whereby  my  fon  is  difinherited. 

The  northern  lords,  that  have  forfworn  thy  colours, 

Will  follow  mine,  if  once  they  fee  them  fpread : 

And  fpread  they  mall  be ;  to  thy  foul  difgrace, 

And  utter  ruin  of  the  houfe  of  York. 

Thus  do  I  leave  thee  : — Come,  fon,  let's  away  ; 

Our  army's  ready  ;  come,  we'll  after  them. 

K.  Henry.  Stay  gentle  Margaret,  and  hear  me  fpeak. 

Queen*  Thou  haft  fpoke  too  much  already ;  get  thee 
gone. 

K.  Henry.  Gentle  fon  Edward,  thou  wilt  ftay  with 
me  ? 

i^ueen.  Ay,  to  be  murder'd  by  his  enemies. 
Prince.  When  I  return  with  victory  from  the  field, 
Fll  fee  your  grace;  'till  then,  I'll  follow  her. 

Queen*  Come,  fon,  away;  we  may  not  linger  thus. 

[Exeunt  Queen  and  Prince, 
K.  Henry.  Poor  queen!  how  love  to  me,  and  to  her 
fon, 

Hath  made  her  break  out  into  terms  of  rage  ! 
Reveng'd  may  me  be  on  that  hateful  duke  ; 
Whofe  haughty  fpirit,  winged  with  defire, 
Will  coaft  my  crown,  and,  like  an  empty  eagle, 
Tire  on  the  fiefh  of  me,  and  of  my  fon  ! 
The  lofs  of  thofe  three  lords  torments  my  heart 
Pll  write  unto  them,  and  entreat  them  fair  ; — 
Come,  coufin,  you  mall  be  the  meffenger. 
Exe.  And  I,  I  hope,  fhall  reconcile  them  all. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Sandal  Caftle,  near  Wakefield,  in  York/hire, 
Enter  Edward,  Richard,  and  Montague. 
Rich.  Brother,  though  I  be  youngeft,  give  me  leave* 
Ediv.  No,  I  can  better  play  the  orator. 
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Mont.  But  I  have  reafons  ftrong  and  forcible. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  York. 
York.  Why,  how  now,  fons,  and  brother,  ataftrife  r 
What  is  your  quarrel  ?  how  began  it  nrft  ? 
Eitzv.  No  quarrel,  but  a  fweet  contention. 
York.  About  what  ? 

Rich.  About  that  which  concerns  your  grace  and  us ; 
The  crown  of  England,  father,  which  is  yours. 

York.  Mine,  boy?  not  till  king  Henry  be  dead. 

Rich.  Your  right  clepends  not  on  his  life  or  death. 

Ed-iv.  Now  you  are  heir,  therefore  enjoy  it  now  : 
By  giving  the  houfe  of  Lancafter  leave  to  breathe, 
It  will  out-run  you,  father,  in  the  end. 

York.  I  took  an  oath  that  he  mould  quietly  reign. 

Ed<w.  But,  for  a  kingdom,  any  oath  may  be  broken ; 
I'd  break  a  thoufand  oaths  to  reign  one  year. 

Rich.  No  :  God  forbid,  your  grace  lliouid  be  for- 
fworn ! 

York.  I  (hall  be,  if  I  claim  by  open  war. 

Rich.  Fll  prove  the  contrary,  if  you'll  hear  me  fpeak* 

York,  Thou  can'ft  not,  fon ;  it  is  impomble. 

Rich.  An  oath  is  of  no  moment,  being  not  took 
Before  a  true  and  lawful  magiftrate, 
That  hath  authority  over  him  that  fwears  : 
Henry  had  none,  but  did  ufurp  the  place  ; 
Then,  feeing  'twas  he  that  made  you  to  depofe, 
Your  oath,  my  lord,  is  vain  and  frivolous. 
Therefore,  to  arms  :  And,  father,  do  but  think. 
How  fweet  a  thing  it  is  to  wear  a  crown ; 
Within  whofe  circuit  is  Elyfium, 
And  all  that  poets  feign  of  blifs  and  joy. 
Wrhy  do  we  linger  thus  ?  I  cannot  reft, 
Until  the  white  roiV,  that  I  wear,  be  dy'd 
Evqn  in  the  lukewarm  blood  of  Henry's  heart. 

York.  Rvhard,  enough;  I  will  be  king  or  die.— 
Brother,  thou  (bait  to  London  prcfentlv, 
And  whet  on  Warwick  to  this  enterprize. — 
'Thou,  Rkh&rd,#fhalt  to  the  duke  of  Norfolk, 
And  tell  him  privily  of  our  intent. — 
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You,  Edward,  fliall  unto  my  lord  Cobham, 
With  whom  the  Kentifh  men  will  willingly  rife-: 
In  them  I  truft ;  for  they  are  foldiers, 
Witty,  and  courteous,  liberal,  full  of  fpirit. — 
While  you  are  thus  employ 'd,  what  refteth  more, 
But  that  I  feek  occafion  how  to  rife  ; 
And  yet  the  king  not  privy  to  my  drift, . 
Nor  any  of  the  houfe  of  Lancailer  ? 

Enter  a  MeJJenger.  . 
But,  flay ;  What  news  ?  Why  com' it  thou  in  fuch  poft  r 
Gab.  The  queen,  with  all  the  northern  earls  and 
lords, 

Intend  here  to  beliege  you  in  your  cartle  : 

She  is  hard  by  with  twenty  thoufand  men ; 

And  therefore  fortify  your  hold,  my  lord. 

r   York.  Ay,  with  my  fword.    What  !  think' ft  thouw 

that  we  fear  them  ?  

Edward  and  Richard,  you  mall  flay  with  me;. 
My  brother  Montague  mall  poft  to  London: 
Let  noble  Warwick,  Cobham,  and  the  reft, 
Whom  we  have  left  protedlors  of  the  king,  . 
With  powerful  policy  ftrengthen  themfelves, 
And  trut  not  fimple  Henry,  nor  his  oaths. 

Mont.  Brother,  T  go;  I'll  win  them,  fear  it  not  : 
And  thus  mort  humbly  I  do  take  my  leave. 

[Exit  Montague. 
Enter  Sir  John  and  Sir  Hugh  Mortimer. 
York.  .  Sir  John  and  Sir  Hugh  Mortimer,  mine 
uncles !  . 

You  are  come  to  Sandal  in  a  happy  hour ; 
The  army  of  the  queen  means  to  befiege  us. 

Sir  John.  She  mall  not  need,  we'll  meet  her  in 
the  field. 

York.  What,  with  five  thoufand  men  ? 
Rich.  Ay,  with  five  hundred,  father,  for  a  need. 
A  woman's  general ;  What  mould  we  fear  ? 

[  A  march  afar  off\ 
Ecivj.  I  hear  their  drums;  let's  fet  our  men  in 
order ; 
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And  iiTue  forth,  and  bid  them  battle  ftraight. 

York.  Five  men  to  twenty  ! — though  the  odds  bt 
great, 

1  doubt  not,  uncle,  of  our  vidlory. 
Many  a  battle  have  I  won  in  France, 
When  as  the  enemy  hath  been  ten  to  one  ; 
Why  mould  I  not  now  have  the  like  fuccefs  ? 

[  Almvtm .    Exeunt  > 

SCENE  III. 

A  Field  of  Battle,  betixixt  Sandal  Cajllc  and 
Wakefield. 
Enter  Rutland,  and  his  Tutcr. 
R>:t.  Ah,  whither  mall  I  fly,  to  'fcape  their  hands! 
Ah,  tutor  !  Took  where  bloody  Clifford  comes ! 
Ent  er  Ciijfcrd>  and  Soldiers. 
CI  if.  Chaplain,  away  !  thy  priefthood  faves  thy 
life. 

for  the  brat  of  this  accurfed  duke, — 
Whcfe  father  fiew  my  father,  he  fhall  die. 

Tutcr.  And  I,  my  lord,  will  bear  him  company. 
Clif.  Soldiers,  away,  and  drag  him  hence  perforce. 
Tutor,  Ah,  Clifford  !  murder  not  this  innocent 
child, 

Left  thou  be.  hated  both  of  God  and  man. 

[Exit  dragged  off. 

Clif.  How  now  !  is  he  dead  already  ?  Or,  is  it  fear, 
That  makes  him  clofe  his  eyes  ? — I'll  open  them. 

Rut.  So  looks  the  pent-up  lion  o'er  the  wretch 
That  trembles  under  his  devouring  paws  : 
And  fo  he  walks  infill  ting  o'er  his  prey  : 
And  Co  he  comes,  to  rend  his  limbs  afunder. — 
Ah,  gentle  Clifford,  kill  me  with  thy  fwoid, 
And  not  with  fuch  a  cruel  threat'ning  look. 
Sweet  Clifford,  hear  me  fpeak  before  I  die ; — 
j  am  too  mean  a  fubjedl  for  thy  wrath, 
K  thou  reveng'd  on  men,  and  let  me  live. 

Clif.  In  vain  thou  fpeak'ft,  poor  boy  ;  my  father's 
blood 
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Hath  ftopp'd  the  parage  where  thy  words  fhould  enter. 

Rut.  Then  let  my  father's  blood  open  it  again  ; 
He  is  a  man,  and,  Clifford,  cope  with  him. 

Clif  Had  I  thy  brethren  here,  their  lives,  and 
thine, 

Were  not  revenge  fufficient  for  me  : 

No,  if  I  digg'd  up  thy  forefather's  graves, 

And  hung  their  rotten  coffins  up  in  chains, 

It  could  not  flake  mine  ire,  nor  eafe  mine  heart. 

The  fight  of  any  of  the  houfe  of  York 

Is  as  a  fury  to  torment  my  foul ; 

And  'till  I  root  out  their  accurfed  line ; 

And  leave  not  one  alive,  1  live  in  hell. 

Therefore   {Lifting  his  band. 

Rut.  O,  let  me  pray  before  I  take  my  death ; — 
To  thee  I  pray ;  fweet  Clifford,  pity  me  ! 

Clif.  Such  pity  as  my  rapier's  point  affords. 

Rut.  I  never  did  thee  harm  ;  why  wilt  thou  flay  me? 

Clif.  Thy  father  hath. 

Rut.  But  'twas  ere  I  was  born. 
Thou  haft  one  fon,  for  his  fake  pity  me  ; 
Left,  in  revenge  thereof, — fith  God  is  juft.— 
He  be  as  miferably  flain  as  I. 
Ah,  let  me  live  in  prifon  all  my  days ; 
And  when  I  give  occafion  of  offence, 
Then  let  me  die,  for  now  thou  haft  no  caufe. 

Clif  No  caufe! 
Thy  father  flew  my  father ;  therefore,  die. 

[Clifford flabs  him. 

Rut.  Dii  facianty  laudis  fumma  fee  ifta  tuae,  [Dies. 

Clif.  Plantagenet !  I  come,  Plantagenet ! 
And  tihs  thy  fon's  blood,  cleaving  to  my  blade, 
Shall  ruft  upon  my  weapon,  'till  thy  blood, 
Congeal'd  w  ith  this  do  make  me  wipe  off  both. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Alarum,     Enter  Richard  Duke  of  York. 

York.  The  army  of  the  queen  hath  got  the  field; 
My  uncles  both  are  flain  in  refcuing  me  5 
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And  all  my  followers  to  the  eager  foe 

Turn  back,  and  fly,  like  mips  before  the  wind, 

Or  lambs  purfu'd  by  hunger-ftarved  wolves. 

My  fons — God  knows,  what  hath  bechanced  them  : 

But  this  I  know, — they  have  demean'd  themfelves 

Like  men  born  to  renown,  by  life,  or  death. 

Three  times  did  Richard  make  a  lane  to  me ; 

And  thrice  cry'd, — Courage,  father  !  fight  it  out! 

And  full  as  oft  came  Edward  to  my  fide, 

With  purple  faulchion,  painted  to  the  hilt 

In  blood  of  thofe  that  had  encounter'd  him  : 

And  when  the  hardieft  warriors  did  retire, 

Richard  cry'd — Charge!  andghjenofioctofgrcund! 

And  cry'd — A  crown,  or  elfe  a  glorious  tomb  ! 

A  fceptre,  or  an  earthly  fepulchre  ! 

With  this,  we  charg'd  again  :  but,  out,  alas ! 

We  bodg'd  again  ;  as  I  have  feen  a  fwan 

With  bootlefs  labour  fwim  againft  the  tide, 

And  fpend  her  flrength  with  over-matcliing  waves. 

[A jhort  alarum  within* 
Ah,  hark  !  the  fatal  followers  do  purfue  ; 
And  I  am  faint,  and  cannot  fly  their  fury  ; 
And  were  I  ftrong,  I  would  not  fhun  their  fury  : 
The  fands  are  numbered,  that  make  up  my  life  ; 
Here  mutt  I  ftay,  and  here  my  life  mull  end. 

Enter  the  Queen,  Clifford,  Northumberland,  and . 
Soldiers. 

Come,  bloody  Clifford, — rough  Northumberland, — 
I  dare  your  quenchlefs  fury  to  more  rage : 
I  am  your  butt,  and  1  abide  your  fhot. 

North.  Yield  to  our  mercy,  proud  Plantagenet. 

Clif.  Ay,  to  fuch  mercy,  as  his  ruthlefs  arm, 
With  downright  payment,  ihew'd  unto  my  fatiicr. 
Now  Phaeton  hath  tumbled  from  his  car, 
And  made  an  evening  at  the  noon-tide  prick. 

York.  My  afhes,  as  the  phoenix,  may  bring  forth 
A  bird  that  will  revenge  upon  you  all : 
And,  in  that  hope,  1  throw  my  eyes  to  heaven, 
Scorning  whate'er  you  can  afRift  me  with. 
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Why  come  you  not?  what!  multitudes,  and  fear? 
Glif.  So  cowards  fight,  when  they  can  fly  no 
further ; 

So  doves  do  peck  the  faulcon's  piercing  talons : 
So  defperate  thieves,  all  hopelefs  of  their  lives, 
Breathe  out  inveclives  'gaitift  the  officers. 

York.  O,  Clifford,  but  bethink  thee  once  again, 
And  in  thy  thought  o'er-run  my  former  time  : 
And,  if  thou  canft  for  blufldng,  view  this  face ; 
And  bite  thy  tongue,  that  Sanders  him  with  cow- 
ardice, 

Whofe  frown  hath  made  thee  faint  and  fly  ere  this. 

Clif.  I  will  not  bandy  thee  with  word  for  word  ; 
But  buckle  with  thee  blows,  twice  two  for  one. 

[Drqnus. 

Queen.  Hold,  valiant  Clifford !   for  a  thcufand 
caufes, 

I  would  prolong  a  while  the  traitor's  life  : — 
Wrath  makes  him  deaf :  foeak  thou,  Northumber- 
land. 

North.  Hold,  Clifford  !   do  not  honour  him  fo 

much. 

To  prick  thy  finger,  though  to  wound  his  heart: 
What  valour  were  it,  when  a  cur  doth  grin, 
For  one  to  thrufc  his  hand  between  his  teeth, 
When  he  might  fpurn  him  with  his  foot  away  ? 
It  is  war's  prize  to  take  ail  vantages ; 
And  ten  to  one  is  no  impeach  of  valour. 

[  They  lay  hands  on  York,  <who  ftruggles. 
Clif.  Ay,  ay,  fo  ftrives  the  woodcock  with  the  gin-, 
North.  So  doth  the  coney  Uruggle  in  the  net. 

[York  is  taken  prifioner. 
York.  So  triumph  thieves  upon  their  conquer'^ 
booty  ! 

So  true  men  yield,  with  robbers  fo  o'er  match'd. 
North,  What  would  your  grace  have  done  unto  him 
now  ? 

Queen.  Brave  warriors,  Clifford  and  Northum  - 
berland,, 
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Come  make  him  ftand  upon  this  mole-hill  here ; 
That  raught  at  mountains  with  out-llretched  arms, 
Yet  parted  but  the  fhadow  with  his  hand. — 
What !  was  it  you,  that  would  be  England's  king  ? 
Was't  you  that  revelFd  in  our  parliament, 
And  made  a  preachment  of  your  high  defcent  ? 
Where  are  your  mefs  of  fons,  to  back  you  now  ? 
The  wanton  Edward,  and  the  lufty  George  ? 
And  where's  that  valiant  crook-back  prodigy, 
Dicky  your  boy,  that,  with  his  grumbling  voice, 
Was  wont  to  cheer  his  dad  in  mutinies  ? 
Or,  with  the  reft,  where  is  your  darling  Rutland  ? 
Look,  York  ;  I  ftain'd  thii  napkin  with  the  blood 
That  valiant  Clifford,  with  his  rapier's  point, 
Made  irTue  from  the  bofom  of  the  boy  : 
And,  if  thine  eyes  can  water  for  his  death, 
I  give  thee  this  to  dry  chy  cheeks  withal. 
Alas,  poor  York  !  but  that  I  hate  thee  deadly, 
I  mould  lament  thy  miferable  ftate. 
I  pr'ythee,  grieve,  to  make  me  merry,  York. 
What,  hath  thy  fiery,  heart  fo  parch'd  thine  entrails, 
That  not  a  tear  could  fall  for  Rutland's  death? 
Why  art  thou  patient,  man  ?  thou  mould 'ft  be  mad  ; 
And  I,  to  make  thee  mad,  do  mock  thee  thus. 
Stamp,  rave,  and  fret,  that  I  may  ung  and  dance. 
Thou  wouldft  be  fee'd,  I  fee,  to  make  me  fport ; 
York  cannot  fpcak,  unlefs  he  wear  a  crown. — 
A  crown  for  York  ; — and,  lords,  bow  low  to  him. — 
Hold  you  his  hands,  whilft  I  do  fet  it  on. — 

[Putting  a  paper  crown  upon  his  bead. 
Ay,  marry,  fir,  now  looks  he  like  a  king  ! 
Ay,  this  is  he  that  took  king  Henry's  chair  ; 
And  this  is  lie  was  his  adopted  heir. — 
But  how  is  it,  that  great  Plantagenet 
Is  crown'd  fo  foon,  and  broke  his  folemn  oath  ? 
As  I  bethink  me,  you  mould  not  be  king, 
'Till  our  king  Henry  had  fhook  hands  with  death. 
And  will  you  pale  your  head  in  Henry's  glory, 
And  rob  his  temples  of  the  diadem, 
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Now  in  his  life,  againft  your  holy  oath  ? 

O,  'tis  a  fault  too  too  unpardonable  ! — 

Off  with  the  crown  ;  and,  with  the  crown,  his  head  ; 

And,  whilft  we  breathe,  take  time  to  do  him  dead. 

Clif.  That  is  my  office,  for  my  father's  death. 

Queen.  Nay,  ftay  ;  let's  hear  the  orifons  he  makes. 

York.  She-wolf  of  France,  but  worfe  than  wolves 
of  France, 

Whofe  tongue  more  poifons  than  the  adder's  tooth  ! 
How  ill-befeeming  is  it  in  thy  fex, 
To  triumph,  like  an  Amazonian  trull, 
Upon  their  woes,  whom  fortune  captivates ! 
But  that  thy  face  is,  vizor-like,  unchanging, 
Made  impudent  with  ufe  of  evil  deeds, 
I  would  aiTay,  proud  queen,  to  make  thee  blufh-: 
To  tell  thee  whence  thou  cam'll,  of  whom  deriv'd, 
Were  fhame  enough  to  mame  thee,  wert  thou  not 
fhamelefs. 

Thy  father  bears  the  type  of  king  of  Naples, 

Of  both  the  Sicils,  and  Jerufalem  ; 

Yet  not  fo  wealthy  as  an  Englifh  yeoman. 

Hath  that  poor  monarch  taught  thee  to  infult  ? 

It  needs  not,  nor  it  boots  thee  not,  proud  queen ; 

Unlefs  the  adage  muft  be  verify 'd, — 

That  beggars,  mounted,  run  their  horfe  to  death. 

'Tis  beauty,  that  doth  oft  make  women  proud  ; 

But,  God  he  knows,  thy  mare  thereof  is  fmall : 

?Tis  virtue,  that  doth  make  them  moil  admird 

The  contrary  doth  make  thee  wonder' d  at ; 

'Tis  government,  that  makes  them  feem  divine  ; 

The  want  thereof  makes  thee  abominable  : 

Thou  art  as  oppofite  to  every  good, 

As  the  Antipodes  are  unto  us, 

Or  as  the  fouth  to  the  feptentrion. 

Oh,  tyger's  heart,  wrapp'd  in  a  woman's  hide  ! 

How  could'ft  thou  drain  the  life-blood  of  the  child, 

To  bid  the  father  wipe  his  eyes  withal, 

And  yet  be  feento  bear  a  woman's  face? 

Women  are  foft,  mild,  pitiful,  and  flexible ; 


2^4  THIRD  PART  OP  del  L 

Thou  flern,  obdurate,  flinty,  rough,  remorfelefs. 
Bidlt  thou  me  rage  ?  why,  now  thou  baft  thy  wifh : 
V/ ould'H  have  me  weep  ?  why.  now  thou  haft  thy  will. 
For  raging  wind  blows  up  inceifrnt  fhowers, 
And,  when  the  rage  allay?-  the  rain  begins. 
Theie  tears  are  my  fweet  Rutland's  obfequies ; 
And  every  drop  cries  vengeance  for  his  death. — 
'Qainft  thee,  fell  Clifford, — and  thee,  falfe  French- 
woman. 

Kcrth.  Befhrew  me,  but  his  parTions  move  me  fo, 
That  hardly  can  I  check  mine  eyes  frorn  tears. 

Tcrk.  That  face  of  his  the  hungry  cannibals 
Would  not  have  touch'd,  would  not  have  ftain'd  with 
blood  : 

Bat  you  are  more  inhuman,  more  inexorable, — 
O,  ten  times  more, — than  tygers  of  Hvrcania. 
See,  ruthlefs  queen,  a  haplef;  father's  tears : 
This  cloth  thou  dipp'ft  in  blood  of  my  fweet  boy, 
And  lo!  with  tears  I  waili  the  blood  away. 
Keep  thou  the  napkin,  and  go  boaft  of  this : 

[He  gives  back  the  hcii:  dker  chief . 
And,  if  thou  tell'lt  the  heavy  ftory  right, 
Upon  my  foul,  the  hearers  will  fhed  tears ; 
Yea,  even  my  foe  will  fhed  fail-falling  tears, 
And  fay, — Alas,  it  was  a  piteous  deed  !  — 
There,  take  the  crown,  and  with  the  crown,  my  curfe ; 
And,  in  thy  need,  fuch  comfort  come  to  thee, 
As  now  I  reap  at  thy  too  cruel  hand  ! 
Hard-hearted  Clifford,  take  me  from  the  world  ; 
My  foul  to  heaven,  my  blood  upon  your  heads  ! 

North.  Had  he  been  daughter- man  to  all  my  kin, 
I  mould  not  for  my  life  but  weep  with  him, 
To  fee  how  inly  forrow  gripes  his  foul. 

Queen,  What,  weeping  ripe,  my  lord  Northum- 
berland ? 

Think  but  upon  the  wrong  he  did  us  aH, 
And  that  will  quickly  dry  thy  melting  tears. 

Clif.  Here's  for  my  oath,  here's  for  my  father's 
death.  [Stabbing  him. 
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Queen.  And  here's  to  right  our  gentle-hearted  king. 

[Stabs  him. 

York.  Open  thy  gate  of  mercy,  gracious  God  ! — 
My  foul  flies  through  thefe  wounds  to  feek  out  thee. 

[Dies. 

Qjteen.  Off  with  his  head,  and  fet  it  on  York  gates ; 
So  York  may  overlook  the  town  of  York.  [Exeunt. 


A  C  T    II.       SCENE  I. 

Near  Mortimer' ]s  Crofs  in  Wales-. 
A  march.    Enter  Edward^  Richard,  and  their  po~ujir\ 

Edzv.  T  Wonder,  how  our  princely  father  fcap'd  ; 

i  Or  whether  he  be  'iCRp'd  away,  or  no, 
From  Clifford's  and  ^brthurribel,Iand%6  purfuit: 
Had  he  been  ta'en,  we  mould  have  heard  the  news ; 
Had  he  been  (lain,  we  mould  have  heard  the  news ; 
Or,  had  he  'fcap'd  methinks  we  flhoujd  have  heard 
The  -happy  tidings  of  his  good  efcape.— 
How  fares  our  brother  r  why  is  he  fo  fad  ? 

Rich.  I  cannot  joy,  until  I  be  refoly'd 
Where  our  right  valiant  father  is  become. 
I  faw  him  in  the  battle  range  about ; 
And  watch'd  him,  how  he  lingled  Clifford  forth, 
Methought  he  bore  him  in  the  thicker!  troop, 
As  doth  a  lion  in  a  herd  of  neat ; 
Or  as  a  bear,  encompafs'd  round  with  dogs ; 
Who  having  pinch'd  a  few,  and  made  them  cry, 
The  reft  Hand  all  aloof,  and  hark  at  him. 
So  far'd  our  father  with  his  enemies ; 
So  fled  his  enemies  my  warlike  father ; 
Methinks,  'tis  prize  enough  to  be  his  fon. 
See,  how  the  morning  opes  her  golden  gates,. 
And  takes  her  farewell  of  the  glorious  fun  ! 
How  well  refembles  if  the  prime  of  }  oath* 
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Trimm'd  like  a  yonker,  prancing  to  his  love ! 

Edw.  Dazzle  mine  eyes,  or  do  I  lee  three  fans  ? 

Rich,  Three  glorious  fans,  each  one  a  perfect  fun: 
Not  feparated  by  the  racking  clouds, 
But  fever'd  in  a  pale  clear-fhmirig  iky. 
See,  fee  !  they  join,  embrace,  and  ieem  to  kifs. 
As  if  they  vow'd  fome  league  inviolable  : 
Now  are  they  but  one  lamp,  one  light,  one  fun. 
In  this  the  heaven  figures  fome  event. 

Eduu,  'Tis  wondrous  ilrange,  the  like  yet  never 
heard  of.  ^ 
I  think  it  cites  us,  brother,  to  the  flelct ; 
That  we,  the  fons  of  brave  Plantagenet, 
Each  one  already  blazing  by  our  meeds, 
Should,  notwithstanding,  join  oar  lights  together, 
And  over-fhine  the.earth,  as  this  the  world. 
Whate'er  it  bodes,  henceforward  will  1  bear 
Upon  my  target  three  fair  mining  funs. 

Rich.  Nay,  bear  three  daughters ; — by  your  leave 
I  fpeak  it, 

You  love  the  breeder  better  than  the  male. 

E  ttet  a  i\lej]e?ig:r. 
But  what  art  thou,  whole  heavy  looks  foretel 
Some  dreadful  ftory  hanging  on  thy  tongue  ; 

Me/  Ah,  one  that  was  a  woeful  looker-on, 
When  as  the  noble  duke  of  York  was  dam, 
Your  prircely  father,  and  my  loving  lord. 

Ed-Tv.  Oh,  fpeak  no  more'!  for  1  have  h?ard  too 
much. 

RicL  Say  how  he  dy\l,  for  I  will  hear  it  all. 
Me/  Environed  he  was  with  many  foes  ; 
Lnd  i:ood  againlt  them,  as  the  hope  of  Troy 
Againtt.  the  Greeks,  that  would  have  enter 'd  Troy. 
But  Hercules  himfelf  muil  yield  to  odds ; 
And  many  llrokes,  though  with  a  little  axe, 
Lew  down  and  fell  the  hardeft  timber'd  oak. 
f  m  my  hands  your  father  was  fubdu'd  ; 
}.     onlv  iiau?hter'd  by  the  ireful  arm 
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Of  unrelenting  Clifford  and  the  queen  : 
Who  crown'd  the  gracious  duke  in  high  defpight ; 
Laugh'd  in  his  face  ;  and  when  with  grief  he  wept, 
The  ruthlcfs  queen  gave  him  to  dry  his  cheeks, 
A  napkin,  fteep'd  in  the  harmlefs  blood 
OFlWeet  young  Rutland,  by  rough  Clifford  flam  : 
And,  after  many  fcorns,  many  foul  taunts, 
They  took  his  head,  and  on  the  gates  of  York 
They  let  the  fame  ;  and  there  it  doth  remain, 
The  faddeft  fpe&acle  that  e'er  I  view'd. 

Edvj.  Sweet  duke  of  York,  our  prop  to  lean  upon; 
Now  thou  art  gone,  we  have  no  ftaiF,  no  Hay ! — 
Oh  Clifford,  boifterqus  Clifford,  thoa  haft  flaih 
The  flower  of  Europe  for  his  chivalry  ; 
And  treacheroudy  haft  thou  vanquihYd  him, 
For,  hand  to  hand,  he  would  have  vanquifn'd  thee!- — 
Now  my  foul's  palace  is  become  a  prifon : 
Ah,  would  me  break  from  hence!  that  this  my  body 
Might  in  the  ground  be  clofed  up  in  reft ; 
For  never  henceforth  fhall  I  joy  again, 
Never,  O  never,  fhall  I  fee  more  joy. 

Rich.  I  cannot  weep  ;  for  all  my  body's  moifture 
Scarce  ferves  to  quench  my  furnace -burning  heart ; 
Nor  can  my  tongue  unload  my  heart's  great  burden ; 
For  felf-fame  wind,  that  I  ihould  fpeak  withal, 
Is  kindling  coals,  that  lire  all  my  breaft, 
And  burn  me  up  with  flames,  that  tears  would  quench. 
To  weep,  is  to  make  lefs  the  depth  of  grief; 
Tears,  then,  for  babes  ;  blows  and  revenge,  for  me  !— 
Richard,  I  bear  thy  name,  I'll  venge  thy  death, 
Or  die  renowned  by  attempting  it. 

Edw.  His  name  that  valiant  duke  hath  left  with 
thee ; 

His  dukedom  and  his  chair  with  me  is  left. 

Rich.  Nay,  if  thoa  be  that  princely  eagle's  bird, 
Shew  thy  defcent  by  gazing  'gainft  the  fun : 
For  chair  and  dukedom,  throne  and  kingdom  fay  ; 
Either  that  is  thine,  or  elfe  thou  were  not  his.  " 
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Marco.    Enter  Wamviek,  Marquis  of  Montagu* %  and 
their  arr>\\ 

War.  How  ne  w.  fair  lords :   What  fare  ?  what 

news  abroad  ? 
Ric  b.  Great  lord  of  Warwick,  if  we  {hoold  recount. 
Our  baleful  news,  ana,  at  each  word's  deliverance, 
Stab  poigfiarQS  in  our  flelh,  ?uil  all  were  told, 
The  words  would  add  more  anguiih  than  the  wounds. 

0  valiant  lard,  the  duke  of  York  is  fiain. 

Edw.  O  Warwick  !  Warwick  !  that  Piantagenet, 
Which  held  thee  dearly,  as  his  foul'*  redemption, 
[9  bv  the  item  lord  Clifford  dene  to  death. 

War.  Ten  days  ago  I  drown'd  chefe  news  in  tears : 
And  now  to  add  more  meafure  to  yourwers, 

1  come  to  tell  you  things  iiace  then  befall' n. 
After  the  bloody  nay  at  Wakefield  fought. 
Where  your  brave  father  breath'd  his  lateft  gafp, 
Tidings,  as  fviftly  as  the  ports  could  run, 
Were  brought  me  of  your  bis,  and  his  depart. 

1  then  in  London,  keeper  of  the  king, 
Mu  ler'd  my  foldieiv.  gathered  flocks  of  friends, 
And  very  well  appointed,  as  I  thought, 
March'd  towards  Saiat  Alban's  to  intercept  the  queen, 
He  rring  the  king  in  my  behalf  along  ; 
For  by  my  fcauts  I  was  advertifed, 
That  lire  was  coming  with  a  full  intent 
To  dath  our  late  decree  in  parliament, 
Touching' kin  *  Henry's  oath,  and  your  fucceflion. 
SI  dtI  tale  to  make, — we  at  Saint  Alban's  met, 
Our  battles  join'd,  and  both  fides  fiercely  fought : 
But.  whether  it  was  the  coidnefs  of  the  king, 
Who  look'd  full  gently  ou  his  warlike  queen, 
That  robb'd  my  ibldiers  of  their  heated  fpleen  : 
Or  whether  'twas  report  of  her  fuccefs ; 
Or  more  than  common  fear  of  Clifford's  rigour, 
Who  thunders  to  his  captives — blood  and  death, 
1  cajmot  judge  :  but,  to  conclude  with  truth, 
Their  weapons  like  to  lightning  came  and  went  ; 
C  ur  foldiers' — like  the  night  owl's  lazy  flight, 
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Or  like  an  idle  threfhcr  with  a  flail, — 

Fell  gently  down,  as  if  they  Aruck  their  friends. 

I  cheer'd  them  up  with  jultice  of  the  caufe, 

With  promife  of  high  pay,,  and  great  rewards : 

But  all  in  vain  ;  they  had  no  heart  to  fight, 

And  we,  in  them,  no  hope  to  win  the  day, 

So  that  we  fled  ;  the  king  unto  the  queen  : 

Lord  George  your  brother,  Norfolk,  and  myfelf,  * 

In  hafte,  pofle-hafle,  are  come  to  join  with  you  : 

For  in  the  marches  lasre,  we  heard,  you  were, 

Making  another  head  to  fight  again. 

Edw.  Where  is  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  gentle  War- 

WICK  ? 

And  when  came  George  from  Burgundy  to  England  ? 

War.  Some  fix  miles  off  the  duke  is  with  his  power ; 
And  for  your  brother, — he  was  lately  fent 
From  your  kind  aunt,  dutchefs  of  Burgundy, 
With  aid  of  foldiers  to  this  needful  war. 

Rich.  'Twas  odds,  belike,  when  valiant  .Warwick 
fled 

Oft  have  I  heard  his  praifcs  in  purfuit, 
Bi  t  ne'er,  till  now,  Ins  icandal  of  retire. 

War*  Nor  now  my  fcandal,  Richard,  doll  thou  hear;- 
For  thou  malt  know,  this  ftrdng  right  hand  of  mine 
Can  pluck  the  diadem  from  faint  Henry's  head, 
And  wring  the  awful  fceptre  from  his  fiit, 
Were  he  as  famous  and  as  bold  in  war, 
As  he  is  fam'd  for  mildnefs,  peace,  and  prayer. 

Rich.  I  know  it  well,  lord  Warwick  :  blame  me 
not ; 

Tis  love,  I  bear  thy  glories,  makes  me  fpeak. 
But,  in  this  troublous  time  what's  to  be  done? 
Shall  we  go  throw  away  our  coats  of  Heel, 
And  wrap  our  bodies  in  black  mourning  gowns, 
Numb' ring  our  Ave-Maries  with  our  beads? 
Or  fhall  we  on  the  helmets  of  our  foes 
Tell  our  devotion  with  revengeful  arms  ? 
If  for  the  laft,  fay — -Av,  and  to  it*  lords. 
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War,  Why,  therefore  Warwick  came  :o  feek  you 
out : 

And  therefore  conies  my  brother  Montague. 
Attend  me,  lord?.    The  proud infuking  queen, 
With  Clifford,  and  thehaught  Northumberland, 
And,  of  their  feather,  many  more  proud  birds, 
Have  wrought  the  cafy-melting  king  like  wax. 
He  {wore  ccrifent  to  your  facceffion, 
His  cath  enrolled  in  the  parliament : 
And  now  to  Lend  mi  all  the  crew  are  £one, 
To  frustrate  both  his  bath,  and  what&efide 
May  make  agamft  the  houfe  of  Laaauter. 
Their  power,  I  think,  is  thirty  thcuidni  ftrong : 
Now,  ifthe  help  of  Norfolk,  and  myfelf, 
With  all  the  fi  deads  that  thou,  brave  earl  of  March. 
Am  on  £rt  the  loving  Welfhmen  can  procure, 
Wid  bat  MBQUBt  to  rive  and  twenty  thou  fane3, 
Way.  I  ia  .'  to  Loadon  will  we  march  amain  ; 
And  once  again  heft  ride  our  foaming  fieeds, 

id  once  again  cry — Charge  upon  the  foe  ! 
But  never  once  again,  turn  back,  and  fly. 

Rich,  Ay,  r.o  v,  iqethiaks,  I  heard  great  War- 
wick  fpeal  :  « 
•Ne'er  rrav  he  Live  to  fee  a  fun-mine  day, 
That  csiw — Retire,  when Warwick  bidb  him  flay. 

Edw.  Lord  Warwick,  on  thy  fhoulder  will  I  lean; 
And  when  thou  fail'ft,  (as  God  forbid  the  hour!) 
Mull  Edward  fall,  which  peril  heaven  forefend  ! 

War.  No  longer  earl  of  March,  but  duke  of  York  ; 
The  next  degree  is,  England's  royal  king  ; 
For  king  of  England  (halt  thou  be  proclaiin'd 
In  every  borough  as  we  pafs  along  : 
And  he,  that  calls  not  up  his  cap  for  joy, 
Shall  for  the  offence  make  forfeit  of  his  head. 
King  Edward, — valiant  Richard, — Montague, — 
St  1}  we  no  longer  dreaming  of  renown, 
Hut  found  the  trumpets,  and  about  our  tad:. 

Rich.  Then,  Clifford,  were  thy  heart  as  hard  as 
fleell, 
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(As  thou  hall  {hewn  it  flinty  by  thy  deeds) 
I  come  to  pierce  it, — or  to  give  thee  mine. 

Ed-w.  Then  itrike  up,  drums ; — God,  and  Saint 
George,  for  us  ! 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 
War.  How  now  ?  what  news  ? 
Mef.  The  duke  of  Norfolk  fends  you  word  by  me? 
The  queen  is  coming  with  a  puirlant  hoii  ; 
And  craves  your  company  for  fpeedy  counfel. 

War.   Why  then  it  forts,  brave  warriors :  Let's 
away.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 
York. 

Enter  King  Henry,  the  Queen,  the  Prince  of  Wales, 
Clifford,  and  Northumberland,  with  forces. 
Queen.  Welcome,  my  lord,  to  this  brave  town  of 
York. 

Yonder's  the  head  of  that  arch-enemy, 

That  fought  to  be  encompafs'd  with  your  crown  ; 

Doth  not  the  object,  cheer  your  heart,  my  lord  ? 

K.  Henry.  Ay,  as  the  rocks  cheer  them  that  fear 
their  wreck  \ — 
To  fee  this  fight,  it  irks  my  very  foul. — 
Withhold  revenge,  dear  God.  'tis  not  my  fault, 
Nor  wittingly  have  I  infring'd  my  vow. 

Clif.  Mv  gracious  liege,  this  too  much  lenity, 
And  harmful  pity,  mull:  be  laid  afide. 
To  whom  do  lions  call:  their  gentle  looks  ? 
Not  to  the  beaft  that  would  ufurp  their  den. 
Whofe  hand  is  that,  the  forell  bear  doth  lick  ? 
Not  his,  that  fpoils  her  young  before  her  face. 
Who  'fcapes  the  lurking  ferpent's  mortal  fting? 
Not  he,  that  fets  his  foot  upon  her  back. 
The  frnalleft  worm  will  turn,  being  trodden  on  ; 
And  doves  will  peck,  in  fafeguard  of  their  brood. 
Ambitious  York  did  level  at  thy  crown, 
Thou  fmilmg,  while  he  knit  his  angry  brows  : 
He,  but  a  duke,  would  have  his  fon  a  king, 
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And  ralfe  his  iffue,  like  a  loving  fire ; 

Thou,  being  a  king,  blefl  with  a  goodly  fon, 

Didfc  yield  confent  to  diiinherit  him, 

Which  argued  thee  a  moil  unloving  father. 

Unreafonable  creatures  feed  their  young  ; 

And  though  man's  face  be  fearful  to  their  eyes, 

Yet,  in  protection  of  their  tender  ones, 

Who  hath  not  feen  them  (even  with  thofe  wings 

Which  fometime  they  have  us'd  in  fearful  flight) 

Mike  war  with  him  thatclimb'd  unto  their  neft, 

Offering  their  own  lives  in  their  young's  defence  ? 

For  ftiame,  my  liege,  make  them  your^precedent ! 

Were  it  not  pity,  that  this  goodly  boy 

Should  lofe  his  birth-right  by  his  father's  fault; 

And  long  hereafter  fay  unto  his  child,— 

"  What  my  great  grandfather  and  grandfire  got, 

"  My  carelefs  father  fondly  gave  away  ? 

Ah,  what  a  fhame  were  this !  Look  on  the  boy  ; 

And  let  his  manly  face,  which  promifeth 

Siiccefsfui  fortune,  freel  thy  melting  heart, 

To  hold  thine  own,  and  leave  thine  awn  with  him. 

K.  Henry.  Full  well  hath  Clifford  play'd  the  orator* 
Inferring  arguments  of  mighty  force. 
But  Clifford,  tell  me,  didft  thou  never  hear, — 
That  things  ill  got  had  ever  bad  fuccefs  ? 
And  happy  always  was  it  for  that  ion, 
Whofe  father  for  his  hoarding  went  to  hell  r 
I'll  leave  my  fon  my  virtuous  deeds  behind  ;  ( 
And  would,  my  father  had  left  me  no  more  ! 
For  all  the  reft  is  held  at  inch  a  rate, 
As  brings  a  thoufand  fold  more  care  to  keep, 
Than  in  poilelfion  any  jot  of  plcaiure. — 
Ah,  coufin  York!  'would  thy  beft  friends  did  know. 
How  it  doth  grieve  me  that  thy  head  is  here  ! 

Sfuetn.  My  lord,  cheer  up  your  fpirits ;  our  foes  are 
nigh, 

And  this  foft  courage  makes  your  followers  faint. 
You  promis'd  knighthood  to  our  forward  fon  ; 
Unfhcath  yourfword,  and  dub  him  prcfently.— 
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Edward,  kneel  down. 

A',  ffertty.  Edward  Plantagenet,  krife  a  knight; 
And  learn  this  leffon, — Draw  thy  fword  in  right. 

Prince.  My  gracious  father,  by  your  kingly  leave, 
I'l I  draw  it  as  apparent  to  the  crown, 
And  in  that  quarrel  life  it  to  the  death. 

Clif.  Why  that  is  fpoken  like  a  toward  prince. 
Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

Me/.  Royal  commanders,  be  in  readinefs : 
For,  with  a  band  of  thirty  thoufand  men, 
domes  Warwick,  backing  of  the  duke  of  Y ork  ; 
And,  in  the  towns  as  they  do  march  along, 
Proclaims  him  king,  and  many  fly  to  him  :  , 
Darraign  your  battle,  for  they  are  at  hand. 

Clif.  I  would,  your  highnefs  would  depart  the  field ; 
The  queen  hath  beijt  fuccefs  when  you  are  abfent. 

$>ueen*  Ay,  good  my  lord,  and  leave  us  to  our  for- 
tune. 

K.  Henry.  Whv,  that's  my  fortune  too:  therefor? 
Pil  flay'. 

North.  Be  it  with  refolution  then  to  fight. 
Prince.  My  royal  father,  cheer  thefe  noble  lords K 
And  hearten  thofe  that  fight  in  your  defence  : 
Unflieath  your  fword,  good  father;  cry,  Saint  George  t 
March.    Enter  Edward,    Clarence,   Richard,  War- 
wick, Norfolk,  Montague,  and  Soldiers. 
Edw.  Now  perjur'd  Henry  !  wilt  thou  kneel  for 
grace, 

And  fet  thy  diadem  upon  my  head  ; 
Or  bide  the  mortal  fortune  of  the  field  ? 

£>ueen.  Go  rate  thy  minions,  proud  infulting  boy  ! 
Becomes  it  thee  to  be  thus  bold  in  terms, 
Before  thy  fovereign,  and  thy  lawful  king  ? 

Ed~oj.  I  am  his  king,  and  he  fhould  how  his  knee  ; 
I  was  adopted  heir  by  his  confent : 
S'.nce  when,  his  oath  is  broke  ;  for,  as  I  hear, 
You — that  are  king,  though  he  do  wear  the  crown, 
Have  caus'd  him,  by  new  a6l  of  parliament, 
To  blot  out  me,  and  put  his  own  fon  in, 
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CI  if.  An  I  realign  too  ; 
Who  mould  fucceed  the  father,  bat  t&e  Ion? 

Rich.  Art  thou  there,  butcher : — O,  I  cannot  freak  ! 

Clif.  Ay.  crook-back;  here  I  ftand,  toarm *  ei  thee, 
Or  any  he  the  proudeit.  of  thy  foift, 

J?/< 'Twas  you  that  kili'd  yogng  Rutland,  was 
it  not  ? 

Clif.  Ay,  and  old  York,  and  yet  not  fatbfy'd. 
Rich.  For  God's  fake,  lords,  give  figna)  to  the 

B  «r.  What  my  hi  thou,  Kenry,  wilt  thou  yield 
the  crown  ? 

Queen.  Why,  how  now,  long-tongu'd  Warwick  ? 
dare  you  (peak  ; 
When  you  and  I  met  at  Ssint  Alban's  lair, 
Yoar  legs  did  better  fervicc  than  your  hands. 

War.  Then  'twas  my  ram  to  fly,  and  now  'tis  thine. 
Clif.  Yea  faid  fq  much  before,  and  yet  you  fled, 
//^r.  'Twas  not  your  valour,  Clifford,  drove  me 
thence. 

North.  No,  nor  your  manhood,  that  durrT.  make 
you  flay. 

Rich.  Northumberland,  I  hold  thee  reverently  ; 
Break  off  the  parley  ;  for  fcarce  I  cm  refrain 
The  execution  of  my  big-fwoln  heart 
Upon  that  Clifford  there,  that  erne]  child-killer* 

Clif.  I  flew  thy  father;  Call'ft  theu  him  a  child  ? 

Rich.  Ay,  like  a dallard,  and  a  treacherous  cow*]  d , 
As  thou  didlt  kill  our  tender  brother  Rutland  ; 
But,  ere  fun-fet,  Til  make  thee  curfe  the  deed. 

K.  Henry.  Have  done  with  words,  my  lords,  and 
hear  me  fpeak. 

Queen.  Defy  them  then,  or  elfehold  clofe  thy  lips. 

K.  Henry.  1  pr'ythee,  give  no  limits  to  my  tongue  ; 
J  am  a  king,  and  privileged  to  fpeak. 

Clif.  My  liege,  the  wound,  that  bred  this  meet- 
ing here, 

Cannot  be  cur'd  by  words ;  therefore,  be  Mill. 
Rich.  Then,  executioner,  unflieatli  thy  fword : 
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By  Him  that  made  us  all,  I  amrefolv'd, 
That  Clifford's  manhood  lies  upon  his  tongue: 

Edzv.  Say,  Henry,  mall  I  have  my  right,  or  no; 
A  thoufand  men  have  broke  their  falls  to-day, 
That  ne'er  mall  dine,  unlefs  thou  yield  the  crown. 

War.  If  thou  deny,  their  blood  upon  thy  head  ; 
For  York  in  juftice  puts  his  armour  on. 

Prince.  If  that  be  right,  which  Warwick  fays  is 
right, 

There  is  no  wrong,  but  every  thing  is  right. 

Rich.  Whoever  got  thee,  there  thy  motherlands ; 
For,  w7ell  I  wot,  thou  haft  thy  mother's  tongue. 

Queen.  But  thou  art  neither  like  thy  fire,  nor  dam ; 
But  like  a  foul  mif-fhapen  fligmatic, 
Mark'd  by  the  deftinies  to  be  avoided, 
As  venom'd  toads,  or  lizards  dreadful  {rings. 

Rich.  Iron  of  Naples,  hid  with  Englilh  gik, 
Whofe  father  bears  the  title  of  a  king, 
(As  if  a  channel  ihould  be  call'd  the  fea) 
Sham'ft.  thou  net,  knowing  whence  thou  art  extraught, 
To  let  thy  tongue  detect  thy  bafe-born  heart  ? 

Ednn\  A  wifp  of  ftraw  w:ere  worth  a  thoufand 
crowns, 

To  make  this  fnamelefs  callat  know  herfelf. — 

Helen  of  Greece  was  fairer  far  than  thou, 

Although  thy  humand  may  be  Menelaus  ; 

And  ne'er  was  Agamemnon's  brother  wrong'd 

By  that  falfe  woman,  as  this  king  by  thee. 

His  father  reveli'd  in  the  heart  of  France, 

And  tam'd  the  king,  and  made  the  Dauphin  rloop  ; 

And,  had  he  match'd  according  to  his  Hate, 

lie  might  have  kept  that  glory  to  this  day  : 

But,  when  he  took  a  beggar  to  his  bed, 

And  grac'd  thy  poor  fire  with  his  bridal  day  ; 

Even  then  that  fun-mine  brew'd  a  mower  for  him, 

'I^hat  waftiM  his  father's  fortunes  forth  of  France, 

And  heap'S  fedition  on  his  crown  at  home. 

For  what  hath  broach'd  this  tumult,  but  thy  pride  ? 

Hadft  thou  been  meek,  our  title  Mill  had  flept  ; 
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And  we,  in  pity  of  the  gentle  king, 
Had  flip*d  our  claim  until  another  age. 

Cla,  But  when  we  faw  our  fun-mine  made  thy  fpring, 
And  that  thy  fummer  bred  us  no  encreafe, 
We  let  the  axe  to  thy  uiurping  root : 
And  though  the  edge  hath  Tome  thing  hit  ourfelves. 
Yet  know  thou,  fmce  we  have  begun  to  lirike, 
We'll  never  leave,  'till  we  have  hewn  thee  down. 
Or  bath'd  thy  growing  with  our  heated  bloodg. 

Ed<w.  And,  in  this  refolution,  I  defy  thee ; 
Not  willing  any  further  conference,  N 
Since  thou  deny 'ft  the  gentle  king  to  {peak. — 

Sound  trumpets !  let  our  bloody  colours  wave  !  

And  either  victory,  or  elfe  a  grave. 

Ozteen.  Stay,  Edward. 

Edw.  No,  wrangling  woman,  I'll  no  longer  flay: 
Thy  words  will  coil  ten  thoufand  lives  to-day. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

A  Field  of  Battle^  near  ToTvton  in  York/hire. 
Alarum.    Excurjicus.     Enter  Warwick* 

War.  Forfpent  with  toil,  as  runners  with  a  race> 
I  lay  me  down  a  little  while  to  breathe  : 
For  flrokes  receiv'd,  and  many  blows  repaid, 
Have  robb'd  my  ftrong-knit  fmews  of  their  ftrength, 
And,  fpight  of  fpight,  needs  mutt  I  relt  a  while. 
Enter  Ed-zvard,  running. 
Ed-zv.  Smile,  gentle  heaven !  or  ftrike,  ungentle 
death ! 

For  this  world  frowns,  and  Edward'?  fun  is  cloudy!. 
War*.  How  now,  my  lord  ?  what  hap  ?  vvha^Wpe 
of  good  ? 

Enter  C  larence. 
Cla.  Our  hap  is  lofs,  our  hope  but  fad  defpair ; 
Our  ranks  are  broke,  and  ruin  follows  us : 
What  counfel  give  you  ?  whither  {hall  we  fly  ? 

E4  :<•.  Bcotlds  is  fight,  they  follow  us  with  wings; 
And  weak  we  are,  and  cannot  fhun  purfuit. 
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Enter  Richard. 
Rich.  Ah,  Warwick,  why  haft  thou  withdrawn 
thyfelf? 

Thy  brother's  blocd  the  thinly  earth  hath  drunk, 

Broach'd  with  the  rleely  point  of  Clifford's  lance : 

And,  in  the  very  pangs  of  death,  he  cry'd, — 

Like  to  a  difmal  clangor  heard  from  far, — 

"  Warwick,  revenge!  brother,  revenge  my  death!" 

So  underneath  the  belly  of  their  fleeds, 

That  flain'd  their  fetlocks  in  his  fmoking  blood, 

That  noble  gentleman  gave  up  the  ghoft. 

War.  Then  let  the  earth  be  drunken  with  our  blootf: 
I'll  kill  my  horfe,  becaufe  I  will  not  fly. 
Why  ftand  we  like  foft-hearted  women  here, 
W ailing-  our  lolies,  whiles  the  foe  doth  rage  : 
And  look  upon,  as  if  the  tragedy 
Were  play'd  in  jeft  by  counterfeiting  actors  ? 
Here  on  my  knee  I  vow  to  God  above, 
PU  never  paufe  again,  never  ftand  ilill, 
'Till  either  death  hath  clos'd  thefe  eyes  of  mine, 
Or  fortune  given  me  meafure  of  revenge. 

Edw.  O  Warwick,  I  do  bend  my  knee  with  thine; 
And,  in  this  vow,  do  $faa|a  my  foul  to  thine. — 
And,  ere  my  knee  rife  from  the  earth's  cold  face, 
i  throw  my  hamis,  mine  eyes,  my  heart  to  Thee. 
Thou  fetter  up,  and  plucker  down  of  kings ! 
BefeechiRg  thee, — if  with  thy  will  it  ftaMs, 
That  to  my  foes  this  body  mull  be  prey,— 
V  et  that  the  brazen  gates  of  heaven  may  ope 
And  give  fweet  paliage  to  my  fmful  foul  !  — 
Now,  lords,  take  leave  until  we  meet  again, 
Where'er  it  be,  in  heaven,  or  on  earth. 
Rich.  Brother,  give  me  thy  hand: — and,  gentle 
Vv  arwicnr, 

Let  me  embrace  thee  in  my  weary  arms : — 
I,  that  did  never  weep,  now  melt  with  woe, 
That  winter  mould  cut  off  our  ipnng-time  fo. 

War.  Away,  away !  Once  more  iweet  lords  fare 
welL 
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Cla.  Yet  let  us  all  together  to  cur  troops; 
And  give  them  leave  to  fly  that  will  not  Hay ; 
And  call  them  pillars,  that  will  itand  to  us  ; 
And,  if  we  thrive,  promife  them  fuch  rewards, 
As  victors  wear  at  the  Olympian  games : 
This  may  plant  courage  in  their  quailing  breails ; 
For  yet  is  hope  of  life,  and  victory.— 
Fore-Sow  no  longer,  make  we  hence  amain. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Another  Part  of  the  Field. 
Excurfions .     Enter  Richard,  and  Clifford. 

Rich.  Now,  Clifford,  I  have  fingled  thee  alone  : 
Suppofe,  this  arm  is  for  the  duke  of  York, 
And  this  for  Rutland  ;  both  bound  to  revenge, 
Wert  thou  environ'd  with  a  brazen  wall. 

Clif.  Now,  Richard,  I  am  with  thee  here  alone  : 
This  is  the  hand,  that  ftafcb'd  thy  father  York  ; 
And  this  the  hand,  that  flew  thy  brother  Rutland  ; 
And  here's  the  heart,  that  triumphs  in  their  death, 
And  cheers  thefe  hands,  that  flew  thy  fire  and  brother, 
To  execute  the  like  upon  thyfelf ; 
And  fo,  have  at  thee. 

\  They  fight.    Warwick  enters ,  Clifford  files. 

Rich.  Nay,  Warwick,  jingle  out  fome  other  chafe; 
For  I  myfelf  will  hunt  this  wolf  to  death. 

\  Exeunt. 

S    C    E    N    E  V. 

Another  Part  of  the  Field. 
Alarum.      E?iter  King  Plenty  . 

K.  \lenry*  This  battle  fares  like  to  the  morning's 
war, 

When  dying  clouds  contend  with  growing  light  ; 
What  time  the  fhepherd,  blowing  of  his  nails, 
Can  neither  call  it  perfect  day,  nor  night. 
Now  fways  it  this  way,  like  a  mighty  fea, 
Forc'd  by  the  tide  to  combat  with  the  wind  ■ 
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Now  fways  it  that  way,  like  the  felf-famc  Tea 

Forc'd  to  retire  by  fury  of  the  wind: 

Sometime,  the  flood  prevails  \  and  then  the  wind  ; 

Now,  one  the  better;  then,  another  bell ; 

Both  tugging  to  be  victors,  breaft  to  breaft, 

Yet  neither  conqueror,  nor  conquered  : 

So  is  the  equal  poife  of  this  fell  war. 

Here  on  this  mole-hill  will  I  fit  me  down. 

To  whom  God  will,  there  be  the  vi&ory  ! 

For  Margaret  ray  queen,  and  Clifford  too, 

Have  chid  me  from  the  baule  ;  fwearing  both, 

They  profper  bell  of  all  when  1  am  thence. 

'Would  I  were  dead  !  if  God's  good  will  were  fo  : 

For  what  is  in  this  world,  but  grief  and  woe  ? 

O  God  !  methinks  it  were  a  happy  life, 

To  be  no  better  than  a  homely  fwain  ; 

To  fit  upon  a  hill,  as  I  do  now, 

To  carve  out  dials  quaintly,  point  by  point, 

Thereby  to  fee  the  minutes  how  they  run : 

How  many  make  the  hour  full  complete, 

How  many  hours  bring  about  the  day, 

How  many  days  will  finifh  up  the  year, 

How  many  years  a  mortal  man  may  live. 

When  this  is  known,  then  to  divide  the  time  : 

So  many  hours  muft  I  tend  my  flock ; 

So  many  hours  mull  I  take  my  reft ; 

So  many  hours  muft  I  contemplate ; 

So  many  hours  muft  I  fport  myfelf ; 

So  many  days  my  ewes  have  been  with  yotHig  ; 

So  many  weeks  ere  the  poor  fools  will  yean  ; 

So  many  months  ere  I  fhall  fheer  the  fleece  : 

So  minutes,  hours,  days,  weeks,  months,  and  years, 

Pail  over  to  the  end  they  were  created, 

Would  bring  white  hairs  unto  a  quiet  grave. 

Ah  what  a  life  were  this !  how  fweet  1  how  lovely  ? 

Gives  not  the  hawthorn  bum  a  fweetcr  made 

To  fhepherds,  looking  on  their  filly  fheep, 

Than  doth  a  rich  embroider'd  canopy 

To  kings,  that  fear  their  fubjeciY  treachery  ? 
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O,  yes,  it  doth,  a  thoufand  fo)d  it  doth. 

And  to  conclude, — the  fhepherd's  homely  curds, 

His  cold  thin  drink  out  of  his  leather  bottle.. 

His  wonted  fleep  under  a  frefh  tree's  made, 

All  which  fecure  and  1  weedy  he  enjoys, 

Is  far  beyond  a  prince's  delicates, 

His  viands  f parking  in  a  golden  cup, 

His  body  couched  in  a  curious  bed, 

When  care,  imftrufb,  and  treafon  waits  on  him. 

Alarum.    Enter  a>Son  that  had  killed  his  Father. 

Son.  Ill  blows  the  wind,  that  prqiits  no- body. 
This  man,  whom  hand  to  hand  I  flew  in  fight, 
May  be  poiTerledof  fome  iiore  of  crowns : 
And  li  that  haply  take  them  from  him  new, 
May  yet  ere  night  yield  boch  my  life  and  them 
To  fome  man  elfe,  as  this  dead  man  doth  me. — 
Who's  this  ? — Oh  God  !  it  is  my  father's  free, 
Whom  in  this  conflict  f  unawares  have  kill'd. 
Oh  heavy  times,  begetting  fuch  events ! 
From  London  by  the  king  was  I  prefs'd  forth, 
My  father,  being  the  earl  of  Warwick's  man, 
Came  on  the  part  of  York,  prefs'd  by  his  mailer ; 
And  I,  who  at  his  hands  receiv'd  my  life, 
Have  by  my  hands  of  life  bereaved  him. — 
Tar  Jon  me,  God,  I  knew  not  what  I  did  ! — 
And  pardon,  father,  for  I  knew  not  thee  ! — » 
My  tears  mall  wipe  away  thefe  bloody  marks  ; 
And  no  more  words,  'till  they  have  fiow'd  their  AIL 

K.  Henry.  Q  piteous  fpe&acfe  !  O  bloody  times  ! 
Whilft  lions  war,  and  battle  for  their  den •;, 
Poor  harmlefs  lambs  abide  their  enmity. — 
Weep,  wi  etched  man,  I'll  aid  thee  tear  for  tear  ; 
And  let  our  hearts,  and  eyes,  like  civil  war, 
Be  blind  with  tears,  and  break  o'ercharg'd  with  grief. 
Enter  a  Father,  bearing  his  Son. 

Faih.  Thou  that  fo  ftoutly  haft  refilled  me, 
Give  me  thy  gold,  if  thou  halt  any  gold  ; 
For  1  have  bought  it  with  an  hundred  blows. — 
but  lec  me  fee     -Is  this  our  focman's  faca  \ 
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Ah,  no,  no,  no,  it  is  mine  only  Ton ! — 

Ah  boy,  if  any  life  be  left  in  thee, 

Throw  up  thine  eye ;  fee,  fee,  what  (bowers  arife, 

Blown  with  the  windy  tempeft  of  my  heart 

Upon  thy  wounds,  that  kill  mine  eye  and  heart 

O,  pity,  God,  this  miferable  age  I — 

What  ftratagems,  how  fell,  how  butcherly. 

Erroneous,  mutinous,  and  unnatural, 

This  deadly  quarrel  daily  doth  beget ! — 

O  boy,  thy  father  gave  thee  life  too  foon, 

And  hath  bereft  thee  of  thy  life  too  late  ! 

K.  Henry.  Woe  above  woe  !  grief  more  than  com- 
mon grief! 

O,  that  my  death  would  flay  thefe  ruthful  deeds  ! — 

O  pity,  pity,  gentle  heaven,  pity  !  ~ 

The  red  rofe  and  the  white  are  on  his  face, 

The  fatal  colours  of  our  driving  houfes ; 

The  one,  his  purple  blood  right  well  refembles ; 

The  other,  his  pale  cheek,  methinks,  prefenteth  ; 

Wither  one  rofe,  and  let  the  other  flouriih  ! 

If  you  contend,  a  thoufand  lives  mull  wither. 

Son.  How  will  my  mother,  for  a  father's  deat$£ 
Take  on  with  me,  and  ne'er  be  fatisfy'd? 

Fath.  How  wili  my  wife,  for  Daughter  of  my  foil, 
Shed  feas  of  tears,  and  ne'er  be  fatisfy'd  ? 

K.  Henry.  How  will  the  country,  for  thefe  wo?fj.l 
chances, 

Mif-think  the  king,  and  riot  be  fatisfy'd  ? 
Son.  Was  ever  fon,  fo  ru'd  a  father's  death  ? 
Fath.  Was  ever  father,  fo  bemoan'd  his  foa  } 
K.  Henry.  Was  ever  king  fo  griev'd  for  (ubjeics* 
woe  i 

Mudi  is  your  for  row  ;  mine,  ten  times  fo  much. 
Sdhi  I'll  bear  thee  hence,  where  I  may  weep  my  fill . 

\  Exit,  with  the  body. 
Fath.  Thefe  arms  of  mine  mail  be  thy  winding- 
meet  ; 

My  heart,  fweet  boy,  fnall  be  thy  feptakhrc  ; 
Fos  from  my  heart  thine  image  ne'er  fh  ill  go. 
T  2 
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My  fighing  breaft  fhall  be  thy  funeral  bell ; 

And  fo  ohiequious  will  thy  father  be, 

Sad  for  the  lofs  of  thee,  having  no  more, 

As  Priam  was  for  aH  his  valiant  fons. 

I'll  bear  thee  hence  ;  and  let  them  fight  that  will, 

For  I  have  murder 'd  where  I  fhould  not  kill. 

[Exit,  nmtb  the  body. 
K.  Henry.  Sad-hearted  men,  much  overgone  with 
care, 

Here  fits  a  king  mere  woeful  than  you  are. 
Alarums.     Excurjhns.     Enter  the  Qjieen,   Prince  of 
Wales,  and  Exeter. 

Prince.  Fly,  father,  fly !  for  ail  your  friends  are  fled, 
And  Warwick  rages  like  a  chafed  bull : 
Away  !  for  death  doth  hold  us  in  purfuit. 

§>ugen*  Mount  you,  my  lord,  towards  Berwick 

poit  amain  :  m  

Edward  and  Richard,  like  a  brace  of  greyhounds 
Having  the  fearful  raying  hare  in  fight, 
With  fiery  eyes,  fparkling  for  very  wrath, 
And  bloody  Iteel  grafp'd  in  their  ireful  hands, 
Are  at  our  backs ;  and  therefore  hence  amain. 

Exe ,  Away  !  for  vengeance  comes  along  with  them : 
Nay,  flay  net  to  expostulate,  make  fpeed  ; 
Or  elfe  come  after,  I'll  away  before. 

K.  Henry.  Nay,  take  me  with  thee,  good  fweet 
Exeter ; 

Not  that  I  fear  to  flay,  -but  love  to  go 
Whither  the  queen  intends.    Forward  ;  away  ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 
A  loud  Alarum.     Enter  Clifford,  wounded. 
Clif.  Here  burns  my  candle  out,  ay,  here  it  dies, 
Which,  while  it  lafted,  gave  king  Henry  light. 
Ah,  Lancafter !  1  fear  thine  overthrow, 
More  than  my  body's  parting  with  my  foul. 
My  love  and  fear  glew'd  many  friends  to  thee  ; 
And,  now  I  fall,  thy  tough  commixture  melt.*-, 
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Impairing  Henry,  ftrength'mng  mif-proud  York. 
The  common  people  (warm  like  fummer  flies : 
And  whither  fly  the  knats,  but  to  the  fun  ? 
And  who  fhines  now,  but  Henry's  enemy  ? 

0  Phoebus !  hadft  thou  never  given  confent 
That  Phaeton  ftiould  check  thy  fiery  Heeds, 
Thy  burning  car  had  never  fcorch'd  the  earth : 
And,  Henry,  hadft  thou  fway'd  as  kings  ftiould  do, 
And  as  thy  father,  and  his  father,  did, 

Giving  no  ground  unto  the  houfe  of  York, 
They  never  then  had  fprung  like  fummer  flies- — 
1,  and  ten  thoufand  in  this  lucklefs  realm. 
Had  left  no  mourning  widows  for  our  deaths, 
And  thou  this  day  hadft  kept  thy  throne  in  peace. 
For  what  doth  cherifti  weeds,  but  gentle  air? 
And  what  makes  robbers  bold,  but  too  much  lenity  I 
Bootlefs  are  plaints,  and  cureiefs  are  my  wounds ; 
No  way  to  fly,  nor  ftrength  to  hold  out  flight : 
The  foe  is  mercilefs,  and  will  not  pity  ; 
And,  at  their  hands,  I  have  deferv'd  no  pity. 
"The  air  hath  got  into  my  deadly  wounds, 
And  much  effufe  of  blood  doth  make  me  faint : — 
Come,  York,  and  Richard,  Warwick,  and  the  reft: 

1  ftabb'd  your  father's  bofoms,  fplit  my  breaft. 

[He  faints. 

Alarum  and  Retreat,    Enter  Edward,  Clarence,  Rich- 
ard, Montague,  Warwick,  and  Soldiers. 
Ed<w.  Now  breathe  we,  lords  ;  good  fortune  bids 
us  paufe, 

And  fmooth  the  frowns  of  v»  ar  with  peaceful  looks, — 
Some  troops  purfue  the  bloody-minded  queen ; — 
That  led  calm  Henry,  though  he  were  a  king, 
As  doth  a  fail,  fiil'd  with  a  fretting  guft, 
Command  an  argofy  to  ftem  the  waves. 
But  think  you,  lords,  that  Clifford  flew  with  them  ? 

War.  No,  'tis  impoffible  he  ftiould  efcape  : 
For,  though  before  his  face  I  fpeak  the  word, 
Your  brother  Richard  mark'd  him  for  the  grave; 
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And  jrhexefoe'er  he  is,  he's  fureiy  dead. 

[  Clijf-jrd  groan- ,  azd  dies. 
EJ-.V.  Whole  ibal  15  that  which  takes  her  heavy 
leave  r 

r'A: '-.  A  deadly  groan,  like  life  and  death  departing. 

£  See  who  it  is  :  and,  now  the  battle's  ended, 
If  niend,  or  foe,  let  him  be  gently  us'd. 

Ri:::.  Revoke  that  doom  of  mercy,  for 'tis  Cliitcra: 
Who  not  contented  that  he  lopp'd  the  branch 
In  he-viavr  Rudand  v.  hen  his  leave;  pat  forth, 
But  let  his  murderirg  knife  unto  the  root 
From  whence  that  reader  ibray  did  fweerlv  fpring, 
I  mean,  our  princely  fiiher,  duke  cf  York. 

Wfr,  From  or!  the  gates  of  York  fetch  down  the 
head, 

Your  father's  head,  which  Clifford  placed  there  : 
ia::ead  whereof,  let  his  ft. Daly  the  room  : 
Men: are  for  meaiure  muf:  be  anfwered. 

fh.'-.e.  Bring  forth  that  rata]  fcreech-cvlt:  ourh-ia.h, 
That  nothing  Tang  bat  death  to  us  and  ours  : 
Now  death  fhail  nop  his  ci.aval  thrra.enmg  in  and, 
And  his  ill-boding  tongue  r.c  more  .hail  fpeak. 

r  AiUKZZKt:  i ri\'i  :  t  6:  a,  r':r~~var.;\ 

JJ'c-.r.  I  think  his  underloading  is  bereft:  — 
Sav,  Clifford,  doll  thou  know  who  fpeaks  to  thee  : — 
D:rk  cloudy  death  o'er  fa  .ides  his  beams  of  life, 
And  he  nor  fees,  nor  hears  us  what  we  fay. 

Rich.  O.  would  he  did!  and  fo,  perhaps,  he  doth  ; 
'Tis  but  his  policy  to  counterfoil, 
Becaufe  he  would  avoid  fuch  bitter  uvras 
As  in  the  time  of  death  he  g.ve  o.  r  father. 

C'ia.  If  ft  thou  think'it,  vex  him  v  kh  -^uger  words. 

Rich.  Cliiford,  aik  mercy,  and  obtain  no  grace. 

Ed-JL\  Clifford,  repent  in  boodefs  penitence. 

War.  Clhford,  d*viie  excafes  lor  try-  fruits. 

Cla.  While  we  devife  fell  tortures  for  tay  faults. 

Rich.  Thou  did«:  love  York,  and  1  am  fon  to  York 

Ed*&  Thou  pitied'!!  Rutland,  I  will  pity  ti*ee. 

Clar.  Where's  captain  Margaret,  to  fence  ycu  now  ? 
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War.  They  m0ck  thee,  Clifford;  fwjpar  as  thou 
wajjl  wont. 

a/cv'.  What,  not  an  oathi  nay,  then  the  world 
goes  hard, 

When  Cli'tord  cannot  fpare  his  friends  an  oath: — 
I  know  by  that,  he's  dead;  And,  by  my  foul, 
Would  this  right  hand  buy  but  an  hour's  life, 
That  I  in  all  despite  might  rail  at  him, 
I'd  chop  it  off;  and  with  the  ifluing  blood 
Stifle  the  villain,  whofe  unftanched  third: 
York  and  yourg  Rutland  could  not  fatisfy. 

War.  Ay,  but  he's  dead:  Off  with  the  traitor's 
head. 

And  rear  it  in  the  place  your  father's  frauds.- — 

And  now  to  London  with  triumphant  march, 

There  to  be  crowned  England's  royal  king. 

From  thence  mall  Wrarwick  cut  the*fea  to  France, 

And  afk  the  lad)  Bona  for  thy  queen  : 

So  fnalt  thou  fmew  both  thy  lands  together; 

A*nd,  having  France  thy  friend,  thou  malt  not  dread 

The  fcatter'd  foe,  that  hopes  to  rife  again; 

For  though  they  cannot  greatly  fling  to  hurt, 

Yet  look  to  have  them  buz,  to  offend  thine  ears. 

Firft,  will  1  fee  the  coronation ; 

And  then  tc  Eritany  Til  croft  the  lea, 

To  effect  this  marriage,  fo  it  pleafe  my  lord. 

Ed-iv.  .Even  as  thou  wilt,  fweet  Warwick,  let  it  be  ; 
For  on  thy  moulder  do  I  build  my  feat ; 
And  never  will  I  undertake  the  thing, 
Wherein  thy  counfel  and  confent  is  wanting.— 
Richard,  I  will  create  thee  duke  of  Glofter  ; 
And  George,  of  Clarence  ; — Warwick,  as  ourfelf; 
Shall  do,  and  undo,  as  him  pleafeth  belt.. 

Rich,  Let  me  be  Duke  of  Clarence  ;  George,  of 
Glofter  ; 

For  Glofcer's  dukedom  is  too  ominous. 

War.  Tut,  that's  a  foolilh  obfervation  : 
Richard,  be  duke  of  Gl offer  :  Now  to  London, 
To  fee  thefe  honours  in  poiTeffion.  [Exeunt. 
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A  C  T    III.       SCENE  I. 

A  V/ccd  in  lancapire. 

Enter  Sin/Uo,  and  Humphrey,  with  croft-bows  in  their 
hands. 

Sink.  T  TNDER  this  thick-grown  brake  we'll 
V^J         vh?v>ud  ourfelves ; 
For  through  this  iaund  ano  \  t)$e  deer  will  come  ; 
And  in  this  covert  will  we  make  our  ftand, 
Culling  the  principal  of  all  the  deer. 

Hum.  I'll  ftay  above  the  hill,  To  both  may  moot. 

Sink.  That  cannot  be  ;  the  noife  of  ^thy  crofs-bcw 
Will  fcare  the  herd,  and  fo  my  (hot  is  loft. 
Here  -land  we  both,  and  aim  we  at  the  belt. : 
And,  for  the  time  mail  not  feem  tedious, 
I'll  tell  thee  what  befei  me  on  a  day, 
In  this  felf  place  where  now  we  mean  to  flan  J. 

Hum.  Here  comes  a  man,  let's  ftay  till  he  be  paft. 
Enter  King  Henry,  with  a  prayer-hook. 

K,  Henry.  From  Scotland  am  I  ftoi'n,  even  of  pure 
love, 

To  greet  my  own  land  with  my  wiihful  light, 
No,  Harry.  Harry,  'tis  no  land  of  thine  ; 
Thy  place  is  fill'd,  thy  fceptre  wrung  from  thee, 
Thy  balm  wafh'd  oft,  wherewith  thou  waft  anointed  : 
No  bending  knee  will  call  thee  Crefar  nov, 
No  humble  fuitors  prefs  to  fpeak  for  right, 
No,  not  a  man  comes  for  redrefs  to  thee  ; 
For  how  can  1  help  them,  and  not  myfelf  ? 

Sink.  Ay,  here's  a  deer  whofe  (kin's  a  keeper's  fee  : 
This  is  the  quondam  king  ;  let's  feize  upon  him. 

K.  Henry.  Let  me  embrace  thefe  four  adverfities ; 
For  wife  men  fay,  it  is  the  wifeft  courfe. 

Hum.  Why  linger  we?  let  us  lay  hands  upon  him. 

Sink.  Forbear  awhile  ;  we'll  hear  a  little  more. 

K.  Henry.  My  queen,  and  fon,  are  gone  to  France 
for  aid  ; 
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And,  as  I  hear,  .the  great  commanding  Warwick 

Is  thither  gone,  to  crave  the  French  king's  filter 

To  wife  for  Edward  :  If  this  news  be  true, 

Poor  queen,  and  fori,  your  labour  is  but  loll ; 

For  Warw  ick  is  a  fubtle  orator, 

And  Lewis  a  Prince  foon  won  with  moving  words. 

By  this  account,  then,  Margaret  may  win  him  ; 

For  lhe's  a  woman  to  be  pity'd  much  : 

Her  fighs  will  make  a  battery  in  his  bread ; 

Her  tears  will  pierce  into  a  marble  heart ; 

The  t}  ger  will  be  mild,'  while  me  doth  mourn  : 

And  Nero  will  be  tainted  with  remorfe, 

To  hear,  and  fee,  her  plaints,  her  briniftt  tears. 

Ay,  but  fhe's  come  to  beg  ;  Warwick,  to  give  : 

She,  on  his  left  fide,  craving  aid  for  Henry  ; 

He,  on  his  right,  afking  a  wife  for  Edward. 

She  weeps,  and  fays — her  Henry  is  depcs'd  ; 

He  fmiles,  and  fays — his  Edward  is  inHall'd/; 

That  fhe,  poor  wretch,  for  grief  can  fpcak  no  more  ; 

Whiles  Warwick  tells  his  title,  fmooths  the  wrong, 

Inferreth  arguments  of  mighty  Hrength  ; 

And,  in  conclufion,  wins  the  king  from  her, 

With  promife  of  his  fitter,  and  what  elfe, 

To  ftrengthen  and  fupport  king  Edward's  place. 

O  Margaret,  thus  'twill  be  ;  and  thou,  poor  foul, 

Art  then  forfaken,  as  thou  went'fr.  forlorn. 

Hum.  Say,  what  art  thou,  that  talk'ft  of  kings  and 
queens  ? 

K.  Henry.  More  than  I  feem,  and  lefs  than  I  was 
born  to  : 

A  man  at  leair,  for  lefs  I  fnould  not  be  ; 
And  men  may  talk  of  kings,  and  why  not  I  ? 

Hum.  Ay,  but  thou  talk'ft  as  if  thou  wert  a  king. 

K.  Henry.  Why,  fo  I  am,  in  mind ;  and  that's 
enough. 

Hum.  But,  if  thou  be  a  king,  where  is  thy  crown  ? 
K.  Henry.  My  crown  is  in  my  heart,  not  on  my 
head  ; 

Not  deck'd  with  diamonds,  and  Indian  (tones, 
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Nor  to  be  feen  :  mv  crown  is  call'd  content ; 
A  crown  it  is  that  feldom  kings  enjoy. 

Hu?n.  Well,  if  you  be  a  king  crown'd  with  content, 
Your  crown  content,  and  ycu,  mad  be  contented 

To  go  along  with  us :  for,  as  we  think, 
You  are  the  king,  king  Edward  hath  depos'd  ; 
And  we  his  fubjecls,  fvvorn  in  all  allegiance, 
Will  apprehend  you  as  his  enemy. 

K.  Henry.  But  did  you  never  fwear  and  break  an 
oath  ? 

Hum.  r\'o,  never  fuch  an  oath  ;  nor  will  we  now. 
K.  Henry.  Where  did  you  dwell,  when  I  was  king 

of  England  ? 

.Hum.  Here  in  this  country,  where  we  now  remain. 
K.  Hetry,  I  was  anointed  king  at  nine  months  old ; 

My  father  and  my  grandfather  were  kings ; 
And  you  were  fwcrn  true  fubjecls  unto  me : 
And,  tell  me  then,  have  you  not  broke  your  oaths  ? 
Sink-  No  ;  for  we  were  fubjecls  but  while  you  were 

king. 

K.  Henry.  Why,  am  I  dead?  do  I  not  breathe  a  man? 
Ah,  fimple  frte.n,  you  know  not  what  you  fwear. 
Look,  as  I  blow  this  feather  from  my  face, 
And  as  the  air  blows  it  to  me  again, 
Obeying  with  my  wind  when  I  do  blow, 
And  yielding  to  another  when  it  blows, 
Commanded  always. by  a  greater  gini  ; 
Such  is  the  lightness  of  you  common  men. 
But  do  not  break  your  oaths ;  for,  of  that  fin 
My  mild  entreaty  (hall  not  make  you  guilty. 
Go  where  yoa  will,  the  king  (hall  be  commanded; 
And  be  yo"U  kings  ;  command,  and  f*M  obey. 

Sink.  We  arc  true  ftfbje&s  to  the  king,  king  Ed- 
ward. 

K.  Henry.  So  would  you  he  again  to  Henry, 
If  he  were  feated  as  king  Edward  is. 

Sink.  We  charge  you  in  God's  name,  and  in  the 
king's  : 

To  go 'with  us  unto  the  officers. 
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K.  Henry.  In  God's  name,  lead ;  your  king's  name 
be  obey'd  : 

And  what  God  will,  that  let  your  king  perform; 
And  what  lie  will,  I  humbly  yield  unto.  [Exewzt. 

SCENE  II. 
London.     The  Palace. 
Entet  King  Edward,  Gi  Jler,  Clarence,  and  Lady  Grey. 

K.  Ed-JLK  Brother  of  Gloller,  at  Saint  Alban's  field 
This  lady's  hufband,  Sir  John  Grey,  was  ilain, 
His  land  then  feiz'd  on  by  the  conqueror : 
Her  fait  is  now,  to  repoiTefs  thofe  lands  ; 
Which  we  in  juftice  cannot  well  deny, 
Becaufe  in  quarrel  of  the  houfe  of  York 
This  noble  gentleman  did  lofe  his  life. 

Glo.  Your  highnefs  mall  do  well  to  grant  her  fuit ; 
It  were  dimonour,  to  deny  it  her. 

K.  Edw.  It  were  no  lefs ;  but  yet  I'll  make  a  paufe. 

Glo,  Yea!  is  it  fo  ?  [Afzde. 
I  fee  trie  lady  hath  a  thing  to  grant, 
Before  the  king  will  grant  her  humble  fuit. 

Clar.  He  knows  the  game  ;  How  true  he  keeps  the 
wind!  [A/ide._ 

Glo.  Silence ! 

K.  Ed~jj.  Widow,  we  will  confider  of  your  fuit; 
And  come  feme  other  time,  to  know  our  mind. 

Grey.  Right  gracious  lord,  I  cannot  brook  delay  : 
May  it  pleafe  your  highnefs  to  refoive  me  now  ; 
And  what  your  pleafure  is,  mail  fatisfy  me. 

Glo.  lAfide.]  Ay,  widow?  then  Pll  warrant  you 
all  your  lands, 
And  if  what  pleafes  him,  mall  pleafure  you, 
Fight  clofer  ~  or,  good  faith,  you'll  catch  a  blow. 

Clar.  [Afede.~]  I  fear  her  not,  uniefs  fl;e  chance  to 
fall. 

Glo.  [Afide.]  God  forbid  that!  for  he'll  take  van- 
tages. 

K.  Ed-zv.  Plow  many  children  hall  thou,  widow  ? 
tell  me.  > 

\T^\    17  _  TT 
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C/ar.  [J/u/e.}  I  think,  he  means  to  beg  a  child 
of  her. 

Glo.  [A/tde.]  Nay,  whip  me  then;   he'll  rather 

give  her  two. 
Grey,  Three,  my  moll  gracious  lord. 
Glo.  [Afide.]  You  mall  have  four,  if  you'll  be 

'  rul'd  by  him. 
A'.  Edzv.  'Twerepity  they  fhould  lofe  their  father's 
land. 

Grey.  Be  pitiful,  dread  lord,  and  grant  it  then. 
K.  Ed-zv.  Lords,  give  us  leave ;  I'll  try  this  wi- 
dow's wit. 

Glo.  Ay,  good  leave  have  you  ;  for  you  will  have 
leave, 

'Till  youth  take  leave,  and  leave  yon  to  your  crutch. 

[  Glcjier  and  Clarence  retire  to  the  other  fide. 
K.  Edzv.  Now  tell  me,  madam,  do  you  love  your 
children  ? 

Grey.  Ay,  full  as  dearly  as  I  love  myfelf. 
K.  Edvu.  And  would  you  not  do  much  to  do  them 
good  ? 

Grey.  To  do  them  good,  I  would  fuflain  fome  harm. 
K.  Ed™.  Then  get  your  hu  {band's  lands,  to  do  them 
good. 

■  Grey.  Therefore  I  came  unto  your  majefty. 
K.  Ediv.  IT1  tell  you  how  thefe  lands  are  to  be  got. 
Grey.  So  mall  you  bind  me  to  your  highnefs'  fervice. 
K.  Ediv.  What  fervice  wilt  thou  do  me,  if  I  give 
them  ? 

Grey.  What  you  command,  that  refts  in  me  to  do. 
K.  Ed-iv.  But  will  you  take  exceptions  to  my  boon  ? 
Grey,  No,  gracious  lord,  except  I  cannot  do  it. 
K .  Bdw.  Ay,  but  thou  canft  do  what  I  mean  to  a(k. 
Qm.  Why,  then  I  will  do  what  your  grace  com- 
mands. 

Glo.  He  plies  her  hard;  and  much  rain  wears  the 
marble.  [J/tde. 
Clar.  As  red  as  fire!  na*,  then  her  wax  muft  mclr. 
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Grew  Why  Hops  my  lord?  mail  I  not  hear  my  tafk? 
K.  Bdw.  An  eafy  ta(k  :  'tis  but  to  love  a  king. 
Grew  Th  it's  foon  perform'd,  becaufe  I  am  a  fuDjecl. 
K.  EJiv.  Why  then  thy  hufband's  lands  I  freely 
give  thee. 

G)  ey\  I  take  my  leave,  with  many  thoufand  thanks. 
do.  Th~  match  is  made;  me  Teals  it  with  a  curt'fy. 
K.  Eaiv,  But  ftiy  thee/tis  the  fruits  of  love  I  msan.- 
C>/r>-.  The  fruits  of  love  I  mean,  my  loving  liege. 
A'.  Erfvj.  Ay,  but  I  fear  me,  in  another  fenfe. 
What  love  think'ft  thou,  I  fue  fo  much  to  get? 
Grey.  My  love  'till  death,  my  humble  thanks,  my 
prayers  ; 

That  love,  which  virtue  begs,  and  virtue  grants. 

K.  Ed^v.  No,  by  my  troth,  I  did  not  mean  iuch  love. 

Grey.  Why,  then  you  mean  not  as  I  thought  you  did. 

K.  Ediv.  But  now  you  partly  may  perceive  my  mind. 

Grey,  My  mind  will  never  grant  what  I  perceive 
Your  highnefs  aims  at,  if  I  am  aright. 

K.  Ed^iv.  To  tell  the  plain,  I  aim  to  lie  with  thee. 

Grey.  To  tell  you  plain,  I  had  rather  lie  in  prifon. 

K.  Edzv.  Why,  then  thou  malt  not  have  thy  huf- 
band's lands. 

Grey.  Why  then  mine  honefty  fhall  be  my  dower ; 
For  by  that  lofs  I  will  not  purchafe  them. 

K.  Ednju.  Herein  thou  wrong'ft  thy  children  migh- 
tily. 

Grey.  Herein  your  highnefs  wrongs  both  them  and 
me. 

But,  mighty  lord,  this  merry  inclination 
Accords  not  with  the  fadnefs  of  my  fuit ; 
Pleafe  you  difmifs  me,  either  with  ay,  or  no. 

K.  Ed-zv.  Ay  ;  if  thou  wilt  fay  ay,  to  my  requeil : 
No  ;  if  thou  doft  fay  no,  to  my  demand. 

Grey.  Tiien,  no,  my  lord.    My  fuit  is  at  an  end. 

Glo.  The  widow  likes  him  not,  fhe  knits  her  brows. 

[  AJide. 

Clar.  He  is  the  bluttteft  wooer  in  Chriitendom. 

^Afule. 
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K.  Fdu..  LAfide.]  Her  looks  do  argue  her  replete 
with  mod  eft  y  ; 
Her  words  do  ihew  her  wit  incomparable  : 
AH  her  perfections  challenge  fovereignty  : 
One  way,  or  ether,  flbe  is  for  a  king  ; 
And  flie  mail  be  my  love,  or  elfe  my  queen. — 
Say j  that  king  Edward  take  thee  for  his  queen  ? 

Grey.  'Tis  better  laid  than  done,  my  gracious  lord : 
I  am  a  fubjeel  ft  to  jeft  withal, 
But  far  unfit  to  be  a  fovereign. 

K.  Ed™.  Sweet  widow,  by  my  ftate  I  fwear  to  thee, 
I  fpeak  no  more  than  what  my  foul  intends ; 
And  that  is,  to  enjoy  thee  for  my  love. 

Grey.  And  that  is  more  than  I  will  yield  unto : 
I  know,  I  am  too  mean  to  be  your  queen ; 
And  yet  too  good  to  be  your  concubine. 

K.  E<kv.  You  cavil,  widow  ;  I  did  mean, my  queen. 

Grey.  'Twill  grieve  your  grace,  my  fons  fhould 
call  you — father. 

K.  Ediv.  No  more,  than  when  my  daughters  call 
thee  mother. 
Thou  art  a  widow,  and  thou  haft  fome  children  ; 
And,  by  God's  mother,  I,  being  but  a  bachelor, 
Have  other  fome:  why,  'tis  a  happy  thing 
To  be  the  father  unto  many  fons. 
Anfwer  no  more,  for  thou  malt  be  my  queen. 

GIo.  The  ghoftly  father  now  hath  done  his  mrift. 

[Afittc. 

Clar.  When  he  was  made  a  mriver,  'twas  forfhift. 

K.  Ed-js.  Brothers,  you  mufe  what  chat  we  two 
have  had. 

*Glo.  The  widow  likes  it  not,  for  me  looks  fad. 
K.  Ediv.  You'd  think  it  firange,  if  I  mould  marry 
her. 

Clar.  To  whom,  my  lord? 

K.  Ed<w.  Why,  Clarence,  to  myfelf. 

Glo.  That  would  be  ten  days'  wonder,  at  the  lead. 

Clar*  That's  a  day  longer  than  a  wonder  lafts. 
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Glc.  By  fo  much  is  the  wonder  in  extremes. 
K.  Edzv.  Well,  jell  on,  brothers :  I  can  tell  you  both, 
Her  fuit  is  granted  for  her  hufband's  lands. 

Enter  a  Nobleman. 
Nob.  My  gracious  lord,  Henry  your  foe  is  taken, 
And  brought  as  prifoner  to  your  palace  gate. 
K.  Ed-w.   See,   that  he  be  convey'd   unto  the 
Tower : — 

And  go  we,  brothers,  to  the  man  that  took  him,. 

To  queftion  of  his  apprehenfion. — 

Widow,  go  you  along: — Lords,  ufeher  honourably. 

[Exeunt  King,  Lady,  Clarence,  and  Lords* 
Glo.  Ay,  Edward  will  ufe  women  honourably. 
Would  he  were  wailed,  marrow,  bones,  and  all, 
That  from  his  loins  no  hopeful  branch  may  fpring, 
To  crofs  me  from  the  golden  time  I  look  for ! 
And  yet,  between  my  foul's  defire  and  me, 
(The  luftful  Edward's  title  buried) 
Is  Clarence,  Henry,  and  his  fon  young  Edward, 
And  all  the  unlook'd  for  iffue  of  their  bodies, 
To  take  their  rooms,  ere  I  can  place  myfelf ; 
A  cold  premeditation  for  my  purpofe! 
Why,  then  I  do  but  dream  on  fovereignty  ; 
Like  one  that  ftands  upon  a  promontory, 
And  fpies  a  far-off  more  where  he  would  tread, 
Wifhing  his. foot  were  equal  with  his  eye  ; 
And  chides  the  fea  that  funders  him  from  thence^ 
Saying — he'll  lade  it  dry  to  have  his  way  : 
So  do  I  wifh  the  crown,  being  fo  far  off; 
And  fo  I  chide  the  means  that  keep  mz  from  it"; 
And  fo  I  fay — I'll  cut  the  caufes  off, 
Flattering-  me  with  impolfibili  ties, — 
My  eye's  too  quick,  my  heart  o5erweens  too  much, 
Unlefs  my  hand  and  flrength  could  equal  them. 
Well,  fay  there  is  no  kingdom  then  for  Richard  ; 
What  other  pleafure  can  the  world  afford  r 
I'll  make  my  heaven  in  a  lady's  lap, 
And  deck  my  body  in  gay  ornaments, 
And  witch  fweet  ladies  with  -my  words  and  looks. 
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O  miferable  thought !  and  more  unlikely, 

Than  to  accomplish  twenty  golien  crowns ! 

Why,  love  fori  wore  me  in  my  mother's  womb : 

And,  for  I  mould  not  deal  in  her.  foft  laws, 

She  did  corrupt  frail  nature  with  fome  bribe 

To  ihrink  mine  arm  up  like  a  wither'd  llirub  ; 

To  make  an  envious  mountain  on  my  back, 

Where  fits  deformity  to  mock  my  body  ; 

To  fhape  my  legs  of  an  unequal  fize; 

To  difpropcrtion  me  in  every  part, 

Like  to  a  chaos,  or  an  unlick'd  bear-whelp, 

That  carries  no  impreflion  like  the  dam. 

And  am  I  then  a  man  to  be  belov'd  ? 

O,  monftrous  fault  to  harbour  fuck  a^thought  I 

Then,  fmce  this  earth  affords  no  joy  to  me, 

But  to  command,  to  check,  to  o'erbear  fuch 

As  are  of  better  perkm  than  myfelf, 

I'll  make  my  heaven — -to  dream  upon  the  crown  ; 

And,  while  I  live,  to  account  this  world  but  hell,. 

Until  my  rr.if-ihap'd  trunk  that  bears  this  head, 

Be  round  impaled  with  a  glorious  crown. 

And  yet  1  know  not  how  to  get  the  crown, 

For  many  lives  fbmd  between  me  and  home  : 

And  I, — like  one- loft  in  a  thorny  wood, 

That  rends  the  Uiorns,  and  is  rent  with  the  thorns  ; 

Seeking  a  way,  and  ftrayingfrom  the  way  ; 

Not  knowing  how  to  mid  the  open  air, 

But  toiling  d;jfperately  to  find  it  out, — 

Torment  myielf  to  catch  the  Englifh  crown  : 

And  from  that  torment  I  will  free  myfelf, 

Or  hew  my  way  out  with  a  bloody  axe. 

Why,  I  can  fmile,  and  murder  while  1  fmile  ; 

And  cry,  content,  to  that  which  grieves  my  heart  ; 

And  wet  my  cheeks  with  artificial  tears, 

And  frame  my  face  to  all  occafions. 

I'll  drown  more  failor-s  than  the  mermaid  fhall ; 

I'll  flay  more  gazers  than  the  bafilifk  ; 

I'll  play  the  orator  as  well  as  Neftor, 

Deceive  more  flily  than  Ulyfies  could, 
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And,  like  a  Sinon,  take  another  Troy  : 

I  can  add  colours  to  the  cameleon  ; 

Change  mapes,  with  Proteus,  for  advantages, 

And  fet  the  murd'rous  Machiavel  to  fchooL 

Can  I  do  this,  and  cannot  get  a  crown  ? 

Tut  !  w-ere  it  further  off,  I'll  pluck  it  down.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

France. 

Flourijh.  Enter  Lewis  the  French  King,  Lady  Bona, 
Bourbon,  Queen  ^Margaret ,  Prince  Edward,  her 
Son,  and  the  Earl  of  Oxford.  Lewis  fts3  and 
rijeth  up  again. 

K.  Lewis  Fair  queen  of  England,  worthy  Margaret. 
Sit  down  with  us ;  it  ill  befits  thy  Hate, 
And  birth,  that  thou  fhouldft  Hand,  while  Lewis  doth 
fit. 

Queen.  No,  mighty  king  of  France;  now  Margaret 
Mull  ftrike  her  fail,  and  learn  a  wThile  to  ferve, 
Where  kings  command.    I  was,  I  mufc  confefs, 
Great  Albion's  queen  in  former  golden  days : 
But  now  mifchance  hath  trod  my  title  down, 
And  with  difhonour  laid  me  on  the  ground ; 
Where  I  muft  take  like  feat  unto  my  fortune, 
And  to  my  humble  feat  conform  myfelf. 

K.  Lewis.  Why  fay,  fair  queen,  whence  fprings 
this  deep  defpair  t 

Queen.  From  fuch  a  caufe  as  fills  mine  eyes  with 
tears,  t 
And  Hops  my  tongue,  while  heart  is  drown'd  in  cares. 

K.  Lewis.  Wiiate'er  it  be,  be  thou  fhill  like  thyfelf, 
And  fit  thee  by  our  fide  :  yield  not  thy  neck 

[Seats  her  by  him. 
To  fortune's  yoke,  but  let  thy  dauntlefs  mind 
Still  ride  in  triumph  over  all  mifchance. 
Be  plain,  queen  Margaret,  and  tell  thy  grief; 
It  mall  be  eas'd,  if  France  can  yield  relief. 

Queen.  Thofe  gracious  words  revive  my  drooping 
thoughts  * 
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And  give  my  tongue-ty'd  forrows  leave  to  fpeak. 
Now,  therefore,  be  it  known  to  noble  Lewis, 
That  Henry,  fble  pofTefibr  of  my  love, 
Is,  of  a  king,  become  a  banilh'd  man, 
And  fore'd  to  live  in  Scotland  a  forlorn ; 
While  proud  ambitious  Edward,,  duke  of  York, 
Ufurps  the  regal  title,,  and  the  feat 
Of  England's  true-anointed  lawful  king. 

This  is  the  caufe,  that  I,  poor  Margaret,  

With  this  my  fon,  prince  Edward,  Henry's  heir, — 
Am  come  to  crave  tny  juft  and  lawful  aid ; 
And,  if  thou  fail  us,  all  our  hope  is  done  : 
Scotland  hath  will  to  help,  but  cannot  help  ; 
Our  people  and  our  peers  are  both  mif-ted, 
Our  treafure  feiz'd,  our  foldiers  put  to  flight, 
And,  as  thou  feeft,  ourfelves  in  heavy  plight. 

K.  Lewis.  Renowned  queen,  with  patience  calm 
the  ftorm, 

While  we  bethink  a  means  to  break  it  off. 

Queen.  The  more  we  flay,  the  ftronger  grows  our 
foe. 

K.  Lewis.  The  more  I  ftay,  the  more  I'll  fuccour 
thee. 

Queen.  O,  but  impatience  waiteth  on  true  forrow  : 
And  fee,  where  comes  the  breeder  of  my  forrow. 
Enter  Warwick. 
K.  Lewis.  What's  lie  approacheth  boldly  to  our 
prefenee  ? 

Queen.  Our  earl  of  Warwick,  Edward's  greateft 
friend. 

K.  Lewis.  Welcome,  brave  Warwick!  what  brings 
thee  to  France  ? 

I  He  defcends.     S/je  arifeth.. 

Queen.  Ay,  now  begins  a  fecond  ftorm  to  rife  : 
For  this  is  he,  that  moves  both  wind  and  tide. 

War.  From  worthy  Edward,  king  of  Albion, 
My  lord  and  fovereign,  and  thy  vowed  friend, 
I  come, — in  kindnefs,  and  unfeigned  love, — *- 
Firft,  to  do  greetings  to  thy  royal  perfon;- 
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And,  then,  to  crave  a  league  of  amity  ; 
And,  laftly,  to  confirm  that  amity 
With  nuptial  knot,  if  thou  vouchsafe  to  grant 
That  virtuous  lady  Bona,  thy  fair  filler, 
To  England's  king  in  lawful  marriage. 

Queen.  If  that  go  forward,  Henry's  hope  is  done. 
War.  And,  gracious  madam,  in  our  king's  behalf, 

f  Speaking  to  Bona. 
I  am  commanded,  with  your  leave  and  favour, 
Humbly  to  kifs  your  hand,  and  with  my  tongue 
To  tell  the  palnon  of  my  fovereign's  heart ; 
Where  fame,  late  entering  at  his  heedful  ears, 
Hath  plac'd  thy  beauty's  image,  and  thy  virtue. 
Queen.  King  Lewis, — and  lady  Bona, — hear  me 
fp  eak, 

Before  you  anfwer  Warwick,    His  demand 
Springs  not  from  Edward's  well-meant  honell  love, 
But  from  deceit,  bred  by  necelTity : 
For  how  can  tyrants  fafely  govern  home, 
Unlefs  abroad  they  purchafe  great  alliance  ! 
To  prove  him  tyrant,  this  reafon  may  fuifice, — 
That  Henry  liveth  frill :  but  were  he  dead, 
Yet  here  prince  Edward  Hands,  king  Henry's  fon. 
Look  therefore,  Lewis,  that  by  this  league  and 
marriage 

Thou  draw  not  on  thy  danger  and  dimonour : 

For  though  ufurpers  fway  the  rule  awhile, 

Yet  heavens  are  juft,  and  time  fuppreileth  wrong. 

War.  Injurious  Margaret! 

Prince.  And  why  not  queen  ? 

War.  Becaufe  thy  father  Henry  did  ufurp  ; 
And  thou  no  more  art  prince,  than  fhe  is  queen. 

Oxf.  Then  Warwick  difannuls  great  John  of  Gaunt, 
Which  did  fubdue  the  greateft  part  of  Spain  ; 
And  after  John  of  Gaunt,  Henry  the  fourth, 
Whofe  wild  cm  was  a  mirror  to  the  wifeft  ; 
And,  after  that  wife  prince,  Henry  the  fifth* 
Who  by  his  prowefs  conquered  all  France  ; 
From  thefe  our  Henry  lineally  defqends* 
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War.  Oxford,  how  haps  it,  in  this  fmooth  dif- 
courfe, 

You  told  not,  how  Henry  the  fixtti  hath  loft 
AH  that  wiiich  Henry  the  fifth  had  gotten  r 
Methinks,  thefe  peers  of  France  mould  fmile  at  that. 
But  for  the  reit, — Ycu  tell  a  pedigree 
Of  threefcore  and  two  years ;  a  filty  time 
To  make  prefcription  for  a  kingdom's  worth. 

Oxf.  Why,  Warwick,  camt  thou  fpeak  againilthy 
i  liege, 

Whom  thou  obeyed'!!  thirty  and  fix  years, 
And  not  bewray  thy  treafon  with  a  blum  ? 

War.  Can  Oxford,  that  did  ever  fence  the  right, 
Now  buckler  falfhood  with  a  pedigree  ? 
For  fname,  leave  Henry,  and  call  Edward  king. 

Oxf.  Call  him  my  king,  by  whofe  injurious  doom 
My  elder  brother,  the  lord  Aubrey  Yere, 
Was  done  to  death  ?  and  more  than  fo,  my  father, 
Even  in  the  downfall  of  his  mellow'd  years, 
When  nature  brought  him  to  the  door  of  death? 
No,  Warwick,  no ;  while  life  upholds  this  arm, 
This  arm  upholds  the  houfe  of  Lancafter. 

War.  And  I  the  houfe  of  York. 

K.  Lewis.  Queen  Margaret,  prince  Edward,  and 
Oxford, 

Vcuchfafe,  at  our  requeft,  to  ftand  afide, 
While  1  ufe  further  conference  with  Warwick. 

Qieen.   Heavens  grant,  that  Warwick's  word's 
bewitch  him  not !  retire. 

K.  Lezv>s.  Now,  Warwick,  tell  me,  even  upon 
thy  cor.fclencc, 
Is  Edward  your  true  king  ?  for  I  were  loath, 
To  link  with  him  that  were  not  lawful  chofen. 

War.  Thereon  I  pawn  my  credit  and  mine  honour. 

K,  Lezvzs.  But  is  he  gracious  in  the  people's  eye  ? 

War.  The  more,  that  Henry  was  unfortunate. 

K.  Le-wis.  Then  further, — all  diflembling  let  afide> 
Tell  me  for  truth  the  meafure  of  his  love 
Unto  cur  filler  Bona. 
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War*  Such  it  feems, 
As  may  befeem  a  monarch  like  himfelf. 
Myfclf  have  often  heard  him  lay,  and  fvvear, — 
That  this  his  love  was  an  eternal  plant ; 
Whereof  the  root  was  nx'd  in  virtue's  ground, 
The  leaves  and  fruit  maintained  with  beauty's  fun ; 
Exempt  from  envy,  but  not  from  diilUin, 
Unlefs  the  lady  Bona  quit  his  pain. 

K.  Lewis.  Now,  filter,  let  us  hear  your  firm  re- 
folve. 

Bona.  Your  grant,  or  your  denial,  fhall  be  mine : — 
Yet  I  confefs,  that  often  ere  this  day, 

When  I  have  heard  your  king's  tielert  recounted 
Mine  ear  hath  tempted  judgment  to  deiire. 

K.  Lewis.  Then,  Warw  ick,  this, — Our  fifteuihall 
be  Edward's ; 
And  now  forthwith  fhall  articles  be  drawn 
Touching  the  jointure  that  your  king  muit  make, 
Which  with  her  dowry  fhall  be  counterpois'd : — 
Draw  near,  queen  Margaret ;  2nd  be  a  wiaiefsj 
That  Bona  mall  be  wife  to  the  Englim  king, 

Prince.  To  Edward,  but  not  to  the  Englim  king, 

Queen*  Deceitful  Warwick  !  it  was  thy  device 
By  this  alliance  to  make  void  my  fuit ; 
Before  thy  coming,  Lewis  was  Henry's  friend. 

K.  Lewis.  And' Hill  is  friend  to  him  and  Margaret  ; 
But  if  your  title  to  the  crown  be:  weak,— 
As  may  appear  by  Edward's  good  iuccefs, — 
Then  'tis  but.reafon,  that  I  be  relcas'd 
From  giving  aid,  which  late  I  promifed. 
Yet  fhall  you  have  all  kindnefs  at  my  hand, 
That  your  ef:ate  requires,  and  mine  can  yield. 

War.  Henry  now  lives  in  Scotland,  at  his  eafe ; 
Where  having  nothing,  nothing  he  can  lofe. 
And  as  for  you  yourfelf,  our  quondam  queen, — 
You  have  a  father  able  to  maintain  jfou  ; 
And  better  'twere,  you  troubled  him  than  France. 

Queen.  Peace,  impudent  and  fhamelefs  Warwick, 
peace  : 
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Proud  fetter-up  and  puller  down  of  kings ! 
I  will  not  hence,  'till  with  my  talk  and  tears, 
Both  fall  of  truth,  I  make  king  Lewis  behold 
Thy  fly  conveyance,  and  thy  lord's  falfe  love; 

[Pojl,  Mowing  a  horn  within. 
For  both  of  you  are  birds  cf  felf-lame  feather. 

K.  Lewis.  Warwick,  this  is  fome  poll. to  us,  or  thee. 
Enter  a  Poft. 

Pcft.  My  lord  ambaffador,  thefe  letters  are  for  you  ; 

[7b  Warwick. 
Sent  from  your  brother,  marquis  Montague. — 
Thefe  from  our  king  utttb  your  majefh  . — 

[  To  king  Lewis. 

And,  madam*  thefe  for  you ;  from  whom  I  know  not. 

[  2  I  the  'Jhieen.  I1  hey  all  read  their  letters. 
Oxf.  I  like  it  well,  that  our  fair  queen  and  miftrefs 
Smiles  at  her  news,  while  Warwick  frowns  at  his. 
Prince.  Nay,  mark,  how  Lewis  Itamps  as  he  were 
nettled  : 
I  hope,  all's  for  the  beft. 

K,  Lewis.  Warwick,  what  are  tltf- news?  and  yours, 
fair  queen  ? 

Queen.  Mine,  fiich  as  fills  my  heart  with  unhop'd 
joys. 

War.  Mine,  full  of  forrow  and  hearth  difcontent. 
K.  Lewis.  What !  has  your  king  marry'd  the  lady 
Grey? 

And  now,  to  iboth  your  forgery  and  his, 
Sends  me  a  paper  to  perfuade  me  patience  ? 
Is  this  the  alliance  that  he  feeks  with  France  ? 
Dare  he  prcfume  to  fcorn  us  in  this  manner? 

Queen.  I  told  your  majefty  as  much  before ; 
This  provctli  Edward's  love,  r.nd  Warwick's  honciry. 

War.   King  Lewis,  1  here  protcil, — in  fight  of 
he  iven, 

And  by  the  hope  I  have  of  heavenly  blifs, — 
That  I  am  clear  from  this  mifdeed  of  Edward's ; 
No  more  my  king,  for  he  difhonours  me  ; 
But  moil  himfelf,  i(\\z  could  fee  his  lTiamc. — 
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Did  I  forget,  that  by  the  houfe  of  York 
My  father  came  untimely  to  his  death  ? 
Did  I  let  pafs  the  abufe  done  to  my  niece  ? 
Did  I  impale  him  with  the  regal  crown  ? 
Did  I  put  Henry  from  his  native  right  ? 
And  am  I  gucrdon'd  at  the  lair,  with  fhame  ? 
Shame  on  himfelf !  for  my  delert  is  honour. 
And,  to  repair  my  honour  loll  for  him, 
I  here  renounce  him,  and  return  to  Henry  : — - 
My  noble  queen,  let  former  grudges  pafs, 
And  henceforth  I  am  thy  true  fervitor; 
I  will  revenge  his  wrong  to  lady  Bona, 
And  replant  Henry  in  his  former  ftate. 

Queen.  Warwick,  thefe  words  have  turn'd  my  hate 
i     to  love ; 
And  I  forgive  and  quite  forget  old  faults, 
And  joy  that  thou  becom'il  king  Henry's  friend. 

War.  So  much  his  friend,  ay,  his  unfeigned  friend, 
That,  if  king  Lewis  voiichfafe  to  furnifh  us 
With  fonie  few  bands  of  chofen  foldiers, 
I'll  undertake  to  land  them  on  our  coaic, 
And  force  the  tyrant  from  his  feat  by  war. 
'Tis  not  his  new-made  bride  (hall  fuccour  him  ; 
And  as  for  Clarence,— as  my  letters  tell  me, 
He's  very  likely  now  to  fall  from  him ; 
For  matching  more  for  wanton  ltlfi  than  honour, 
Or  than  for  ftrength  and  fafety  of  our  country. 

Bona.  Dear  brother,  how  mall  Bona  be  reveng'd 
But  by  thy  help  to  this  diftrefled  queen? 

£>v,een>  Renowned  prince,  how  mall  poor  Henry 
live, 

Unlefs  thou  refcue  him  from  foul  defpair  r 

Bona.  My  quarrel  and  this  Englifn  queen's  are  one* 
War.  And  mine,  fair  lady  Bona,  joins  with  yours. 
K.  Venvis.  And  mine,  with  hers,  and  thine,  and 
Margaret's. 
Therefore,  at  laft,  1  firmly  am  refolv'd, 
Yoj  (hall  have  aid. 

Queen.  Let  me  give  humble  thanks  fir  all  at  once* 
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K.  Lew.  Then,  England's  meiTenger, return  inpofl ; 
And  tell  falfe  Edward,  thy  fuppofed  king, — 
That  Lewis  of  France. is  Tending  over  malkers, 
To  revel  it  with  him  and  his  new  bride  : 
Tfctou  fecit  what's  part,  go  fear  thy  king  withal. 

Bona.  Tell  him,  in  hope  he'll  prove  a  widower 
Ihortly, 

Pll  wear  the  willow  garland  for  his  fake. 

Queen.  Tell  him,  my  mourning  weeds-are  laidafide, 
And  I  am  ready  to  put  armour  on. 

War.  Tell  him  from  me,  that  he  hath  done  me 
wrong  ; 

And  therefore  Til  uncrown  him  ere't  be  long. 
There's  thy  reward  ;  begone.  >      [Exit  P  eft. 

K.  Lew.  But,  Warwick  ; 
Thyfelf,  and  Oxford,  with  fare  thoufand  men, 
Shall  crofs  the  feas,  and  bid  falfe  Edward  battle: 
And,  as  occaficn  ferves,  this  noble  queen 
And  prince  mall  follow  with  a  frefh  fupply. 
Yet,  ere  thou  go,  but  anfwer  me  one  doubt ; — 
What  pledge  have  w  e  of  thy  firm  loyally  ? 

War.  This  mail  allure  my  conftant  loyalty  : — 
That  if  our  queen  and  this  young  prince  agree, 
I'll  join  my  younger  daughter,  and  my  joy, 
To  him  forthwith  in  holy  wedlock  bands. 

Queen.  Yes,  I  agree,  and  thank  you  for  your  mo- 
tion : — 

Son  Edward,  fhe  is  fair  and  virtuous, 
Therefore  delay  not,  give  thy  hand  to  Warwick; 
And,  with  thy  hand,  thy  faith  irrevocable, 
That  only  Warwick's  daughter  mall  be  thine. 

Prince.  Yes,  1  accept  her,  for  (he  well  deferves  it ; 
And  hjfcrc,  to  pledge  my  vow,  1  give  my  hand. 

[lie  vives  his  band  to  War  wick. 
K.  Lew.  Why  ftay  we  now:  Thefe  foldiers  mall 
be  levy'd, 

And  thou,  lord  Bourbon,  our  high  admiral, 
Shall  waft  them  over  with  our  royal  fleet. — 
J  long,  'till  Edward  fall  by  war's  mifchance, 
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For  mocking  marriage  with  a  dame  of  France. 

[Extent,    Manet  Warwick. 
War.  I  came  from  Edward  as  embalTador, 
But  I  return  his  fworn  and  mortal  foe : 
Matter  of  marriage  was  the  charge  he  gave  me, 
But  dreadful  war  (hall  anfwer  his  demand. 
Had  he  none  elfe  to  make  a  Hale,  but  rne  ? 
Then  none  but  I  mail  turn  his  jeffc  to  forrow. 
I  was  the  chief  that  rais'd  him  to  the  crown, 
And  I'll  be  chief  to  bring  him  down  again  : 
Not  that  I  pity  Henry's  mifery. 
But  feek  revenge  on  Edward's  mockery.  [Exit. 


ACT    IV.       SCENE  I. 

The  Palace  in  England. 

Enter  Giofter,  Clarence,  Somerfet  and  Montague. 

Glo.  \TOW  tell  me,  brother  Clarence,  what 
I/SI         think  you 
Of  this  new  marriage  with  the  lady  Grey  ? 
Hath  not  our  brother  made  a  worthy  choice  ? 

Clar.  Alas,  you  know,  'tis  far  from  hence  to  France ; 
Ho  w  could  he  ftay  'till  Warwick  made  return  ? 
Som.  My  lords,  forbear  this  talk  ;  here  comes  the 
king. 

Flourijh.    Enter  King  Ed-zvard,  Lady  Grey,  as  Queen  ; 
Pembroke,  Stafford,   and  Hajlings.     Four  Jland  on 
one  fide,  and  four  on  the  other. 
Glo.  And  his  well  ehofen  bride. 
Clar.  I  mind  to  tell  him  plainly  what  I  think. 
K.  Ed-zv.  No  v.  brother  of  Clarence,  how  like  you 
our  choice, 

That  you  Hand  penfive,  as  half  malecontent  ? 

Clar.  As  well  as  Lewis  of  France,  or  the  earl  of 
Warwick ; 
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Which  arc;  io  weak  of  courage,  and  in  judgment, 
That  they'll  take  no  offence  at  our  abufe. 

K.  EJ-ijy.  Suppofe  they  take  offence  without  a  caufe, 
They  are  bat  Lewis  and  Warwick  ;  I  am  Edward, 
Your  king  and  Warwick's,  and  mud  have  my  will. 

Glc.  And  you  (hall  have  your  will,  becaufe  our 
king  : 

Yet  hafcv  marriage  feldorn  proveth  well. 

K.  £div.  Yea,  brother  Richard,  are  you  offended 

too  r 
G!o.  Not  I  ; 

No  ;  God  forbid,  that  I  mould  wife  them  fever' d 
Whom  Gocl  hath  join'd  together:  ay^and  'twere  pity 
To  fonder  them  that  yoke  fo  well  together. 

K.  Ediv.  Setting  your  fcorns,  and  your  miflike, 
afide, 

Tell  me  fome  reafon,  why  the  lady  Grey 

Should  not  become  my  wife,  and  England's  queen: — 

And  you  too,  Somerfet,  and  Montague, 

Speak  freely  what  you  think. 

Clar.  Then  this  is  my  opinion, — that  king  Lewis 
Becomes  your  enemy,  for  mocking  him 
About  the  marriage  of  the  lady  Bona. 

GIo.  And  Warwick,  doing  what  you  gave  in  charge, 
Is  now  difhonour'd  by  this  new  marriage. 

K.  Ediv.  What,  if  both  Lewis  and  Warwick  be 
appeas'd, 
By  fuch  invention  as  I  can  devife  ? 

Mont.  Yet  to  have  join'd  with  France  in  fuch 
alliance, 

Would  more  have  lirengthen'd  this  our  common- 
wealth 

'Gainfi  foreign  ftorms,  than  any  home-bred  marriage. 

Haft.  Why,  knows  not  Montague,  that  of  itfelf, 
England  is  fafe,  if  true  within  itlelf  ? 

Mont.  Yes;  but  the  fafer,  when  'tis  back'd  with 
France. 

Haft.  'Tis  better  ufing  France, than  trufting France; 
Let  us  be  back'd  with  God,  and  with  the  leas, 
Which  he  hath  given  for  fence  impregnable, 
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And  with  their  helps  alone  defend  ourfelves ; 
In  them,  and  in  ourfelves,  our  fafety  lies. 

Clar.  For  this  one  fpeech,  lord  Hillings  well  de- 
ferves 

To  have  the  heir  of  the  lord  Iiungerford. 

K.  Edzu.  Ay,  what  of  that  ?  it  was  my  will,  and 
grant ; 

And,  for  this  once,  my  will  mall  fland  for  law. 
Glo.  And  yet,  methinks,  your  grace  hath  not  done 
well, 

To  give  the  heir  and  daughter  of  lord  Scales 
Unto  the  brother  of  your  loving  bride  ; 
She  better  would  have  fitted  me,  or  Clarence  ; 
But  in  your  bride  you  bury  brotherhood. 

Clar.  Or  elfe  you  would  not  have  bellow'd  the  heir 
Of  the  lord  Bonville  on  your  new  wife's  fon, 
And  leave  your  brothers  to  go  fpeed  elfe  where. 

K.  Ea'-zv.  Alas,  poor  Clarence  1  is  it  for  a  wife, 
That  thou  art  malecontent  ?  I  will  provide. thee. 
Clar.  In  choofing  far  yourfelf,  you  fhew'd  your 
judgment; 

Which  bmng  mallow,  you  mall  give  me  leave 
To  play  the  broker  in  mine  own  behalf; 
And,  to  that  end,  I  ihortly  mind  to  leave  you. 

K ,  EJtv.  Leave  me,  or  tarry,  Edward  will  be  king, 
Anl  net  be  ty'd  unto  his  brother's  will. 

Queen.  My  lords,  before  it  pleas'd  his  maje::y 
To  raife  my  flate  to  title  of  a  queen, 
Do  me  but  right,  and  you  rnuft  all  confefs 
That  I  was  not  ignoble  of  defcent, 
And  meaner  than  myfeif  have  had  like  fortune. 
Eat  as  this  title  honours  me  and  mine, 
So  your  diilikes,  to  whom  I  would  be  pleafing, 
Do  cloud  my  joys  with  danger  and  with  furrow. 
K.  Edzv.  My  love,  forbear  to  fawn  upon  tie  if 
frowns ; 

What  danger,  cr  what  forrow  can  befall  ihkt, 
So  ione  as  Ed  ward  is  .thy  conftant  friend  . 
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Nay,  whom  they  fhall  obey,  and  love  thee  too, 
Unlefs  they  feek  for  hatred  at  my  hands : 
Which  if  they  do,  yet  will  I  keep  thee  fafe, 
And  they  mall  feel  the  vengeance  of  my  wrath. 

G!o.  [Jftde.]  I  hear,  yet  fay  not  much,  but  think 
the  more. 

Enter  a  Poft. 

K.  Edwu.  Now,  meiTenger,  what  letters,  or  what 
news, 
From  France  ? 

Poft.  My  fovereign  liege,  no  letters;  and  few  words, 
But  fuch  as  I,  without  your  fpecial  pardon, 
Dare  not  relate. 

K.  Ecliv.  Go  ts,  we  pardon  thee :  therefore,  in 
brief, 

Tell  me  their  words  as  near  as  thou  canll  guefs  them. 
What  anfwer  makes  king  Lewis  unto  our  letters  ? 

Phji .  At  my  depart,  thefe  were  his  very  words: 
"  Go  tell  falie  Edward,  thy  fuppofed  king, — 
t(  That  Lewis  of  France  is  fending  over  mafkers, 
'<  To  revel  it  with  him  and  his  new  bride." 

K.  Ed-tv.  Is  Lewis  fo  brave?  helike,  he  thinks  me 
Henry.. 

But  what  faid  lady  Bona  to  my  marriage  ? 

poft.  Thefe  were  her  words,  utter'd  with  mild  dif- 

data : 

'{  Tell  him,  in  hope,  he'll  prove  a  widower  fhortly, 
4<  111  wear  the  willow  garland  for  his  fake," 

K.  Ednv.  I  blame  not  her,  ihe  could  lay  little  lefs; 
She  had  the  wrong.  But  what  fiid  Henry's  queen  ? 
For  1  have  heard,  that  fhe  was  there  in  place. 

Poft.  *'  Tell  him,"  quoth  fhe,  "  my  mourning  weeds 
are  done, 

lt  And  lam  ready  to  put  armour  on." 

K.  Ednv.  Belike,  fhe  minds  to  piny  the  Amazon. 
But  what  faid  Warwick  to  thefe  injuries? 

Pt.ft.  He,  more  incens'd  agaiaft  your  majedy 
Than  all  the  reft,  difcharg'd  mc  with  thefe  words : 
"  Tell  him  from  me,  that  he  hath  done  mc  wrong, 
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"  And  therefore  I'll  uncrown  him,  ere't  be  long." 
A'.  Edzv.  Ha!  durlt  the  traitor  breathe  out  fo  proud 
words  ? 

Well,  I  will  arm  me,  being  thus  forewam'd  : 
They  mall  have  wars,  and  pay  for  their  preemption. 
But  fay,  is  Warwick  friends  with  Margaret? 

Pojl.  Ay,  gracious  fbvereign ;  they  are  fo  link'd 
in  friend lhip,  ( 
That  young  prince  Ed  wardmarries  Warwick's  daugh- 
ter. 

CLir.  Belike,  the  younger;  Clarence  will  have  the 
elder. 

Now,  brother  king,  farewell,  and  lit  you  fall, 
For  I  will  hence  to  Warwick's  other  daughter ; 
That,  though  I  want  a  kingdom,  yet  in  marriage 
I  may  not  prove  inferior  to  yourfelf. — 
You,  that  love  me  and  Warwick,  follow  me. 

[Exit  Clarence,  and  Somerfftj  mdnvs. 

Glo.  Not  I  : 
My  thoughts  aim  at  a  further  matter;  I 
Stay  not  for  love  of  Edward,  but  the  crown.  [Afide. 

K.  Edw.  Clarence  and  Somerfet  both  gone  to  War- 
wick ! 

Yet  am  I  arm'd  againft  the  wont  can  happen ; 
And  haite  is  needful  in  this  defperate  cafe. — 
Pembroke,  and  Stafford,  you  in  our  behalf 
Go  levy  men,  and  make  prepare  for  war; 
They  are  already,  or  quickly  will  be  landed: 
My f elf  in  perfon  will  itraight  follow  you. 

[Exeunt  Pembroke  and  Stafford, 
But,  ere  I  go,  Haftings, — and  Montague,— 
Refoive  my  doubt.    You  twain,  of  all  the  reft, 
Are  near  to  Warwick,  by  blood,  and  by  alliance; 
Tell  me,  if 'you  love  Warwick  more  than  me  ? 
If  it  be  fo,  then  both  depart  to  him  ; 
I  rather  wifh  you  foes,  than  hollow  friends  : 
But  if  you  mini  to  hold  your  true  obedience, 
Give  me  aftu ranee  with  fame  friendly  vow, 
That  I  may  never  have  you  in  fufpeft, 
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Mont.  So  God  help  Montague,  as  he  proves  true  ! 
Haft.  And  Mailings ,  as  he  favours  Edward's  cauie  I 
K.  Edw.  Now,  brother  Richard,  will  vou  Hand 

by  us ? 

GIc.  Ay,  in  defpight  of  ail  that  fhall  withftand  you. 

K.  Ed-i-j.  Whv  fo  ;  then  am  I  fare  of  victory. 
Now  therefore  let  us  hence  ;  and  lofe  no  hour, 
'Till  we  meet  Warwick  with  his  foreign  power. 

f Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

77  'ar-jcickjhire. 
Enter    Jfar-ivick  and  Oxford,    'with  French  fddlers. 

War.  Truit  me,  my  lord.,  all  hitherto  goes  well; 
The  common  people  by  numbers  fwarm  to  us. 

Enter  Clarence,  and  Scmerjct. 
But,  Jee,  where  Somerfet  and  Clarence  comes  ; 
Speak  Juddenly,  my  lords,  are  we  all -friends: 

Cla.  Fear  not  that,  my  lord. 

Urur.  Then,  gentle  Clarence,  welcome  unto  War- 
wick ; 

And  webcasts,  Scmenet: — I  hold  it  cowardice, 

To  reft  miftruilful  where  a  noble  heart 

Hath  pawn'd  an  open  hand  in  fign  of  love  ; 

Elfe  might  I  think,  that  Clarence,  Edward's  brother, 

Were  but  a  feigned  friend  to  our  proceedings : 

But  welcome,  Clarence  ;  my  daughter  (hall  be  tl  ine. 

And  now  what  reds,  bat,  in  nigat's  coverture, 

Thy  brother  being  carelefly  encamp'd, 

His  foidiers  lurking  in  the  towns  about, 

And  but  attended  by  a  lira  pie  g  i  ird, 

We  may  furprize  and  take  him  at  our  pleasure  r 

Our  fcouts  have  found  the  adventure  very  eafy  : 

rIhat  as  UlyfTes,  and  ilout  Diomede, 

With  flight  and  manhood  Hole  to  Rhefus'  tents, 

And  hrot  ght  from  thence  the  Thracian  fatal  Ateds  ; 

Sq  \  ;•,  v  eil  covered  with  the  night's  bkck  mantle, 

At  unawares  may  beat  down  Edward's  guard, 

And  fei  e  hiinfelf;  I  fay  not — (laughter  him, 
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For  I  intend  but  only  to  fur-prize  him. 
You,  that  wiU  follow  mc  to  this  attempt, 
Applaud  %the  name  of  Henry,  with  your  leader. 

[They  all  cry,  Henry! 
Why,  then,  let's  0:1  our  way  in  filent  fort : 
For  Warwick  and  his  friends,  God  and  Saint  George! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 
Edward's  Camp. 

Enter  the  Watchmen  to  guard  his  tent. 

1  Watch.  Come  on,  my  mailers,  each  man  take 

his  Hand ; 

The  king,  by  this,"  is  fet  him  down  to  ileep. 

2  Watch.  What,  will  he  not  to  bed  ? 

1  Watch.  Why,  no  :   for  he  hath  made  a  folemn 

vow, 

Never  to  lie  and  take  his  natural  reft, 

'Till  Warwick,  or  himfelf,  be  quite  fuppreft. 

2  Watch.  To-morrow  then,  belike,  fhall  be  the 

<  day, 

If  Warwick  be  fo  near  as  men  report. 

3  Watch.  But  fay,  I  pray,  what  nobleman  is  that, 
That  with  the  king  here  refteth  in  his  tent  ? 

1  Watch.  'Tis  the  lord  Haftings,  the  king's  chief- 

ell  friend. 

3  Watch.  O,  is  i  t  fo  ?  But  why  commands  the  king, 
That  his  chief  followers  lodge  in  towns  about  him, 
While  he  himfelf  keepeth  in  the  cold  field  ? 

2  Watch.  'Tis  the  more  honour,  becaufe  more 

dangerous. 

3  Watch.  Ay  ;  but  give  me  wrorfhip  and  quietnefs, 
I  like  it  better  than  a  dangerous  honour. 

If  Warwick  knew  in  what  eftate  he  Hands, 
'Tis  to  be  doubted,  he  would  waken  him. 

1  Watch.  Unlefs  our  haiberts  did  fhut  up  his 

parage. 

2  Watch.  Ay ;  wherefore  elfe  guard  we  his  royal 

tent, 
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But  to  defend  his  perfon  from  nl^ht  foes  ? 

Enter  Warwick,  Clarence,  Oxford,  Somerset  and 

French  jcldiers,  Jilent  all. 
War.  This  is  his  tent ;  and  fee,  where  ftand  his 
guards. 

Courage,  my  matters :  honour  now,  or  never  ! 
But  follow  me,  and  Edward  mail  be  ours.  I 

1  Watch.  Who  goes  there  ?  J 

2  Watch.  Stay,  or  thou  die  ft. 

[Warwick,  and  the  reft,  cry  all, — Warwick!  War- 
wick! and  fet  upon  the  guard  ;  who  fly,  crying  — 

Arm!  Arm  !  Warwick,  and  the^reft,  following- 
them. 

The  drum  beating,  and  trumpets funding  ■» 

Enter  Warwick,  Somerfet,  and  the  refl,  bringing  the 
King  out  in  a  gown,  fitting  in  a  chair  :  Glofler  and 
Raftings  fly  over  the  ft  age. 

Scm.  What  are  they  that  fly  there  ? 
War.  Richard,  and  Haftings  :  let  them  go,  here's 
the  duke. 

K.  Edw.  The  duke  !  why,  Warwick,  when  we 
parted  laft, 
Thou  call'dit  me  king  ? 

War.  Ay,  but  the  cafe  is  alter'd  : 
When  you  difgrae'd  me  in  my  embaiTage, 
Then  I  degraded  you  from  being  king, 
And  come  now  to  create  you  duke  of  York. 
Alas !  how  mould  you  govern  any  kingdom, 
That  know  not  how  to  cue  embaifa^ors  ; 
Nor  how  to  be  contented  with  one  wife  ; 
Nor  how  to  afe  your  brothers  brotherly  ; 
Nor  how  to  ftady  for  the  people's  welfare ; 
Nor  how  to  Ihrowd  yourfelf  from  enemies ; 

K.  Edw.  Yea,  brother  of  Clarence,  art  thou  here 
too  ? 

Nay,  then  I  fee,  that  Edward  needs  muft  down. — 
Yet,  Warwick,  in  defpight  of  ail  mifchance, 
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Of  thee  thyfelf,  and  all  thy  complices, 
Edward  will  always  bear  himfelf  as  king. 
Though  fortune's  malice  overthrow  my  Hate, 
My  mind  exceeds  the  compafs  of  her  wheel. 

War.  Then,  for  his  mind,  be  Edward  England's 
king  ;  [  Takes  off  bis  crown  : 

But  Henry  now  (hajll  wear  the  Englifli  crown, 
And  be  true  king  indeed ;  thou  but  the  fhadow. — 
My  lord  of  Somerfet,  at  my  requeir, 
See  that  forthwith  dake  Edward  be  cenvey'd 
Unto  my  brother,  arclibiftiop  of  York. 
When  1  have  fought  with  Pembroke  and  his  fellows, 
I'll  follow  you,  and  tell  what  anfwer 
Lewis,  and  the  lady  Bona  Tend  to  him  : 
Now,  for  a  while,  fare  well,  good  dake  of  York. 

K.  Edvj.  What  fates  impefe,  that  men  mult  needs 
abide  ; 

It  boots  not  to  refill  both  wind  and  tide. 

[  Exit  King  Edward  led  out. 

Oxf.  What  now  remains,  my  lords,  for  us  to  do, 
But  march  to  London  with  our  foldiers  ? 

War.  Ay,  that's  the  firfi  thing  that  we  have  to  do; 
To  free  king  Henry  from  imprisonment, 
And  fee  him  feated  in  the  regal  throne  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

London.     The  Palace. 
Enter  the  Queen,  and  Pavers. 
Riv.  Madam,   what  makes  you  in  this  fudden 
change  ? 

Queen.  Why,  brother  Rivers,  are  you  yet  to  learn, 
What  late  misfortune  is  befall'n  king  Edward  ? 
Riv.  Wh  a :  lofs  of  feme  pitch' d  battle  againit  War- 
wick ? 

Queen.  No,  but  the  lofs  of  his  own  royal  perfon. 

Riv.  Then  is  my  fovereign  flain  ? 

Queen.  Ay,  almoft  flain,  for  he  is  taken  prifener ; 
Either  betray 'd  by  falfhood  of  his  guard, 
Or  by  his  foe  furpriz'd  at  unawares : 
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And,  as  I  further  have  to  underftand, 
Is  new  committed  to  the  bifnop  of  York, 
Fell  Warwick's  brother,  and  by  that  our  foe. 

Riv.  Thefe  news,  I  muft  confefs,  are  full  of  grief; 
Yet,  gracious  madam,  bear  it  as  you  may  ; 
Warwick  may  lofe,  that  now  hath  won  the  day. 

£>ueen\  'Till  then,  fair  hope  muft  hinder  life's  decay. 
AndT  the  rather  wean  me  from  defpair, 
For  love  of  Edward's  offspring  in  my  womb  : 
This  is  it  that  makes  me  bridle  my  pafTion, 
And  bear  with  mildnefs  my  misfortune's  crofs ; 
Ay,  ay  /  for  this  I  draw  in  many  a  tear, 
And  (lop  the  rifing  of  blood-fucking  fighs, 
Left  with  my  fighs  or  tears  I  blaft  or  drown 
King  Edward's  fruit,  true  heir  to  the  Englifh  crown. 

Riv.  But,  madam,  where  is  W arwick  then  become  ? 

Queen.  I  am  informed  that  he  comes  towards  Lon- 
don, 

To  fet  the  crown  once  more  on  Henry's  head : 

Guefs  thou  the  reft ;  king  Edward's  friends  muft  down, 

But,  to  prevent  the  tyrant's  violence, 

(For  trull  not  him  that  cnce  hath  broken  faith) 

I'll  hence  forthwith  unto  the  fancluary, 

To  tkvi  at  leaft  the  heir  of  Edward's  right ; 

There  fnall  I  reft  fecure  from  force,  and  fraud. 

Come  therefore,  let  us  fly,  while  we  may  fly ; 

If  Warwick  take  us,  we  are  fure  to  die.  [Exeunt. 

S    C    E    N    E  V. 

A  Park  near  Middlehanz-C  aftle  in  Torkjbire. 
Enter  Glcfter,  Hajlings,  and  Sir  William  Stanley. 
Glo.  Now,  my  lord  Haftings,  and  Sir  William 
Stanley, 

Leave  off  to  wonder  why  I  drew  you  hither, 

Into  this  chiefeft  thicket  cf  the  park. 

Thus  ftands  the  cafe:  You  know,  our  king,  my  brother, 

Is  prifoner  to  the  biihop  here,  at  whofe  hands 

He  hath  good  ufage  and  great  liberty  ; 

And  often,  but  attended  with  weak  guard* 
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Comes  hunting  this  way  to  difport  himfelf. 

I  have  advertis'd  him  by  fecret  means, 

That  if,  about  this  hour,  he  make  this  way, 

Under  the  colour  of  his  ufual  game, 

He  mall  here  find  his  friends,  with  horfe  and  men, 

To  fet  him  free  from  his  captivity. 

Enter  King  Edward,  and  a  Hunt/man. 

Hunt.  This  way ,  my  lord ;  for  this  way  lies  the  game. 

K.  Ed<w.   Nay,  this  way,  man  ;  fee,  where  the 
huntfmen  ftand. — 
Now,  brother  of  Glofter,  lord  Haftings,  and  the  reft, 
Stand  you  thus  clofe  to  ileal  the  bifhop's  deer  ? 

Glo.  Brother,  the  time  and  cafe  requireth  hafte  ;  . 
Your  horfe  ftand s  ready  at  the  park-corner. 

K.  Edw.  But  whither  mall  we  then  ? 

Soft.  To  Lynn,  my  Lord ;  and  ftiip  from  thence 
to  Flanders. 

Glo.  Well  guefs'd,  believe  me ;  for  that  was  my 
meaning. 

R.  Ediv.  Stanley,  I  will  requite  thy  forwardnefs. 
G/o.  But  wherefore  ftay  we?  'tis  no  time  to  talk. 
K.  Ediv.  Huntfman,  what  fay' ft  thou?  wilt  thou 1 
go  along  ? 

Hunt.  Better  do  fo,  than  tarry  and  be  hang'd. 
Glo.  Come  then,  away  ;  let's  ha'  no  more  ado. 
K.  Edw.  Biibop,  farewell :  fhield  thee  from  War- 
wick's frown ; 
And  pi  ay  that  I  may  repoft'efs  the  crown.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE.  VI. 
The  Tower  in  London. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Clarence,  W arwick,  Somerfet,  Young 
Richmond,  Oxford,  Montague,  and  Lieutenant  cf  the 
Tower. 

K.  Henry.  Mailer  lieutenant,  now  that  God  and 
friends 

Have  maken  Edward  from  the  regal  feat ; 
And  turn'd  my  captive  ftate'to  liberty, 
Mv  fear  to  hope,  my  forrovvs  unto  joys ; 

Vol.  V  Y.  * 
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At  our  enlargement  what  are  thy  due  fees  ? 

Lieu,  Subjects  may  challenge  nothing  of  their  fo- 
vereigns ; 

But,  if  an  humble  prayer  may  prevail, 
I  then  crave  pardon  of  your  majelly. 

K.  He?iry.  For  what,  lieutenant?  forwell  ufing  mer 
Nay,  be  thou  fure,  1*11  well  requite  thy  kindnefs. 
For  that  it  made  my  imprifonment  a  pleafure  : 
Ay,  fuch  a  pleafure  as  incaged  birds 
Conceive,  when,  after  many  moody  thoughts, 
At  Laft,  by  notes  of  houfheld  harmony, 
They  quite  forget  their  lofs  of  liberty. — 
But,  Warwick,  after  God,  thou  fettlft  me  free, 
And  chiefly  therefore  I  thank  God  and  thee ; 
He  was  the  author,  thou  the  initrument. 
Therefore,  that  I  may  conquer  fortune's  fpight, 
By  living  low,  where  fortune  cannot  hurt  me ; 
And  that  the  people  of  this  bleiTed  land 
May  not  be  punifh'd  with  my  thwarting  ftars  ; 
Warwick,  although  my  head  itill  wear  the  crown, 
I  here  reiign  my  government  to  thee, 
For  thou*  art  fortunate  in  all  thy  deeds. 

War.  Your  grace  hath  ftill  been  fam'd  for  virtuous  ? 
And  now  may  feem  as  wife  as  virtuous, 
By  fpying,  and  avoiding,  fortune's  malice, 
For  few  men  rightly  temper  with  the  rlars : 
Yet  in  this  one  thing  let  me  blame  your  grace, 
For  chufmg  me,  when  Clarence  is  in  place. 

C/a.  No,  Warwick,  thou  art  worthy  of  the  fway. 
To  whom  the  heavens,  in  thy  nativity, 
Adjudg'd  an  olive  branch,  and  laurel  crown, 
As  likely  to  be  blefl  in  peace,  and  war ; 
And  therefore  I  yield  thee  my  free  confent. 

War.  And  I  chufe  Clarence  only  for  protector. 

K.  Henry,.  Warwick,  and  Clarence,  give  me  both 
3  our  hands ; 

Now  join  your  hands,  and,  with  your  hands,  your 
hearts, 

That  no  diflention  hinder  government : 
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I  make  you  both  protectors  of  this  land ; 
While  I  myfelf  will  lead  a  private  life, 
And  in  devotion  fpend  my  latter  days, 
To  fin's  rebuke,  and  my  Creator's  praifc. 

War.  What  anfwers  Clarence  to  his  fovereign's  will  ? 

Clar.  That  he  confents,  if  Warwick  yield  confent ; 
For  on  thy  fortune  I  repofe  rnyfelf. 

War-*  Why  then,  though  loth,  yet  mull  I  be  con- 
tent ; 

We'll  yoke  together,  like  a  double  fhadow 

To  Henry's  body,  and  iupply  his  place  ; 

I  mean,  in  bearing  weight  of  government, 

While  he  enjoys  the  honour,  and  his  eafe. 

And,  Clarence,  now  then  it  is  more  than  needful, 

Forthwith  that  Edward  be  pronounc'd  a  traitor, 

And  all  his  lands  and  goods  conhTcated. 

Clar.  Whatelfe?  and  that  fucceffion  be  determined. 

War.  Ay,  therein  Clarence  mail  not  want  his  part. 

K,  Henry.  But,  with  the  firil  of  all  our  chief  affairs, 
Let  me  entreat,  (for  I  command  no  more) 
That  Margaret  your  queen,  and  my  fon  Edward, 
Be  fent  for,  to  return  from  France  with  fpeed  : 
For,  'till  I  fee  them  here,  by  doubtful  fear 
My  joy  of  liberty  is  half  eclips'd. 

Clar.  It  mall  be  done,  my  fovereign,  with  all  fpeed. 

K.  Henry.  My  lord  of  Somerfet,  what  youth  is  that, 
Of  whom  you  feem  to  have  fo  tender  care  ? 

Som.  My  liege,  it  is  young  Henry,  earl  of  Rich- 
mond. 

K.  Henry.  Come  hither,  England's  hope:  If  fecret 
powers  [Lays  his  hand  on  his  head, 

Suggeft  but  truth  to  my  divining  thoughts, 
This  pretty  lad  will  prove  our  country's  blifs. 
His  looks  are  full  of  peaceful  majeily ; 
His  head  by  nature  fram'd  to  wear  a  crown, 
His  hand  to  wield  a  fceptre  ;  and  himfelf 
Likely,  in  time,  to  blefs  a  regal  throne. 
Make  much  of  him,  my  lords  ;  for  this  is  he, 
Mull  help  you  more  than  you  are  hurt  by  me. 
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Enter  a  Pcft. 

War.  What  news,  my  friend? 

Poft.  That  Edward  is  efcaped  from  your  brother, 
And  fled,  as  he  hears  fince,  to  Burgundy. 

War.  Unfavoury  news :  But  how  made  he  efcape  ? 

Pofi.  He  was  convey'd  by  Richard  duke  of  Glofter, 
And  the  lord  Haftings,  who  attended  him 
In  fecret  ambufh  on  the  foreft  fide, 
And  from  the  bifhop's  huntfmen  refcued  him  ; 
For  hunting  was  his  daily  exercife. 

War.  My  brother  was  toocarelefs  of  his  charge. — 
But  let  us  hence,  my  fovereign,  to  provide 
A  falve  for  any  fare  that  may  betide.  {Exeunt. 
Mamnt  Somerjet,  Richinond,  and  Oxford. 

Scm.  My  lord,  I  like  not  of  this  flight  of  Edward's : 
For,  doubtlefs,  Bu^undy  will  yield  him  help  : 
And  we  mall  have  more  wars,  before  't  be  long. 
As  Henry's  late  prefaging  prophecy 
Did  glad  my  heart,  with  hope  of  this  young  Rich- 
mond ; 

>jo  doth  my  heart  mifgive  me,  in  thefe  conflicts 
What  may  befall  him,  to  his  harm,  and  ours  : 
Therefore,  lord  Oxford,  to  prevent  the  worft, 
Forthwith  we'll  fend  him  hence  to  Britany, 
'Till  ftorms  be  pail  of  civil  enmity. 

Oxf.  Ay  :  for,  if  Edward  re-polTefs  the  crown, 
*Tis  like,  that  Richmond  with  the  reft  mall  down. 

Som.  It  mall  be  fo  ;  he  fnall  to  Britany. 
Come  therefore,  let's  about  it  fpeedily.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII. 

York. 

Enter  King  Edivard,  Glofter,  Haftings,  and  Soldiers. 
K.  £d<w.  Nowr,  brother  Richard,  lord  Haftings^ 
and  the  reft ; 
Yet  thus  far  fortune  maketh  us  amends, 
And  fays — that  once  more  I  lhall  enterchange 
My  wained  flate  for  Henry's  regal  crown. 
Well  have  we  pafs'd,  and  now  repafs'd  the  feas, 


p 


Acl  IF.  KING  HENRY  VI.  257 

And  brought  defired  help  from  Burgundy : 
What  then  remains,  we  being  thus  arriv'd. 
From  Ravenfpurg  haven  before  the  gates  of  York, 
But  that  we  enter,  as  into  our  dukedom  ? 

GIo.  The  gates  made  feftj — Brother,  I  like  not  th's  : 
For  many  men,  that  ftumble  at  the  threfnold, 
Are  well  foretold — that  danger  lurks  within. 

K.  Ed>zv.  Turn,  man !  abodements  muil  not  now 
affright  us  : 
By  fair  or  foul  means  we  mud  enter  in, 
For  hither  will  our  friends  repair  to  us. 

Haft.  My  liege3  I'll  knock  once  more,  to  fummcn- 
them. 

E?tter,  on  the  walls,  the  Mayor  cf  York,  and  his  Bre- 
thren. * 
Mayor.  My  lords,  we  were  forewarned  of  your 
coming, 

And  mut  the  gates  for  fafety  of  ourfelves; 
For  now  we  owe  allegiance  unto  Henry. 

K.  Edzv .  But,  mailer  mayor,  if  Henry  be  your  king, 
Yet  Edward,  at  the  leaft,  is  duke  of  York. 

Mayor.  True,  my  good  lord ;  I  know  you  for  no  lefs. 

K.  Ed-iv.  Why,  and  I  challenge  nothing  bat  my 
dukedom ; 
As  being  well  content  with  that  alone. 

GIo.  But,  when  the  fox  has  once  got  in  his  nofe, 
He'll  Toon  fjiid  means  to  make  the  body  follow. 

Haft.  Whv,  mailer  mayor,  why  ftani  you  in  a 
doubt? 

Open  the  gates,  we  are  king  Henry's  friends. 

Mayor.  Ay,  fay  you  fo?  the  gates  (hall  then  be 

open'd.  [He  deft  ends . 

GIo.  A  wife  flout  captain,  and  perfuaded  foon  ! 
Haft.  The  good  old  man  would  fain  that  all  were 

well, 

So  'twere  not  'long  of  him:  but,  being  enter  d, 
I  doubt  not,  I,  but  we  mall  foon  periuade 
tloth  him,  and  all  his  brothers,  unto  reafon, 
Y  2 
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Re-enter  the  Mayor  and  two  Aldermen,  below. 
K.  Edw.  So,  mailer  mayor :  thefe  gates  muft  not 
be  ihut, 

But  in  the  night,  or  in  the  time  of  war. 

What !  fear  not,  man,  but  yield  me  up  the  keys  ; 

'[Takes  his  keys. 
For  Edward  will  defend  the  town  and  thee, 
And  all  thofe  friends  that  deign  to  follow  me. 
March.    Enter  Montgomery,  with  a  Drum  and  Soldiers. 

Glo.  Brother,  this  is  Sir  John  Montgomery, 
Our  trufty  friend,  unlefs  I  be  deceiv'd. 

K.  Edw.  Welcome,  Sir  John  !  But  why  come  you 
in  arms  ? 

Montg.  To  help  king  Edward  in  his  time  of  fcorm, 
As  every  loyal  fubjeft  ought  to  do. 

K.  Edw.  Thanks,  good  Montgomery  :   But  we 
now  forget 
Our  title  to  the  crown  ;  and  only  claim 
Our  dukedom,  'till  God  pleafe  to  fend  the  reft. 

Montg.  Then  fare  you  well,  for  I  will  hence  again  ; 
I  came  to  ferve  a  king,  and  not  a  duke. — 
Drummer,  ftrike  up,  and  let  us  march  away. 

\_Toe  drum  begins  a  march. 
K.  Edw.  Nay,  ftay,  Sir  John,  awhile;  and  we'll 
debate, 

By  what  fafe  means  the  crown  may  be  recover 'd. 

Montg.  What  talk  you  of  debating  ?  in  few  words-^ 
If  you'll  not  here  proclaim  yourfelf  our  king, 
I'll  leave  you  to  your  fortune  ;  and  be  gone, 
To  keep  them  back  that  come  to  fuccour  you : 
Why  fhculd  we  fight,  if  you  pretend  no  title? 

Glo.  Why,  brother,  wherefore  Jftand  you  on  nice 
points  ? 

K.  Edw.  When  we  grow  Wronger,  then  we'll  make 
our  claim : 

'Till  then,  'tis  wifdom  to  conceal  our  meaning. 
Heft.  Away  with  fcrupulous  wit !  now  arms  mull 
rule. 

.  Glo.  And  fearlefs  minds  climb  foonefl  unto  crowns. 
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Brother,  we  will  proclaim  you  out  of  hand  ; 
The  bruit  thereof  will  bring  you  many  friends. 

K.  Edw.  Then  be  it  as  you  will:  for 'tis  my  right, 
And  Henry  but  ufurps  the  diadem. 

Montg.  Ay  now  my  fovereign  fpeaketh  like  him- 
felf; 

And  now  will  I  be  Edward's  champion. 

Haft.  Sound,  trumpet;  Edward  mall  be  here  pro- 
claim'd  : 

Come,  feliow-foldier,  make  thou  proclamation, 

[Flour  if?. 

Sold.  [Reads.]  Ed-ward  the  fourth,  by  the  grace  of 
God,  king  of  England  and  France,  and  lord  of  Ire- 
land, &c. 

Montg.  And  whofoe'er  gainfays  king  Edwards 
right, 

By  this  I  challenge  him  to  ftngle  fight* 

[  Throws  doivn  his  gauntlet. 
AIL  Long  live  Edward  the  fourth  ! 
K.  Edw*   Thanks,   brave  Montgomery; — -and 
thanks  unto  you  all. 
If  fortune  ferve  me,  I'll  requite  this  kindnefs, 
Now,  for  this  night,  let's  harbour  here  in  York  : 
And,  when  the  morning  fun  mall  raife  his  car 
Above  the  border  of  this  horizon, 
We'll  forward  towards  Warwick,  and  his  mates  ; 

For  well  I  wot  that  Henry  is  no  foldier.  

Ah,  froward  Clarence  ! — how  evil  it  befeems  thee., 
To  flatter  Henry,  and  forfake  thy  brother  ! 
Yet,  as  we  may,  we'll  meet  both  thee  and  Warwick, 
Come  on,  brave  foldiers ;  doubt  not  of  the  day  ; 
And,  that  once  gotten,  doubt  not  of  large  pay. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  VIII. 

London. 

Enter  King  Henry,   Warwick,    Clarence,  Montague, 
Exeter,  and  Oxford. 

War.  What  counfel,  lords?  Edward  from  Belgia, 
With  hally  Germans,  and  blunt  Hollanders, 
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Hath  pafs'd  in  fafety  through  the  narrow  feas, 
And  with  his  troops  doth  march  amain  to  London ; 
And  many  giddy  people  flock  to  him. 

K.  Henry.  Let's  levy  men,  and  beat  him  back  again. 

Clar.  A  little  fire  is  quicklv  trodden  out; 
Which,  being  fuffer'd,  rivers  cannot  quench. 

War.  In  W arwickfhire  I  have  true-hearted  friends^ 
Not  mutinous  in  peace,  yet  bold  in  war ; 
Thofe  will  I  mufter  up  : — and  thou,  Ion  Clarence, 
Shall  itir,  in  Suffolk,  Norfolk,  and  in  Kent, 
The  knights  and  gentlemen  to  come  with  thee  : — 
Thou,  brother  Montague,  in  Buckingham, 
Northampton,  and  in  .Leiceilerfhire,  malt  find 
Men  well  inclined  to  hear  what  thou  command'fl :— - 
And  thou,  brave  Oxford,  wondrous  well  belov'd, 
In  Oxfordshire  malt  mufter  up  thy  friends. — 
My  fovereign,  with  the  loving  citizens, — 
Like  to  his  iiland,  girt  in  with  the  ocean, 
Or  modeft  Dian,  circled  with  her  nymphs, — 
Shall  reft  in  Lc  ndon,  'till  we  come  to  him.« — 
Fair  lords,  take  leave,  and  {land  not  to  reply. — 
Farewell  my  fovereign. 

K.  Henry.  Farewell,  my  Hector,  and  my  Troy's 
true  hope. 

Clar.  In  lign  of  truth,  I  kifs  your  highnefs'  hand. 
K.  Henry.  Weil  minded  Clarence,  be  thou  fortu- 
nate ! 

Mont.  Comfort,  my  lord ;  and  fo  I  take  my 

leave. 

Oxf.  [Kiffing  Henry's  hand.]  And  thus  I  feal  my 
truth,  and  bid  adieu. 

K.  Henry.  Sweet  Oxford,  and  my  loving  Montague, 
And  all  at  once,  once  more  a  happy  farewell. 

War.  Farewell,  fweet  lords ;  let's  meet  at  Co- 
ventry. 

[Exeunt  Warwick,  Clarence,  Oxford,  and  Montague. 

K.  Henry.  Here  at  the  palace  will  I  reft  awhile 
Coufin  of  Exeter,  what  thinks  your  lord-hip  ? 
Methinks,  the  power,  that  Edward  hath  in  field, 
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Should  not  be  able  to  encounter  mine. 

Bxe.  The  doubt  is,  that  he  will  feduce  the  reft. 
K.  Henry.  That's  not  my  fear,  my  meed  hath  get 
me  fame : 

I  have  not  flopp'd  mine  ears  to  their  demands, 
Nor  polled  off  their  fuits  with  flow  delays ; 
My  pity  hath  been  balm  to  heal  their  wounds, 
My  mildnefs  hath  allay'd  their  fwelling  griefs, 
My  mercy  dry'd  their  water-flowing  tears  : 
I  have  not  been  deiirous  of  their  wealth, 
Nor  much  opprefs'd  them  with  great  fubiidies, 
Nor  forward  of  revenge,  though  they  much  err'd  ; 
Then  why  mould  they  love  Edward  more  than  me  ? 
No,  Exeter,  thefe  graces  challenge  grace: 
And,  when  the  lion  fawns  upon  the  lamb, 
The  lamb  will  never  ceafe  to  follow  him. 

[Shout  witten.    A  Lane  after  I  A  Lancafter  ! 

Exe.  Hark,  hark,  my  lord  !  what  fhouts  are  thefe? 
Enter  King  Edward,  Glcfier,  and  Soldiers. 

K.  Edzu.  Seize  on  the  (hame-fae'd  Henry,  bear 
him  hence, 

And  once  again  proclaim  us  king  of  England.— 
You  are  the  fount  that  makes  fmall  brooks  to  flow  : 
Now  Hops  thy  fpring  ;  my  fea  lhall  fuck  them  dry, 
And  fwell  fo  much  the  higher  by  their  ebb. — — 
Hence  with  him  to  the  Tower ;  let  him  not  fpeak. 

[  Exeunt  feme  with  King  Henry* 
And,  lords,  toward  Coventry  bend  we  our  courfe, 
Where  peremptory  Warwick  now  remains  : 
The  fun  mines  hot,  and,  if  we  ufe  delay, 
Cold  biting  winter  mars  our  hop' d-for  hay. 

GIo.  Away  betimes,  before  his  forces  join, 
And  take  the  great-grown  traitor  unawares : 
Brave  warriors,  march  amain  towards  Coventry. 

[JSxemt. 
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ACTV.       SCENE  I. 

Before  the  Town  of  Coventry. 

Enter  Warwick ,   the  Mayor  cf  Coventry,   two  Mef 
fengers,  and  others,  upon  the  walls. 

War.  II  THERE  is  the  pttft,  that  came  from  vali- 

V  V  ant  Oxford  ? 

How  far  hence  is  thy  lord,  mine  hon^ft  fellow  ? 

1  Mef  By  this  at  Dunfmore,  marching  hitherward. 
War.  How  far  off  is  our  brother  Montague?  

Where  is  the  poft  that  came  from  Montague  ? 

2  Mef.  By  this  at  Daintry,  with  a  puilfant  troop. 

Enter  Sir  John  Scmerville. 

War.  Say,  Somerviile,  what  fays  my  loving  fon  ? 
And,  by  thy  guefs,  how  nigh  is  Clarence  now  ? 

Somerv.hx.  Southam  I  did  leave  him  with  his  forces, 
And  do  expect  him  here  feme  two  hours  hence. 

War.  Then  Clarence  is  at  hand,  I  hear  his  drum. 

Soinerv.  It  is  not  his,  my  lord  ;  here  Southam  lies. 
The  drum  your  honour  hears,  marcheth  from  Warwick. 

War.  Who  mould  that  be  ?  belike,  unlook'd  for 
friends. 

So?nerv.  They  are  at  hand,  and  you  mall  quickly 
know. 

March.    E /our if?.   Enter  King  Edward,  Glcfter,  and 
Soldiers. 

K.  Edw.  Go,  trumpet,  to  the  walls,  and  found  a 
parley. 

Glo.  See,  how  the  furly  Warwick  mans  the  wall. 

War.  Oh,  unbid  fpight !  is  fportful  Edward  come? 
Where  flept  our  fcouts,  or  how  are  they  fedue'd, 
That  we  could  hear  no  news  of  his  repair  ? 

K,  Edw.  Now,  Warwick,  wilt  thou  ope  the  city 
gates. 

Speak  gentle  words,  and  humbly  bend  thy  knee? — 
Call  Edward — king,  and  at  his  hands  beg  mercy, 


Ax  V.  KING  HENRY  VI.  2G3 

And  he  fliall  pardon  thee  thefe  outrages. 

War.  Nay,  rather,  wilt  thou  draw  thy  forces  hence, 
Confefs  who  fet  thee  up  and  pluck'd  thee  down? — 
Call  Warwick — patron,  and  be  penitent, 
And  thou  ihalt  Rill  remain  the  duke  of  York. 

Glo.  I  thought,  at  lean:  he  would  have  faid— the 

Or  did  he  make  the  jeft  againft  his  will .? 

War.  Is  not  a  dukedom,  fir,  a  goodly  gift? 

Glo.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  for  a  poor  earl  to  give ; 
I'll  do  thee  fervice  for  fo  good  a  gift. 

War.  'Twas  1  that  gave  the  kingdom  to  thy  bro- 
ther. 

K.  Ed-w.  Why,  then  'tis  mine,  if  but  by  War- 
wick's gift. 

War.  Thou  art  no  Atlas  for  fo  great  a  weight : 
And,  weakling,  Warwick  takes  his  gift  again  ; 
And  Henry  is  my  king,  Warwick  his  fuhjecl. 

K.  Ed-w.  But  Warwick's  king  is  Edward's prifoner: 
And,  gallant  Warwick,  do  but  anfwer  this,- — 
What  is  the  body,  when  the  head  is  off? 

Glo.  Alas,  that  Warwick  Had  no  more  fore-cafe, 
But,  whiles  he  thought  to  fteal  the  {ingle  ten, 
The  king  was  iliiy  finger'd  from  the  deck  1 
You  left  pcor  Henry  at  the  bimop's  palace, 
And,  ten  to  one,  you'll  meet  him  in  the  Tower. 

K.  Ed<iv.  'Tis  even  fo  ;  yet  you  are  Warwick  ir.il! . 

Glo.  Come,  Warwick,  take  the  time,  kneel  down, 
kneel  down, 
Nay,  when  !  firike  now,  or  elfe  the  iron  cools. 

War.  I  had  rather  chop  this  hand  off  at  a  blow, 
And  with  the  other  fling  it  at  thy  face, 
Than  bear  fo  low  a  fail,  to  llrike  to  thee, 

K.  Ed<w.  Sail  how  thou  canfl,  have  wrind  and  tide 
thy  friend ; 

This  hand,  fall  wound  about  thy  coal-black  hair, 
Shall,  whiles  thy  head  is  warm,  and  new  cut  off, 
Write  in  the  duft  this  fentence  with  thy  blood — 

Wind -changing  Warwick  now  can  change  no  more. 
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Enter  Oxford,  with  drum  and  colours. 
War.  O  cheerful  colours !  fee,  where  Oxford  comes ! 
Oxf.  Oxford,  Oxford,  for  Lancafter ! 
Glo.  The  gates  are  open,  let  us  enter  too. 
K.  Edw.  So  other  foes  may  fet  upon  our  backs. 
Stand  we  in  good  array;  for  they,  no  doubt, 
Will  irTue  out  again,  and  bid  as  battle  : 
If  not,  the  city  being  of  fmall  defence, 
We'll  quickly  rouze  the  traitors  in  the  fame. 

War.  O,  welcome,  Oxford !  for  we  want  thy  help. 

Enter  Montague,  with  dru?n  and  colours. 
Mont.  Montague,  Montague,  for  Lancafter ! 
Glo.  Thou  and  thy  brother  both  (hall  buy  this  trea- 
fon 

Even  with  the  deareft  blood  your  bodies  bear. 

K.  Eakv.  The  harder  match'd,  the  greater  victory ; 
My  mind  prefageth  happy  gain  and  conqueft. 
Enter  Somerfet,  with  drum  and  colours. 
Som.  Somerfet,  Somerfet,  for  Lancaster ! 
Glo.  Two  of  thy  name,  both  dukes  of  Somerfet, 
Have  fold  their  lives  unto  the  houle  of  York  ; 
And  thou  fnait  be  the  third,  if  this  fword  hold. 
Enter  Clarence,  with  drum  and  colours. 
War.  And  lo,  where  George  of  Clarence  fweeps 
along, 

Of  force  enough  to  bid  his  brother  battle  ; 

With  whom  an  upright  zeal  to  right  prevails, 

More  than  the  nature  of  a  brother's  love : 

Come,  Clarence,  come;  thou  wilt  if  Warwick  calls, 

[A  parley  is  founded  ;  Richard  and  Clarence  whifper 
together  j  and  then  Clarence  takes  his  red  rofe  out 
cf  his  hat,  and  throws  it  at  Warwick. 

Clar.  Father  of  Warwick,  know  you  what  this 
means  I 

Look  here,  I  throw  my  infamy  at  thee  : 

I  will  not  ruinate  my  father's  houfe, 

Who  gave  his  blood  to  lime  the  ftones  together, 

And  fet  up  Lancafter.   Why,  trow'fl  thou,  Warwick, 

That  Clarence  is  fo  harf \$,  fo  blunt,  unnatural, 
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To  bend  the  fatal  inftruments  of  war 
Againil  his  brother,  and  his  lawful  king  ? 
Perhaps,  thou  wilt  object  my  holy  oath: 
To  keep  that  oath,  were  more  impiety 
Than  Jepthah's  when  he  facriEc'd  his  daugjiter. 
1  am  fo  lorry  for  my  trefpafs  made, 
That,  to  deferve  well  at  my  brother's  hands, 
I  here  proclaim  myfelf  thy  mortal  foe ; 
With  refolution,  wherefoe'er  I  meet  thee, 
(As  I  will  meet  thee,  if  thou  ftir  abroad) 
To  plague  thee  for  thy  foul  mil-leading  ffit. 
And  fo,  proud-hearted  Warwick,  I  defy  thee, 
And  to  my  brother  turn  my  blufhing  cheeks. — 
Pardon  me,  Edward,  I  will  make  amends ; 
And,  Richard,  do  not  frown  upon  my  faults, 
For  I  will  henceforth  be  no  more  inconflant. 

K.  Edw.  Now  welcome  more,  and  ten  times  more 
belov'd, 

Than  if  thou  never  had  ft  deferv'd  our  hate. 

Glo.  Welcome,  good  Clarence ;  this  is  brother-like. 

War.  O  palling  traitor,  perjurd,  and  unjuft? 

K.  Ed>zv\   What,  Warwick,  wilt  thou  leave  the 
.  town  and  fight ; 
Or  (hall  we  beat  the  itones  about  thine  ears  ? 

War.  Alas,  I  am  not  coop'd  here  for  defence  : 
I  will  away  towards  Barnet  prefently, 
And  bid  thee  battle,  Edward,  if  thou  dar'ft. 

K.  Edzv.  Yes,  Warwick,  Edward  dares,  and  leads 
the  way  : — 

Lords,  to  the  field  ;  Saint  George,  and  victory  ! 

[Exeunt. 

I,  larch.     Warwick  and  his  company  follo-'iv. 

S    C    E    N    E  IE 

A  Field  of  Battle  Tiear  Barnet. 

Alarum  and  Excurfions.    Enter  Edvsard,  bringing  forth 
Warwick  cwounded.  , 
K.  Edw.  So  lie  thou  tiiere  :  die  thou,  and  die  our 
fear ; 
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For  Warwick  was  a  bug,  that  fear'd  us  all. 
Now,  Montague,  lit  fall ;  1  feek  for  thee. 
That  Warwick's  bones  may  keep  thine  company. 

[Exit. 

War.  Ah,  who  is  nigh?  come  to  me,  friend  or  foe, 
And  tell  me,  who  is  victor,  York,  or  Warwick? 
Why  alk  1  that?  my  mangled  body  mows, 
My  blood,  my  want  of  ftrength,  my  fick  heart  mows, 
That  J  mull  yield  my  body  to  the  earth, 
And,  by  my  fall,  the  conquell  to  my  foe. 
Thus  yields  the  cedar  to  the  axe's  edge, 
Whofe  arms  gave  Ihelter  to  the  princely  eagle, 
Under  whofe  fhade  the  ramping  lion  ftept ; 
Whofe  top  branch  over-peer'd  Jove's  fpreading  tree, 
And  kept  low  Ihrubs  from  winter's  powerful  wind. 
Thefe  eyes,  that  now  are  dimm'd  with  death's  black 
veil, 

Have  been  as  piercing  as  the  mid-day  fun, 

To  fearch  the  fecret  treafons  of  the  world  : 

The  wrinkles  in  my  brows,  now  fill'd  with  blood, 

Were  liken'd  oft  to  kingly  fepulchres ; 

For  who  liv'd  king,  but  I  could  dig  his  grave  ? 

And  who  durfr.  fmile,  when  Warwick  bent  his  brow  ? 

Lo,  now  my  glory  fmear'd  in  dull  and  blood  ! 

My  parks,  my  walks,  my  manors  that  I  had, 

Even  now  forfake  me  ;  and,  of  all  my  lands, 

Is  nothing  left  me,  but  my  body's  length  ! 

Why,  what  is  pomp,  rule,  reign,  but  earth  and  dull: 

And,  live  we  how  we  can,  yet  die  wTe  mult. 

E'tiier  Oxford  end  Somerfet. 

Scm.  Ail,  Warwick,  Warwick!  wert  thou  as  we  are, 
We  might  recover  all  our  lofs  again  ! 
The  queen  from  France  hath  brought  a  puilTant  power; 
Even  now  we  heard  the  news:  Ah,couldH  thou  fly  ! 

Wat,  Why,  then  I  would  not  fly. — Ah,  Montague, 
If  thou  be  there,  fweet  brother,  take  my  hand, 
And  with  thy  lips  keep  in  my  foul  awhile  ! 
Thou  lov'u  me  not;  for,  brother,  if  thou  didrt, 
Thy  tears  would  waft  this  coid  congealed  blood. 
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Tiiat  glews  my  lips,  and  will  not  let  me  fpeak. 
Come  quickly,  Montague,  or  I  am  dead. 

Som.  Ah,  Warwick,  Montague  hath  breath'd  his 
lad; 

And  to  the  lateft  gafp,  cry'd  out  for  Warwick, 
And  faid, — Commend  me  to  my  valiant  brother. 
And  more  lie  would  have  faid  ;  and  more  he  fppke 
Which  founded  like  a  clamour  in  a  vault, 
That  could  not  be  diftinguiihed  ;  but,  at  laft,  " 
I  well  might  hear  delivered  with  a  groan, — 
O,  farewell,  Warwick  ! 

War.  Sweet  reft  his  foul ! — 
Fly,  lords,  and  five  yourfelves;  for  Warwick  bids 
You  all  farewell,  to  meet  in  heaven.  [Dies. 

Oxf.  Away,  away,  to  meet  the  queen's  great  power! 

[They  bear  azvxy  his  body,  and  Exeunt. 

SCENE  in. 

Another  Part  of  the  Field. 
Flourijh.    Enter  King  Edward  in  triumph  ;  with  Glof 
ter9  Clarence,  ^and  the  reft. 
K.  Edzv.  Thus  far  our  fortune  keeps  an  upward 
courfe, 

And  we  are  graced  with  wreaths  of  vielory, 
But,  in  the  midft  of  this  bright  mining  day, 
I  fpy  a  black,  fufpicious,  threat'ning  cloud, 
That  will  encounter  with  our  glorious  fun, 
Ere  he  attain  his  eafeful  weftern  bed  : 
I  mean,  my  lords, — >thofe  powers,  that  the  queen 
Hath  rais'd  in  Gallia,  have  arriv'd  our  coaft, 
And,  as  we  hear,  march  on  to  fight  with  us. 

Clar.  A  little  gale  will  foon  difperfe  that  cloud, 
And  blow  it  to  the  fource  from  whence  it  came  : 
The  very  beams  will  dry  thofe  vapours  up ; 
For  every  cloud  engenders  not  a  ftorm. 

Glo.  The  queen  is  vaiu'd  thirty  thoufand  ftrong, 
And  Somerfet,  with  Oxford,  fled  to  her; 
If  me  have  time  to  breathe,  be  well  afTur'd, 
Her  faction  will  be  full  as  ftrong  as  ours. 
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A.  EJzv.  We  are  advertis'd  by  our  loving  friends, 
Tl  :  they  do  hold  their  courfe  towards  Tewkibury  : 
We,  having  now  the  bell  at  Barnet  held, 
Will  thither  frraigbt,  for  willingnefs  rids  way  ; 
And,  as  we  march,  our  i-rength  will  be  augmented 
In  every  county  as  we  go  along. — 
Strike  cp  the  drum: — cry — Courage!  and  away. 

[  Exeunt. 

S    C    E    N    E  IV. 

Te--;kJou;y.  x 
March.    Eater  the  Queen,  Prince  cf  Wales,  Ssmerfet, 
Oxford,  and  Soldiers. 
Queen.  Great  lords,  wife  men  ne'er  fit  and  wail 
their  lofs, 

But  chearly  feek  hew  to  redrefs  their  harms. 
What  though  the  mail  be  now  blown  overboard, 
The  cable  broke,  our  holding  anchor  lore, 
And  half  cur  failors  fwailow'd  in  the  food? 
Yet  lives  our  pilot  dill :  Is't  meet  that  he 
Should  leave  the  helm,  and,  like  a  fearful  lad, 
With  tearful  eyes  add  water  to  the  fea, 
And  give  more  flrength  to  that  which  hath  too  much; 
Whiles,  in  his  moan,  the  fhip  fplits  on  the  rock, 
Which  induilry  and  courage  might  have  fav'd  ? 
Ah,  what  a  fharne  !  ah,  what  a  fault  were  this  1 
Say,  Warwick  was  cur  anchor  ;  What  of  that  ? 
And  Montague  our  top-malt ;  What  of  him  ? 
Our  Slaughtered  friends  the  tackles ;  What  of  thefe  ? 
Why,  is  not  Oxford  here,  another'anchor  ? 
And  Somerfet  another  goodh*  malt  ? 
The  friends  of  France  our  inroads  and  tacklings  ? 
And,  though  unfkiiful,  why  not  Ned  and  I 
For  once  allow 'd  the  fldlful  pilot's  charge  ? 
We  will  not  from  the  helm,  to  fit  and  weep  ; 
But  keep  our  courie,  though  the  rough  winds  fay 
— no, 

From  (helves  and  rocks  that  threaten  us  with  wreck. 
As  good  to  chide  the  waves,  as  fpeak  them  fair. 
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And  what  is  Edward,  but  a  ruthlefs  Tea  ? 

What  Clarence,  but  a  quickfand  of  deceit  ? 

And  Richard,  but  a  ragged  fatal  rock  ? 

An  thefe  the  enemies  to  our  poor  bark. 

Say,  you  can  fwim  ;  alas,  'tis  but  a  while  : 

Tread  on  the  fand  ;  why,  there  you  quickly  fink: 

Eeftride  the  rock  ;  the  tide  will  wafh  you  off, 

Or  elfe  you  famifh,  that's  a  threefold  death. 

This  fpeak  I,  lords,  to  let  you  underhand, 

In  cafe  fome  one  of  you  would  fly  from  us, 

That  there's  no  hop'd-for  mercy  with  the  brothers, 

More  than  with  ruthlefs  waves,  with  fands,,  and  rocks. 

Why,  courage  then  !  what  cannot  be  avoided, 

'Twere  childifh  weaknefs  to  lament,  or  fear. 

Prince.  Me  thinks,  a  woman  of  this  valiant  fp  irit 
Should,  if  a  coward  heard  her  fpeak  thefe  words, 
Infufe  his  breaft  with  magnanimity, 
And  make  him,  naked,  foil  a  man  at  arms. 
I  fpeak  not  this,  as  doubting  any  here  : 
For,  did  I  but  fufpe£t  a  fearful  man, 
He  mould  have  leave  to  go  away  betimes : 
Left,  in  our  need,  he  might  infect  another^ 
And  make  him  of  like  fpirit  to  himfelf. 
If  any  fuch  be  here^  as  God  forbid ! 
Let  him  depart,  before  we  need  his  help,  - 

Oxf,  Women  and  children  of  fo  high  a  courage  ! 
Ariel  warriors  faint!  why,  'twere  perpetual  ihame. — 
O  brave  young  prince  !  thy  famous  grandfather 
Doth  live  again  in  tn  ee  ;  Long  may 'ft  thou  live, 
To  bear  his  image  and  renew  his  glories ! 

Som,  And  he  that  will  not  fight  for  fuch  a  hope, 
Go  home  to  bed,  and,  like  the  owl  by  day, 
If  he  arife,  be  mock'd  and  wonder 'd  at. 

Queen.  Thanks,  gentle  Somerfet ; — fweet  Oxfoid, 
thanks. 

Prince.  And  take  his  thanks,  that  yet  hath  nothing 
-  elfe. 

Enter  a  MeJJenger. 
Mejf.  Prepare  you,  lords,  for  Edward  is  at  hand, 
Z  2 
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Ready  to  tight ;  therefore  be  refolute. 

Qxf.  I  thought  no  lefs :  it  is  his  policy, 
To  haile  thus  fail,  to  find  us  unprovided. 

Sam.  But  he's  deceiv'd,  w  e  are  in  readinefs. 

Queen.  This  cheers  my  heart,  to  fee  your  forward- 
nefs. 

Oxf.  Here  pitch  our  battle,  hence  we  will  not  budge. 
March.    Enter  King  Edward,  Gloftery  Clarence,  and 
Soldiers,  on  the  other  fide  of  the  ftage. 
X.  Edz'j.  Brave  followers,  yonder  ftands  the  thorny 
wool, 

Whici*,  by  the  heaven's  amftance,  and  your  ftrength, 

Mull  by  the  roots  be  hewn  up  yet  ere  night. 

I  need  not  add  more  fuel  to  your  fire, 

For,  well  1  wot,  ye  blaze  to  burn  them  out : 

Give  lignal  to  the  fight,  and  to  it,  lords. 

Queen.   Lords,  knights,  and  gentlemen,  what  I 
mould  fay, 
My  tears  gainfay  ;  for  everv^word  I  fpeak, 
Ye  fee,  I  drink  the  water  of  mine  eyes. 
Therefore,  nomorebut  this: — Henry,  your  fovereign, 
U  prifoner  to  the  foe  ;  his  ftate  ufurp'd, 
His  realm  a  llaughter-houfe,  his  fubjecls  llain, 
His  ftatutes  cancell'd,  and  his  treafure  fpent ; 
And  yonder  is  the  wolf  that  makes  this  fpoil. 
You  right  in  jullice  :  then,  in  God's  name,  lords, 
Be  valiant,  and  give  fignal  to  the  fight. 

[Both  parties  go  out.  Alarum.  Retreat.  Excurfcns. 

SCENE  V. 
Enter  King  Edward,   Glcfter.    Clare-zee,    &c.  The 
Queen,  Oxford,  and  Somerfet,  prifoners. 
K.  Ed-iv.  Lo,  here  a  period  of  tumultuous  broils. 
Away  with  Oxford  to  Hammes'  Caftle  flraight : 
For  Somerfet,  off  with  his  guilty  head. 
Go,  bear  them  hence  ;  I  will  not  hear  them  fpeak. 
Oxf.  For  my  part,  I'll  not  trouble  thee  with  words. 
■?o/n.  Nor  I,  but  ftoop  with  patience  to  my  fortune. 

[Exeunt  Oxford  and  Somerfet  y  guarded. 
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Queen.  So  part  we  fadly  in  this  troublous  world, 
To  meet  with  joy  in  Tweet  Jerufalem. 

K.  Edw.  Is  proclamation  made, — that,  who  finds 
Edward, 

Shall  have  a  high  reward,  and  he  his  life  ? 

Glo.  It  is,  and,  lo,  where  youthful  Edward  comes, 

Enter  Soldiers  with  the  Prince. 
K.  Echv.  Bring  forth  the  gallant,  let  us  hear  him 
fpeak  : 

What !  can  fo  young  a  thorn  begin  to  prick  ? — 
Edward,  what  fatisfaction  canft  thou  make, 
For  bearing  arms,  for  llirring  up  my  fubjeets, 
And  all  the  trouble  thou  hall  turn'd  me  to  ? 

Prince.  Speak  like  a  fubje^l,  proud  ambitious  York  ! 
Suppofe  that  I  am  now  my  father's  mouth  ; 
Refign  thy  chair,  and,  where  I  Hand,  kneel  thou, 
WhiLft  I  propofe  the  felf-fame  words  to  thee, 
Which,  traitor,  thou  would  have  me  anfwer  to. 

Queen.  Ah,  that  thy  father  had  been  fo  refolv'd  ! 

Glo.  That  you  might  ftill  have  worn  the  petticoat, 
And  ne'er  have  ftol'n  the  breech  from  Lancafter. 

Pri?ice.  Let  ALfop  fable  in  a  winter's  night ; 
His  currim  riddles  fort  not  with  this  place. 

Glo.  By  heaven,  brat,  I'll  plague  you  for  that  word. 

Queen.  Ay,  thou  waft  born  to  be  a  plague  to  men , 

Glo.  For  God's  fake,  take  away  this  captive  fcold. 

Prince.  Nay,  take  away  this  fcolding  crook-back 
rather. 

K.  Ed>iv.  Peace,  wilful  boy,  or  I  will  charm  your 
tongue. 

Clar.  Untutor'd  lad,  thou  art  too  malapert. 

Prince.  I  know  my  duty,  you  are  all  undutiful : 
Lafcivious  Edward,— and  thou  perjur'd  George, — 
And  thou  mimapen  Dick, — I  tell  ye  all, 
I  am  your  better,  traitors  as  ye  are  ; — 
And  thou  ufurp'ft  my  father's  right  and  mine. 

K.  Edw.  Take  that,  thou  likenefs  of  this  raikr 
here.  [Stals  hin:, 

Glo.  Sprawl'ft  thou  ?  take  that,  to  end  thy  agony, 

[G/?.  Stabs  bint. 
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Clar.  And  there's  for  twitting  me  with  perjury. 

\Clar.  ftabs  him. 

Queer;.  Oh,  kill  me  too  ! 

Glo.  Marry,  and  mail.  [Offers  to  kill  her. 

K.  Edwtt.  Hold  Richard,  hold,  for  we  have  done 
too  much. 

Glo.  Why  mould  fhe  live  to  fill  the  world  with 

words  ? 

K.  Ep-j;.  What!  doth  fhe  fwoon?  ufe  means  for 
her  recovery. 

Glo.  Clarence,  excufe  me  to  the  kin£  my  brother; 
I'll  hence  to  London  on  a  ferious  matter : 
Ere  ye  come  there,  be  lure  to  hear  more  news. 

Clar.  What :  what  ? 

Glo.  The  Tower,  man,  the  Tower  !  [Exit. 
Qxcen.  Oh,  Ned,  fweet  Ned  I  fpeak  to  thy  mo- 
ther, boy  ! 

Canft  thou  net  fpeak  ; — O  traitors !  murderers ! — 
They,  that  ilabb'd  Ca?far,  ihed  no  blood  at  all, 
Did  not  offend,  nor  were  not  worthy  blame, 
If  this  foal  deed  were  by,  to  equal  it, 
Ke  was  a  man  ;  this,  in  refpect,  a  child  ; 
And  men  ne'er  fpend  their  fury  on  a  child. 
What's  worfe  than  murderer,  that  I  may  name  it  I 
No,  no  ;  my  heart  will  burft,  an  if  I  fpeak: — 
And  I  will  ipea.k,  that  fo  my  heart  may  burft. — 
Butchers  and  villains,  bloody  cannibals  ! 
How  fweet  a  plant  have  j  00  untimely  cropp'd ! 
Yon  have  no  children,  butchers ;  if  you  had, 
The  thought  of  them  would  have  ftirrd  up  reniorfe: 
But,  if  you  ever  chance  to  have  a  child, 
Look  in  his  vouth  to  have  him  fo  cut  off. 
As,  deathfmen!  you  have  rid  this  fweet  young  prince. 
K.  Edw^  Away  with  her;  go,  bear  her  hence  by- 
force . 

Queen*  Nay,  never  bear  me  hence,  difpatch  me  here ; 
Here  fheath  thy  fword,  I'll  pardon  thee  my  death. 
What!  wilt  thou  not? — then,  Clarence,  do  it  thcu. 

Clar.  By  heaven,  I  will  not  do  thee  fo  much  eafe* 
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L^jieen.  Good  Clarence,  Jo  ;  fwect  Clarence,  do 
thou  do  it. 

Clar.  Didrt  thou  not  hear  me  fv.ear,  I  would  net 
do  it. 

jgueen.  Ay,  but  thou  ufcil  to  forfwear  thyfelf  ; 
'Twas  nn  before,  but  now  'tis  charity. 
What !  wilt  thou  net?  where  is  that  devil's  butcher, 
Hard-favour'd  Ricnard  ?  Richard,  where  art  thou  ? 
Thou  art  not  here  :  Murder  is  thy  alms-deed  ; 
Petitioner  for  blood  thcu  ne'er  putt'il  back. 

K.  Edw.  Away,  I  fay ;  I  charge  ye,  bear  her  hence. 

Queen.  So  come  to  you,  and  yours,  as  to  this  prince  ! 

[Exit  Queen. 

K.  Edw.  Where's  Richard  gone  ? 

Clar.  To  London,  all  in  poll:;  and,  as  I  guefs, 
To  make  a  bloody  flipper  in  the  Tower. 

K.  Edw.  He's  fudden,  if  a  thing  comes  in  his  head. 
Now  march  we  hence  :  difcharge  the  common  fort 
With  pay  and  thanks,  and  let's  away  to  London, 
And  fee  our  gentle  queen  how  weli  fhe  fares  ; 
By  this,  I  hope,  fhe  hath  a  fon  for  us.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VL 

The  Tower  of  London. 

Enter  King  Henry  with  a  hock,  and  Glcfter  with  the 
Lieutenant ,  on  the  Tower  wails. 
Glo.  Good  day,  my  lord !  What,  at  your  book 
fo  hard  ? 

K.  Henry.  Ay,  my  gcod  lord  :  My  lord,  I  mould 
fay  rather ; 
?Tis  fin  to  flatter,  good  was  little  better  : 
Good  Glorler,  and  good  devil,  were  alike, 
And  both  prepoflerous  ;  therefore,  not  good  lord. 
Glo.  Sirrah,  leave  us  to  ourfelves :  we  mull  confer. 

[  Exit  Lieut enan  t , 
K.  Henry.  So  flies  the  recklefs  fiiepherd  from  the 
wolf ; 

So  rirfr.  the  harmlcfs  fheep  doth  yield  his  fleece, 
And  next  his  throat  unto  the  butcher's  knife. — 
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VThnt  fcene  of  death  hath  Rofcius  new  to  act? 

~  -hi:::  -  always  h: :  the  guilty  mi a d  ; 
The  thief  doth  fear  each  bam  rr  orlcer. 

K.  Ht?irr.  The  bird  that  hath  been  limed  ii.  2  bmh. 
V»h:h  rrembiiag  wirgs  mtfdonbtetl.  every  baah : 
Ana  I.  the  hspjefs  male  to  ore  fweet  bird, ' 
Hire  edw  the  fatal  objerl  in  my  eye, 
V«  hie  re  mv  pocr  voiing  *w  lima,   was  caagh:  £ni 
kffl'd. 

G.:.  vVhy.  ^hat  a  peevbh  tori  ^va?  that  cf  Crete. 
That  tacgr :  hi  f    :  a  :  .  e  :  eh :  e  : :~  e  fowl  ? 
And  yet,  for  all  his  wisgs  the  fool  was  drown'd. 

JL  E&&j.  I,  D:eda!iis :  my  poor  fon,  Icaras ; 
Thy  father,  Mir       thrt  deny'd  oar  coarfe  ; 
The  fun.  taat  fear'd  are  wings  cf  my  f"  eet  boy.  . 
Thy  brother  Edward  :  and  tnyfelf,  :be  fea, 
^  „:  .c  e.t"i:a:  rairh  aid  1  wallow  up  his  life. 
Aa.  kill  tlz  with  thy  weapon,  not  with  word:  1 
My  breaii  cin  better  brock  thy  dagger's  point, 
Than  can  my  ears  that  tragi:  history. — 
Bat  wherefore  doft  them  come  r  is't  for  my  life  ? 

th'r.  Think  "it  thou.  I  am  an  executioner  ? 
Ht-r  j.  A  p:r:Vcntc-r,  I  am  hire  the  a  art  : 
If  tnarderirg  irnocertf  be  executing, 
Why.  then  trie  er:  ea  ere  ec  at:  oner. 

Gh.  Thy  ion  I  i  ili'd  :  r  air  prethmpdom 

A.  Hrxry.  Hadft  then  been  kiiTd,  when  srd:  thoa 
eieh  are  arte. 
Tim  hadft  not  liv'd  to  kill  a  fon  of  mine. 
Ana  thns  I  praphefy,  that  many  a  them  and, 
Which  now  rriatruft  do  parcel  of  my  fear  ; 
Aaad  meav  an  old  man's  figh.  and  many  a  widow's, 

mm    er  :  rarer/*  ~  eter-:'t_a eir  r     e. — 
Men  for  their  fons,  wives  fir  their  h  awards*  rate, 
And  orphans  for  their  parent  tirreieb  a  eet  a. — 
Shall  res  the  honr  that  ever  thoa  wait  bora. 
The  owi  mriek'd  at  try  berth,    ar  evil  tega  ; 
The  night-crow  cry'd.  abodmg  Incklefs  time; 
Dog:  rTewrd-ani  hideoas  tempeits ihook down tree?; 
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The  raven  rook'd  her  on  the  chimney's  top, 

And  chattering  pies  in  difmal  difcords  Tung. 

Thy  mother  felt  more  than  a  mother's  pain, 

And  yet  brought  forth  lei's  than  a  mothers  hope  ; 

To  wit,  an  undigeft  deformed  lump, 

Not  like  the  fruit  of  fuch  a  goodly  tree. 

Teeth  hadft  thou  in  thy  head,  when  thou  waft  born, 

To  figniiy, — thou  cam'ft  to  bite  the  world  : 

And,  if  the  reft  be  true  which  I  have  heard, 

Thou  cam'ft  into  the  world  with  thy  legs  forward.  * 

Glo.  I'll  hear  no  more ; — Die,  prophet,  in  thy 
fpeech.  [Stats  him. 

For  this,  amongft  the  reft,  was  I  ordain'd. 

K.  Henry.  Ay,  and  for  much  more  flaughter  after 

'  .  this. 

0  God  !  forgive  my  ftns,  and  pardon  thee.  [Dies. 
Glo.  What,  will  the  afpiring  blood  of  Lancafter 

Sink  in  the  ground?  I  thought  it  would  have  mounted. 
See,  how  my  fword  weeps  for  the  poor  king's  death! 

0,  may  fuch  purple  tears  be  always  med 
From  thofe  that  wifh  the  downfal  of  our  houfe  ! 
If  any  fpark  of  life  be  yet  remaining, 

Down,  down  to  hell ;  and  fay, — I  fent  thee  thither, 

[  Stabs  him  again. 

1,  that  have  neither  pity,  love,  nor  fear. — 
Indeed  'tis  true,  that  Henry  told  me  of ; 
For  I  have  often  heard  my  mother  fay, 

1  came  into  the  world  with  my  legs  forward  : 
Had  I  not  reafon  think  ye,  to  make  hafte, 
And  feek  their  ruin  that  uf  urp'd  our  right  ? 
The  midwife  wonder' d,  and  the  women  cry'd, 

"  O,  Jefu  blefs  us,  he  is  born  with  teeth  !" 
And  fo  I  was ;  which  plainly  fignify'd — 
That  I  hhould  fnarl,  and  bite,  and  play  the  dog. 
Then,  fmce  the  heavens  have  map'd  my  body  fo, 
Let  hell  make  crook'd  rny  mind,  to  anfwer  it. 
1  had  no  father,  I  am  like  no  father  : 
I  have  no  brother,  I  am  like  no  brother  : 
And  this  word  love — which  grey-beards  call  divine, 
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Be  refident  in  men  like  one  another, 

And  not  in  me ;  I  am  myfelf  alone. — 

Clarence,  beware  ;  thou  keep'ft  me  from  the  light ; 

But  I  will  fort  a  pitchy  day  for  thee  : 

For  I  will  buz  abroad  fuch  prophecies, 

That  Edward  mall  be  fearful  of  his  life  ; 

And  then,  to  purge  his  fear,  I'll  be  thy  death. 

King  Henry,  and  the  prince  his  fon,  are  gone  : 

Clarence,  thy  turn  is  next ;  and  then  the  reft ; 

Counting  myfelf  but  bad,  'till  I  be  belt. — 

Vll  throw  thy  body  in  another  room,  ^ 

And  triumph,  Henry,  in  thy  day  of  doom.  [Exit. 

SCENE  VII. 

The  Palace  in  London. 
Enter  King  Edward,  the  Queen,  with  the  young  Prince, 
Clarence,  Glofter,  Hajlings,  and  Attendants. 

K.  Edvj.  Once  more  we  fit  on  England's  royal 
throne, 

Pve-purchas'd  with  the  blood  of  enemies. 
What  valiant  foe-men,  like  to  autumn's  corn, 
Have  we  mow'd  down,  in  top  of  all  their  pride  ! 
Three  dukes  of  Somerfet,  threefold  rerrown'd 
For  hardy  and  undoubted  champions : 
Two  Cliffords,  as  the  father  and  the  fon, 
And  two  Northumberlands :  two  braver  men 
Ne'er  fpurr'd  their  courfers  at  the  trumpet's  found  : 
With  them,  the  two  brave  bears,  Warwick  and  Mon- 
tague, 

That  in  their  chains  fettered  the  kingly  lion, 
And  made  the  foreft  tremble  when  they  roar'd. 
Thus  have  we  fivepf  fufpicion  from  cur  feat, 
And  made  our  footilool  of  fccurity. — 
Come  hither,  Eefs,  and  let  me  kifs  my  boy  : — 

[  Taking  the  child. 
Young  Ned,  for  thee,  thine  uncles  and  myfelf 
Have  in  cur  armour  watch'd  the  winter's  night ; 
Went  all  afoot  in  fummer's  fcalding  heat, 
That  thou  might'ft  repolfefs  the  crown  in  peace  ; 
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And  of  our  labours  thou  malt  reap  the  gain. 

Glo.  I'll  blaft  his  harveft,  if  your  head  were  lay 'd; 
For  yet  I  am  not  look'd  on  in  the  world. 
This  moulder  was  ordain'd  fo  thick,  to  heave  ; 
And  heave  it  mall  fome  weight,  or  break  my  back : — 
Work  thou  the  way, — and  thou  malt  execute. 

[Ajtde. 

K.  Edw.  Clarence  and  Gloiter,  love  my  lovely 
queen  ; 

And  kifs  your  princely  nephew,  brothers  !  oth. 

Clar.  The  duty  that  I  owe  unto  your  maj efcy, 
I  feal  upon  the  lips  of  this  fweet  babe. 

£>ueen.  Thanks,  noble  Clarence;  v/orthy  brother, 
thanks. 

Gl&:  And,  that  I  love  the  tree  from  whence  thou 
fprang'ft, 

Witnefs  the  loving  kifs  I  give  the  fruit  :  

To  fay  the  truth,  fo  Judas  kifs'd  his  mailer ;  1 
And  cry 'd — All  hail  1  when  as  he  meant — All  £  Ajide. 
harm.  j 
K.  Ed-viK  Now  am  I  feated  as  my  foul  delights, 
Having  my  country's  peace,  and  brothers'  loves. 
Glar.  What  will  your  grace  have  done  with  Mar- 
garet ? 

Reignier,  her  father,  to  the  king  of  France 
Hath  pawn'd  the  Sicils  and  jerufalem, 
And  hither  have  they  fent  it  for  her  ranfom. 

K.  Ed<w.  Away  with  her,  and  waft  her  hence  t© 
France, 

And  now  what  refts,  but  that  we  fpend  the  time 
With  flately  triumphs,  mirthful  comic  mows, 

Such  as  befit  the  pleafures  of  the  court  ?  

Sound,  drums  and  trumpets !  farewell,  four  annoy  ! 
For  here,  I  hope,  begins  our  lafting  joy. 

\J£xemt  oinmix 


Vol.  V.  A  a 


THIRD  PART  OF 


Aa  V. 


N  OT  E. 

The  three  parts  of  Henry  VI.  are  fufpe<fted,  by  Mr.  Theobald, 
ef  being  fuppofititious,  and  are  declared  by  Dr.  Warburton,  to  be 
certainly  not  Shakfpeare's.  Mr.  Theobald's  fufpicion  arifes  from 
iome  oofolete  words  ;  but  the  phrafeology  is  lfke  the  reft  of  our 
author's  ltyle,  and  (ingle  words,  of  which  however  I  do  not  ob- 
ferve  more  than  two,  can  conclude  little. 

Dr.  Warburton  gives  no  reafon,  but  I  fuppofe  him  to  judge  upon 
deeper  principles  and  more  ccmprehenfive  views,  and  to  draw  his 
opinion  from  the  general  effect  and  fphrit  of  the  compofition,  which 
he  thinks  inferior  to  the  other  hiltorical  plays. 

From  mere  inferiority  nothing  can  be  inferred  :  in  the  produc- 
tions of  wit  there  will  be  inequality.  Sometimes  judgment  will 
err,  and  fomctimes  the  matter  itfelf  will  defeat  the  artift.  Of 
every  author's  works  one  will  be  the  beft,  and  one  will  be  the 
worn.  The  colours  are  not  equally  pleading,  nor  the  attitudes 
equally  graceful,  in  all  the  pictures  of  Titian  or  Reynolds. 

Dimmilitude  of  ftyle,  and  heterogeneoufnefs  of  fentiment,  may 
fufficiently  (how  that  a  work  does  not  really  belong  to  the  repu- 
ted author.  But  in  thefe  plays  no  fuch  marks  of  fpurioufnefs  are 
found.  The  diction,  the  verification,  and  the  figures,  are  Shakf- 
peare's. Thefe  plays,  confidered,  without  regard  to  characters 
and  incidents,  merely  as  narratives  in  verfe,  are  more  happily 
conceived,  and  mors  accurately  finifhed  than  thofe  of  King  John, 
Richard  II.  or  the  tragick  fcenes  of  Henry  IV.  and  V.  If  we 
take  thefe  plays  from  Shakfpeare,  to  whom  (hall  they  be  given  ? 
What  author  of  that  age  had  the  fame  eafinefs  of  expremon  and 
fluency  of  numbers  ? 

Having  coniidered  the  evidence  given  by  the  plays  themfelves, 
and  found  it  in  their  favour,  let  us  now  enquire  what  corroboration 
can  be  gained  from  other  testimony.  They  are  afcribed  to  Shakf- 
peare by  the  firft  editors,  whofe  atteftation  may  be  received  in 
queftions  of  fact,  however  umlilfully  they  fuperintend  their  edi- 
tion.   They  fee m  to  be  deckred  genuine  by  the  voice  of  Shakf- 

?eare  himfelf,  who  refers  to  the  fecend  play  in  his  epilogue  to 
lenrv  V.  and  apparently  connects  the  firft  act  of  Richard  III. 
with' the  laft  of  the  third  part  of  Henry  VI.  If  it  be  objected, 
that  the  plays  were  popular,  and  that  therefore  he  alluded  to  them 
as  well  known  ;  it  may  be  anfwered,  with  equal  probability,  that 
the  natural  paflions  of  a  poet  would  have  difpofed  him  to  feparate 
his  own  works  from  thofe  of  an  inferior  hand.  And,  indeed,  if 
an  author's  own  teltimony  is  to  be  overthrown  by  fpeculative 
criticifm,  no  man  can  be  any  longer  fecure  of  literary  reputation. 
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Of  thefe  three  plays  I  think  the  feccnd  the  belt.  The  truth  is, 
that  they  have  not  iuhficient  variety  of  action,  for  the  incident  s- 
are  too  .'ften  ofthe  fame  kind  ;  yet  many  of  the  characters  are  well 
diferiminated.  King  Henry,  and  his  queen,  king  Edward,  the 
duke  of  Glofter,  and  the  carl  of  Warwick,  are  very  ftrongly  and 
diftin&ly  painted. 

The  old  copies  of  the  two  latter  parts  of  Henry  VL  and  of 
Henry  V.  arc  fo  apparently  imperfect  and  mutilated,  that  the.e 
is  noreafou  for  flipping  triem  the  firft  draughts  of  Shakfpeare. 
I  am  inclined  to  believe  them  copies  taken  by  fome  auditor,  who 
wrote  down,  during  the  representation,  what  the  time  would  per- 
mit, then  perhaps  filled  up  fome  of  his  omiffions  at  a  fecoind  or 
third  hearing,  and  when  he  had  by  this  method  formed  fomething 
Jike  a  play,  lent  it  to  the  printer. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


King  Edw  ard  \\7. 

Edward,  Prince  of  Wales,  af-  ) 

terwards  Edward  V.  >-Sonsto  Edward  IV. 

Richard,  Duke  cf  York.  J 
George,  Duke  of  Clarence,  Brother  to  Edward  IV. 
A  young  Son  of  Clarence. 

Richard,  Duke  of  Gloiier,  Brother  to  Edward  IV. 

and  afterwards  King  Richard  III. 
Cardinal  Bourchkr,  Archbiihop  of  Canterbury. 
Arch biih op  cf  1'crk. 
Bifhop  cf  Ely. 
Duke  of  Buckingham. 
Duke  of  Njrfilk.    Earl  of  Surry. 
Earl  Rivers,  Brother  to  King  Edward's  Queen. 
Marquis  of  Da  jet,     ) . 
Lord  Grex,  j 

Earl  of  'Richmond,  afterwards  King  Henry  VII. 

Lcrd  Ha /rings. 

Sir  Tbcmas  ramg  b  ... 

Sir  Richard  Raulij}. 

Loid  Laid. 

Sir  William  Catefey. 

Sir  James  TyrreL 

Lord  Stanley. 

Earl  of  Oxford. 

Sir  Jan.e:  Bio  int. 

Sir  Walter  Herbert. 

Sir  Robert  Brakencun,  Lieurenant  of  the  Tower. 
Chrijt:pher  Urj^ichl  a  PrieiL    Another  Prielt. 
Lord  Mayor. 

Elizabeth,  Queen  of  Edward  IV. 
Queen  Margaret,  Widow  of  Henry  VI. 
jfmme.  Widow  of  Edward  Prince  of  Wales.  Son  to 
Henry  VI.  afterwards  married  to  the  Duke  or 

Glofter. 

Duckefs  of  York,  Mother  to  Edward  IV.  Clarence, 

and  Richard  III. 
Sheriff,  Purfuivant,  Scrivener,  Citizens,  Gholb,  Sol- 
diers, and  other  Attendants. 
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England. 
London.    A  Street. 
Enter  Richard  Duke  of  Glafter. 

is  the  winter  of  our  difcontent 
X\   Made  glorious  fu miner  by  this  fun  of  York ; 
And  all  the  clouds,  that  lower'd  upon  our  houfe, 
In  the  deep  bofom  of  the  ocean  bury'd. 
Now  are  our  brows  bound  with  victorious  wreaths  $ 
Our  bruifed  arms  hung  up  for  monuments  ; 
Our  ftern  alarums  chang'd  to  merry  meetings, 
Our  dreadful  marches  to  delightful  meafures. 
Grim-vifag'd  war  hath  fmootli'd  his  wrinkled  front; 
And  now, — inftead  of  mounting  barbed  iteeds, 
To  fright  the  fouls  of  fearful  adverfaries, — 
He  capers  nimbly  in  a  lady's  chamber, 
To  the  lafcivious  pleafmg  of  a  lute. 
But  I, — that  am  not  fhap'd  for  fportive  tricks, 
Nor  made  to  court  an  amorous  looking-glafs ; 
I,  that  am  rudely  ftamp'd,  and  want  loves  majefty< 
To  ftrut  before  a  wanton  ambling  nymph  ; 
I  ,  that  am  curtail'd  of  this  fair  proportion, 
Cheated  of  feature  by  diffembling  nature, 
Deform'd,  unnniih'd,  lent  before  my  time 
Into  this  breathing  world,  fcarce  half  made  up. 
And  that  fo  lamely  and  unfafhionably, 
That  dogs  bark  at  me,  as  I  halt  by  them 
Why  I,  in  this  weak  piping  time  of  peace, 
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Have  no  delight  to  pafs  away  the  time  ; 

Unlefs  to  fpy  my  fhadow  in  the  fun, 

And  defcant  on  mine  own  deformity  : 

And  therefore, — fince  I  cannot  prove  a  lover, 

To  entertain  thefe  fair  well-fpoken  days,— 

I  am  determined  to  prove  a  villain, 

And  hate  the  idle  pleafures  of  thefe  days. 

Plots  have  I  laid,  inductions  treacherous, 

By  drunken  prophefies,  libels,  and  dreams, 

To  fet  my  brother  Clarence,  and  the  king, 

In  deadly  hate  the  one  againft  the  other: 

And  if  king  Edward  be  as  true  and  juft, 

As  I  am  fubtle,  falfe,  and  treacherous, 

This  day  mould  Clarence  clofely  bemew'd  up  ; 

About  a  prophecy,  which  fays — that  G 

Of  Edward's  heirs  the  murderer  mail  be. 

Dive,  thoughts,  down  to  my  foul !  here  Clarence  comes. 

Enter  Clarence  guarded,  and  Brakenbury. 
Brother,  good  day ;  What  means  this  armed  guard, 
That  wait  upon  your  grace  ? 

Clar.  His  majefty, 
Tendering  my  perfon's  fafety,  hath  appointed 
This  conduct  to  convey  me  to  the  Tower. 

Glo.  Upon  what  caufe  ? 

Clar.  Becaufe  my  name  is — George. 

Glo.  Alack,  my  lord,  that  fault  is  none  of  yours  ; 

He  mould,  for  that,  commit  your  godfathers :  

O,  belike  his  majefty  hath  fome  intent, 

That  you  mould  be  new  chriften'd  in  the  Tower. 

But  what's  the  matter,  Clarence  ?  may  I  know  ? 

Clar.  Yea,  Richard,  when  I  know  ;  for  I  proteft- 
As  yet  I  do  not :  But,  as  I  can  learn, 
He  hearkens  after  prophefies,  and  dreams  ; 
And  from  the  crofs-row  plucks  the  letter  G, 
And  fays — a  wizard  told  him,  that  by  G, 
His  iffue  disinherited  Ihould  be  ; 
And,  for  my  name  of  George  begins  with  G, 
It  follows  in  his  thoughts,  that  I  am  he  : 
Thefe,  as  I  learn,  and  fuch  like  toys  as  thefe. 
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Have  mov'd  his  highnefs  to  commit  me  now. 

Glo.  Why,  this  it  is,  when  men  are  rul'd  by  wo- 
men : — 

'Tis  not  the  king,  that  fends  you  to  the  Tower ; 
My  lady  Grey  his  wife,  Clarence,  'tis  (he, 
That  tempts  him  to  this  harfn  extremity. 
Was  it  not  fhe,  and  that  good  man  of  worlhip, 
Anthony  Woodeville,  her  brother  there, 
That  made  him  fend  Lord  Haftings  to  the  Tower : 
From  whence  this  prefent  day  he  is  deliver'd? 
We  are  not  fafe,  Clarence,  we  are  not  fafe. 

Clar.  By  heaven,  I  think,  there  is  no  man  fecure, 
But  the  queen's  kindred,  and  night-walking  heralds 
That  trudge  betwixt  the  king  and  miftrefs  Shore. 
Heard  you  not,  what  an  humble  fuppliant 
Lord  Haitings  was  to  her  for  his  delivery  ? 

Glo.  Humbly  complaining  to  her  deity 
Got  my  lord  chamberlain  his  liberty. 
I'll  tell  you  what, — I  think,  it  is  our  way, 
If  we  will  keep  in  favour  with  the  king, 
To  be  her  men,  and  wear  her  livery  : 
The  jealous  o'er-worn  widow,  and  herfelf, 
Since  that  our  brother  dubb'd  them  gentlewomen, 
Are  mighty  golfips  in  this  monarchy. 

Brak,  I  befeech  your  graces  both  to  pardon  me; 
His  majeily  hath  llriclly  given  in  charge, 
That  no  man  mall  have  private  conference, 
Of  what  degree  foever,  with  his  brother. 

Glo.  Evenfo?  anpleafe  your  worfnip,  Brakenbury, 
You  may  partake  of  any  thing  we  fay : 
We  fpeak  no  treafon,  man  ; — We  fay,  the  king 
Is  wife,  and  virtuous  ;  and  his  noble  queen 
Well  ftruck  in  years ;  fair,  and  not  jealous  ; — 
W e  fay  that  Shore's  wife  hath  a  pretty  foot, 
A  cherry  lip,  a  bonny  eye,  a  pafiing  plealing  tongue ; 
That  the  queen's  kindred  are  made  gentle-folks : 
How  fay  you,  fir  ?  can  you  deny  all  this  ? 

Brak.  With  this,  my  lord,  myfelfhave nought  to  do  , 

Gh.  Naught  to  do  with  miftrefs  Shore ;  I  tell  thee , 
fellow, 
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He  that  doth  naught  with  her,  excepting  one, 
Were  belt  to  do  it  fecretly  alone. 
Brak,  What  one,  my  lord  ? 

Glo.  Her  hufband,  knave  : — Would'ft  thou  betray 
me  ? 

Brah.  I  befeech  your  grace  to  pardon  me ;  and, 
withal, 

Forbear  your  conference  with  the  nob.1e  duke. 

Clar.  We  know  thy  charge,  Brakenbury,  and  will 
obey. 

Glo.  We  are  the  queen's  abjecls,  and  muft  obey. 
Brother  farewell :  I  will  unto  the  king  ; 
And  whatfoe'er  you  will  employ  me  in, — 
Were  it  to  call  king  Edward's  widow — fitter, — 
I  will  perform  it,  to  enfranchife  you. 
Mean  time,  this  deep  difgrace  in  botherhood 
Touches  me  deeper  than  you  can  imagine. 

Clar.  I  know  it  pleafeth  neither  of  us  well. 

Glo.  Well,  your  imprifonment  mall  not  be  long : 
I  will  deliver  you,  or  elfe  lye  for  you  : 
Mean  time,  have  patience. 

Clar.  I  mult  perforce  :  farewell. 

\Exeunt  Clarence  and  Brakenbury, 

Glo.  Go,  tread  the  path  that  thou  fhalt  ne'er  return, 
Simple,  plain  Clarence  ! — I  do  love  thee  fo, 
That  I  will  fhortly  fend  thy  foul  to  heaven, 
If  heaven  will  take  the  prefent  at  our  hands. 
But  who  comes  here  ?  the  new-deliver'd  Haftings  ? 
Enter  Haftings. 

Haft.  Good  time  of  day  unto  my  gracious  lord  ! 

Glo.  As  much  unto  my  good  lord  chamberlain  ! 
Well  are  you  welcome  to  this  open  air. 
How  hath  your  lordfhip  brook'd  imprifonment  ? 

Haft.  With  patience,  noble  lord,  as  prifoners  muft: 
But  I  mail  live,  my  lord,  to  give  them  thanks, 
That  were  the  caufe  of  my  imprifonment. 

Glo.  No  doubt,  no  doubt ;  and  fo  mall  Clarence 
too  ; 

For  they,  that  were  your  enemies,  are  his, 
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And  have  prevail'd  as  much  on  him  as  you. 

Haft.  More  pity,  that  the  eagle  mould  be  mew'd, 
While  kites  and  buzzards  prey  at  liberty. 

G/o.  What  news  abroad  ? 

Haft.  No  news  fo  bad  abroad  as  this  at  home  ; — 
The  king  is  fickly,  weak,  and  melancholy, 
And  his  phyficians  fear  him  mightily. 

G/o.  Now,  by  faint  Paul,  that  news  is  bad  indeed. 
O,  he  hath  kept  an  evil  diet  long, 
And  over -much  confum'd  his  royal  perfon  ; 
'Tis  very  grievous  to  be  thought  upon. 
What,  is  he  in  his  bed  ? 

Haft.  He  is. 

G/o.  Go  you  before,  and  I  will  follow  you. 

[Exit  Haftings. 
He  cannot  live,  I  hope  ;  and  mull  not  die, 
'Till  George  be  pack'dwith  poft-horfe  up  to  heaven. 
I'll  in,  to  urge  his  hatred  more  to  Clarence, 
With  lies  well  fteel'd  with  weighty  arguments ; 
And,  if  I  fail  not  in  my  deep  intent, 
Clarence  hath  not  another  day  to  live : 
Which  done,  God  take  king  Edward  to  his  mercy, 
And  leave  the  world  for  me  to  buftle  in  ! 
For  then  I'll  marry  Warwick's  youngel!  daughter; 
What  though  I  kill'd  her  hufband,  and  her  father  : 
The  readier!  way  to  make  the  wench  amends, 
Is — to  become  her  hufband,  and  her  father  ; 
The  which  will  I ;  not  ail  fo  much  for  love, 
As  for  another  fecret  clofe  intent, 
By  marrying  her,  which  I  mud  reach  unto. 
But  yet  1  run  before  my  horfe  to  market : 
Clarence  Hill  breathes  ;  Edward  ftili  lives,  and  reigns; 
When  they  are  crone  then  mull  I  count  mv  gains. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

Another  Street. 
Enter  the  Corfe  of  Henry  the  Sixth,   tviti  Halherts  to 
guard  it  j  Lady  Anne  being  the  Mourner. 
Anne.  Set  down,  fet  down  your  honourable  lead. — 
If  honour  may  be  fhrouded  in  a  hearfe, — 
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Whilft  I  awhile  obfequiouily  lament 

The  untimely  fall  of  virtuous  Lancafter. — 

Poor  key-cold  figure  of  a  holy  king  ! 

Pale  afhes  of  the  houfe  of  Lancafter  ! 

Thou  bloodlefs  remnant  of  that  royal  blood  ! 

Be  it  lawful  that  I  invocate  thy  ghoft, 

To  hear  the  lamentations  of  poor  Anne, 

Wife  to  thy  Edward,  to  thy  flaughter'd  fon, 

Stabb'd  by  the  felf-fame  hand thatmade  thefe  wounds ! 

Lo,  in  thefe  windows,  that  let  forth  thy  life, 

I  pour  the  helplefs  balm  of  my  poor" eyes  :— 

O,  curfed  be  the  hand,  that  made  thefe  holes ! 

Curfed  the  heart,  that  had  the  heart  to  do  it  ! 

Curfed  the  blood,  that  let  this  blood  from  hence  ! 

More  direful  hap  betide  that  hated  wretch, 

That  makes  us  wretched  by  the  death  of  thee  ! 

Than  I  can  wiih  to  adders,  fpiders,  toads, 

Or  any  creeping  venom'd  thing  that  lives  ! 

If  ever  he  have  child,  abortive  be  it, 

Prodigious,  and  untimely  brought  to  light, 

Whofe  ugly  and  unnatural  afpcct 

May  fright  the  hopeful  mother  at  the  view  ; 

And  that  be  heir  unto  his  unhappinefs  ! 

If  ever  he  have  wife,  let  her  be  made 

More  miferable  by  the  death  of  him, 

Than  1  am  made  by  my  young  lord,  and  thee ! — 

Come,  now,  toward  Chertfey  with  your  holy  load, 

Taken  from  Paul's  to  be  interred  there  : 

And,  Hill  as  you  are  weary  of  the  weight, 

Reft  you  whilft  I  lament  king  Henry's  corfe. 

Enter  Glqfler. 

Gh.  Stay  you,  that  bear  the  corfe,  andfet  it  down. 

Anne.  What  black  magician  conjures  up  this  fiend, 
To  flop  devoted  charitable  deeds  ? 

Gh.  Villains,  fet  down  the  corfe  ;  or,  by  faint  Paul, 
HI  make  a  corfe  of  him  that  difobeys. 

Gen.  My  lord,  ftand  back,  and  let  the  coffin  pafs. 

Gh.  Unmanner'd  dog !  ftand  thou  when  I  com- 
mand : 
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Advance  thy  halberd  higher  than  my  breaft, 
Or,  by  faint  Paul,  I'll  itrike  thee  to  my  foot, 
And  fpurn  upon  thee,  beggar,  for  thy  boldncis. 

Anne.  What  do  you  tremble  ?  are  you  all  afraid  ? 
Alas,  I  blame  you  not  ;  for  you  are  mortal, 
And  mortal  eyes  cannot  endure  the  devil.— 
Avaunt,  thou  dreadful  minifter  of  hell  ! 
Thou  hadfl  but  power  over  his  mortal  body, 
His  foul  thou  canlr  not  have  ;  therefore,  be  gone. 

Glo.  Sweet  faint,  for  charity,  be  not  fo  curft. 

Anne.  Foul  devil,  for  God's  fake,  hence,  and 
trouble  us  not ; 
For  thou  hall  made  the  happy  earth  thy  hell, 
Fill'd  it  withcurfmg  cries,  and  deep  exclaims. 
If  thou  delight  to  view  thy  heinous  deeds, 
Behold  this  pattern  of  thy  butcheries : — 
Oh,  gentlemen,  fee,  fee  !  dead  Henry's  wounds 
Open  their  corigeal'd  mouths,  and  bleed  afrefh  ! — ■ 
Blufh,  bluih,  thou  lump  of  foul  deformity  ; 
For  'tis  thy  prefence  that  exhales  this  blood 
From  cold  and  empty  veins,  where  no  blood  dwells ! 
-Thy  deed,  inhuman,  and  unnatural, 

Provokes  this  deluge  moft  unnatural.  

O  God,  which  this  blood  mad'ft,  revenge  his  death! 
O  earth,  which  this  blood  drink 'ft,  revenge  his 
death ! 

Either,  heaven,  with  lightning  ftrike  the  murderer  ' 
dead, 

Or,  earth,  gape  open  wide,  and  eat  him  quick ; 
As  thou  deft  fwallow  up  this  good  king's  blood, 
Which  his  hell-govern'd  arm  hath  butchered  ! 

Glo.  Lady,  }ou  know  no  rules  of  charity, 
Which  renders  good  for  bad,  bleffings  for  curfes. 

Anne.  Villain,  thou  know '11  no  law  of  God  nor 
man  ; 

No  beafl  fo  fierce,  but  knows  fome  touch  of  pity. 
Glo.  But  I  know  none,  and  therefore  am  no  beafl. 
Anne.  O  wonderful,  when  devils  tell  the  truth  ! 
Glo.  More  wonderful,  when  angels  are  fo  angiv.-- 
Vol.  V.  B  b 
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Vouchfafe,  divine  perfection  of  a  woman, 
Of  thefe  fuppofed  evils,  to  give  me  leave, 
By  circumftance,  but  to  acquit  myfelf. 

Anne.  Vouchfafe,  diifus'd  infection  of  a  man, 
For  thefe  known  evils,  but  to  give  me  leave, 
By  circumftance,  to  curfe  thy  cuifed  felf. 

Glo.  Fairer  than  tongue  can  name  thee,  let  me  have 
Some  patient  leifure  to  excufe  myfelf. 

Anne.  Fouler  than  heart  can  think  thee,  thou  canft 
make 

No  excufe  current,  but  to  hang  thyfelf. 

Glo.  By  fuch  defpair,  I  mould  accufe  myfelf. 

Anne.  And,  by  defpairing,  malt  thou  ftand  excus'd 
For  doing  worthy  vengeance  on  thyfelf, 
That  didft  unworthy  flaughter  upon  others. 

Glo.  Say,  that  I  flew  them  not  ? 

Anne.  Then  fay,  they  were  not  flain  : 
But  dead  they  are,  and,  devilifh  Have,  by  thee. 

Glo.  I  did  not  kill  your  hufoand. 

Anne.  Why,  then  he  is  alive. 

Glo.  Nay,  he  is  dead  ;  and  flain  by  Edward's  hand. 
Anne.  In  thy  foul  throat  thou  ly'ft  ;  queen  Marga- 
ret faw 

Thy  murderous  faulchion  fmoking  in  his  blood; 
The  which  thcu  once  didfl:  bend  againft  her  breaft> 
But  that  thy  brothers  beat  afide  the  point. 

Glo.  I  was  provoked  by  her  fland'rous  tongue, 
That  laid  their  guilt  upon  my  guiltlefs  ftioulders. 

Anne.  Thou  waft  provoked  by  thy  bloody  mind, 
That  never  dreamt  on  aught  but  butcheries  : 
Didft  thou  not  kill  this  Icing  ? 

Glo. '  I  grant  ye. 

Anne.  Doft  grant  me,  hedge-hog  ?  then  God  grant 
me  too, 

Thou  may'ft  be  damned  for  that  wicked  deed ! 
Oh,  he  was  gentle,  mild,  and  virtuous. — 

Glo.  The  htter  for  the  King  of  heaven  that  hath 
him. 

Anne.  He  is  in  heaven,  where  thou  {halt  never  come. 
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GU.  Let  him  thank  me,  that  holp  to  fend  him  thv^ 
ther ; 

For  he  was  fitter  for  that  place,  than  earth. 
Anne,  And  thou  unfit  for  any  place,  but  hell. 
Glo,  Yes,  one  pl^fce  elfe,  if  you  will  hear  me  name  it, 
Anne.  Some  dungeon. 
Glo,  Your  bed-chamber. 

Anne.  Ill  reft  betide  the  chamber  where  thou  lyeft! 
Glo.  So  will  it,  madam,  'till  I  lie  with  you. 
Anne.  I  hope  fo. 

Glo.  I  know  fo.— But,  gentle  lady  Anne, — 
To  leave  this  keen  encounter  of  our  wits, 
And  fill  fomewhat  into  a  flower  method  ; — 
Is  not  the  caufer  of  the  timelefs  deaths 
Of  thefe  Plantagenets,  Henry,  and  Edward, 
As  blameful  as  the  executioner  ? 

Anne.  Thou  waft  the  caufe,  and  moft  accurs'd  effect. 

Glo,  Your  beauty  was  the  caufe  of  that  effect; 
Your  beauty,  which  did  haunt  me  in  my  ileep, 
To  undertake  the  death  of  all  the  world, 
So  I  might  live  one  hour  in  your  fweet  bofom. 

Anne.  If  I  thougnt  that,  I  tell  thee,  homicide, 
Thefe  nails  Ihould  rend  tnat  beauty  from  my  cheeks. 

Glo.  Thefe  eyes  could  not  endure  that  beauty's 
wreck, 

You  ihould  not  blemifh  it,  if  I  ftood  by  : 
As  ail  the  world  is  cheered  by  the  fun, 
So  I  by  that;  it  is  my  day,  my  life. 

Anne.  Black  night  o'erfhade  thy  day,  aid  death 
thy  life  I 

Glo.  Curfe  not  thyfelf,  fair  creature;  thou  art  both- 

Anne.  1  would  1  were,  to  be  reveng'd  on  thee. 

Glo.  It  is  a  quarrel  moft  unnatural, 
To  be  reveng'd  on  aim  that  loveth  thee. 

Anne.  It  is  a  quarrel  juft  and  reasonable, 
To  be  reveng'd  on  him  that  kill'd  my  huiband. 

Glo.  He  that  bereft  thee,  lady,  of  thy  hufband, 
Did  it  to  help  thee  to  a  better  hufband. 

Anne,  His  better  doth  not  breathe  upon  the  earth. 
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Glo,  He  lives,  that  loves  you  better  than  he  could. 

Anne.  Name  him, 

Gb.  Piantagenet. 

Anne.  Why,  that  was  he. 

Glo.  The  felf-fame  name,  but  one  of  better  nature. 

Anne.  Where  is  he  ? 

GIc.  Here:  [She /fits  at  him.]  Why  doll  thou fpit 
at  me? 

Anne.  W ould  it  were  mo/tal  poifon  for  thy  fake ! 
Glo.  Never  came  poifon  from  fo  fweet  a  place. 
Anne.  Never  hung  poifon  on  a  fouler  toad. 
Out  of  my  fight !  thou  dolt  infect  mine  eyes. 

Glo.  Thine  eyes,  fweet  lady,  have  infected  mine. 
Anne.  ^Vould  they  were  bafilifks,  to  rlrike  thee 
dead! 

Glo.  I  would  they  were,  that  I  might  die  at  once  ; 
For  now  they  kill  me  with  a  living  death. 
Thofe  eyes  of  thine  from  mine  have  drawn  fait  tears > 
Sham'd  their  afpedts  with  ftore  of  child  ifh  drops : 
Thefe  eyes,  which  never  fhed  remorfeful  tear — 
Not  when  my  father  York  and  Edward  wept, 
To  hear  the  piteous  moan  that  Rutland  made, 
When  black-fac'd  Clifford  fhook  his  fword  at  him  : 
Nor  when  thy  warlike  father,  like  a  child, 
Told  the  fad  ftory  of  my  father's  death  ; 
And  twenty  times  made  paufe,  to  fob,  and  w  eep, 
That  all  the  rlanders-by  had  wet  their  cheeks, 
Like  trees  bedafh'd  with  rain  :  in  that  fad  time, 
My  manly  eyes  did  fcorn  an  humble  tear ; 
And  what  thefe  forrows  could  not  thence  exhale, 
Thy  beauty  hath,  and  made  them  blind  with  weeping. 
1  never  fu'd  to  friend,  nor  enemy  ; 
My  tongue  could  never  learn  fweet  foothing  word ; 
Eat  now  thy  beauty  is  propos'd  my  fee, 
My  proud  heart  fues,  and  prompts  my  tongue  to  fpeak, 
[  She  looks  fcornfully  at  him. 
Teach  not  thy  lip  fach  fcorn ;  for  it  was  made 
For  killing,  lady,  not  for  fuch  contempt. 
If  thy  revengeful  he?rrt  cannot  forgive, 
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Lo  !  here  I  lend  thee  this  {harp-pointed  fword  ; 

Which  if  thou  pleafe  to  hide  in  this  true  breaft, 

And  let  the  foul  forth  that  adoreth  thee, 

I  lay  it  naked  to  the  deadjy  ftroke, 

And  humbly  beg  the  death  upon  my  knee. 

[He  lays  bis  breaji  open,  foe  offers  at  it  with  his  /ward \ 
Nay,  do  not  paufe  ;  for  I  did  kill  king  Henry  ; — 
But  'twas  thy  beauty  that  provoked  me. 
Nay,  now  difpatch ;  'twas  I  that  ftabb'd  young  Ed- 
ward ;  

But  'twas  thy  heavenly  face  that  fet  me  on. 

[She  lets  fall  the  fzvorJ. 
Take  up  the  fword  again,  or  take  up  me. 

Anne.  Arife,  diffembler ;  though  I  wifh  thy  death, 
I  will  not  be  thy  executioner. 

Glo.  Then  bid  me  kill  myfelf,  and  I  will  do  it. 

Anne.  I  have  already, 

Glo.  That  was  in  thy  rage  : 
Speak  it  again,  and,  even  with  the  word, 
This  hand,  which,  for  thy  love,  did  kill  thy  Iover 
Shall,  for  thy  love,  kill  a  far  truer  love  ; 
To  both  their  deaths  malt  thou  be  acceiTary. 

Anne.  I  would,  I  knew  thy  heart. 

Glo.  'Tis  ngur'd  in  my  tongue. 

Anne.  I  fear  me,  both  are  falfe,  « 

Glo.  Then  never  man  was  true. 

Anne.  Well,  well,  put  up  your  fword. 

Glo,  Say  then,  my  peace  is  made. 

Anne.  That  mall  you  know  hereafter. 

Glo.  But  mail  I  live  in  hope  ? 

Anne.  All  men,  I  hope,  live  fo. 

Glo.  Vouchfife  to  wear  this  ring. 

[  She  puts  cn  the  ring, 

Anne.  To  take  is  not  to  give. 

Glo.  Look,  how  this  ring  encompafTeth  thy  finger, 
Even  fo  thy  breaft  enclo.fetn  my  poor  herrt ; 
Wear  both  of  them,  for  both  cf  them  are  thine. 
And  if  thy  poor  devoted  fervant  may 
Bat  beg  one  favour  at  thy  gracious  hand, 
B  b  2 
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Toon  do: i  cDrJirrn  his  happinefs  far  ever. 
J :  ::.   Whit  if  it  ? 

G.b.  Thai  ::  may  olerfe  you  leave  thefe  fad  t\t  §gW$ 
To  him  that  hath  more  cacie  to  be  a  mourner, 
And  prefer tly  repair  to  Croibv-place : 
Where — after  I  have  folernnly  interred 
At  Chertfey  monafrry  this  noble  king, 
.  .."  i  -ve:  hi-  grave  ^Ttl       repentant  tears, — 
I  will  with  ah  expedient  duty  fee  you  : — 
For  divers  is r. known  reafens  1  befeech  you, 
Grant  me  this  boon. 

Jvk€.  vv all  my  heart :  and  reach  it  joys  me  toe. 

7.;       yea  ire  become  fo  penitent.  

I  -  :Tei,  and  Berklev.  go  alen^  with  me. 

G/;.  Eid  me  farewell. 

-_£s*f.  'Tis  more  than  yon  ceferve  : 
Bat,  imce  you  teach  me  how  to  flatter  you, 
Imagine  I  have  (aid  farewell  already. 

'  Exfu-z:  ~r::c  LaJ%  Aniu, 

Gh.  Take  up  the  corfe.  £rs. 

Ger,.  Towards  Chertfey,  noble  lord : 

Gh.  No.  toVThite-F ryars :  there  attend  my  corning. 

[  Exeunt  the  refi3  ~<::ih  the  c  r/t  . 
VTas  ever  w: man  in  this  hamo.r  w  oo'd  ; 
Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  won  ? 
Ill  have  her, — bat  I  will  not  keep  her  long. 
What!  I  that  kili'd  her  huiband,  and  his  father- 
To  take  her  in  her  heart's  extremert  hate  j 
V"i:h  cartes  in  ner  mouth,  tears  in  her  ey e s . 
The  bleeding  witnefs  of  ner  hatred  by  ; 
With  G:a.  ner  c;n::.en;e.  inn  theft  bars  again::  me 
And  I  no  friends  to  back  my  fuit  withal. 
?nt  the  plain  devil,  and  dilTembling  looks, 
Ana  vet  tc  win  her.  ad  tne  world  to  nothing;  ! 
Ka !  ' 

Kvth  fne  a!  read;-  that  brave  prince 

Ef   and,  her  lord,  whom  1,  f:me  three  m  :  ntl.s 
Stab  Vd  in  my  angry  mood  at  Tewkfbary  : 
A  tweeter  and  a  lovelier  gentleman. — 
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Fram'd  in  the  prodigality  of  nature, 

Young,  valiant,  wife,  and,  no  doubt,  right  royal, — 

The  fpacious  world  cannot  again  afford  : 

And  will  fhe  yet  abafe  her  eyes  on  me, 

That  cropp'd  the  golden  prime  of  this  fweet  prince, 

And  made  her  widow  to  a  woeful  bed  ? 

On  me,  whofe  all  not  equals  Edward's  moiety  } 

On  me,  that  halt,  and  am  mifhapen  thus  ? 

My  dukedom  to  a  beggarly  denier, 

I  do  miftake  my  perfon  all  this  while : 

Upon  my  life,  me  finds,  although  I  cannot, 

Myfelf  to  be  a  marvellous  proper  man. 

I'll  be  at  charges  for  a  looking-glafs ; 

And  entertain  a  fcore  or  two  of  taylors, 

To  ftudy  fafhions  to  adorn  my  body : 

Since  I  am  crept  in  favour  with  myfelf, 

I  will  maintain  it  with  fome  little  coft. 

But,  firft,  I'll  turn  yon  fellow  in  his  grave ; 

And  then  return  lamenting  to  my  love. — 

Shine  out,  fair  fun,  'till  I  have  bought  a  glafs, 

That  I  may  fee  my  lhadow  as  I  pafs.  [  Ex;?, 

SCENE  III. 
2he  Palace, 

Enter  the  Queen,  Lord  Rivers  her  brother,  and  Lord 
Grey  her  fon, 

Ri<v,  Have  patience,  madam  ;  there's  no  doubt  his 
majefty 

Will  foon  recover  his  accuftom'd  health. 

Grey.  In  that  you  brook  it  ill,  it  makes  him  worfe : 
Therefore,  for  God's  fake,  entertain  good  comfort, 
And  chear  his  grace  with  quick  and  merry  words. 

Queen,  If  he  were  dead,  what  would  betide  of  me? 

Grey,  No  other  harm  than  lofs  of  fuch  a  lord. 

Queen,  The  lofs  of  fuch  a  lord  includes  all  harms. 

Grey,  The  heavens  have  blefs'd  you  with  a  goodly 
fon, 

To  be  your  comforter,  when  he  is  gone. 
Queeu.  Ah,  he  is  young  ;  and  his  minority 
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Is  pat  into  the  truft  of  Richard  Glofter, 
A  man  that  loves  not  me,  nor  none  of  you. 
Riv.  Is  it  concluded,  he  mall  be  protector? 
Qkeen,  It  is  determined,  not  concluded  yet: 
But  fo  it  muft  be,  if  the  king  mifcarry. 

Enter  Buckingham,  and  Stanley. 
Grey.  Here  comes  the  lords  of  Buckingham  and 
Stanley  ! 

Buck.  Good  time  of  day  unto  your  royal  grace  ! 
Stanley.  God  make  your  majeity  joyful  as  you  have 

been !  x 
Queen.  The  countefs  Richmond,  good  my  lord  of 

Stanley, 

To  your  good  prayer  will  fcarcely  fay — Amen. 
Yet,  Stanley,  notwithstanding  (he's  your  wife, 
And  loves  not  me,  be  you,  good  lord,  aiTur'd, 
I  hate  not  you  for  her  proud  arrogance. 

Stanley.    I  do  befeech  you,  either  not  believe 
'   The  envious  (landers  of  her  falfe  accufers ; 
Or,  if  me  be  accus'd  on  true  report, 
Bear  with  her  weaknefs,  which,  I  think  proceeds 
From  wayward  ficknefs,  and  no  grounded  malice. 

Queen.  Saw  you  the  king  to-day,  my  lord  of  Stanley  ? 

Stanley.  But  now  the  duke  of  Buckingham,  and  1, 
Are  come  from  viliting  his  majefty. 

Queen.  What  likelihood  of  his  amendment,  lords  ? 

Buck.  Madam,  good  hope ;  his  grace  ioeaks  chear- 
fully. 

Queen.  God  grant  him  health !  Did  you  confer 
with  him  ? 

Buck.  Ay,  madam :  he  defires  to  make  atonement. 
Between  the  duke  of  Glouer  and  your  brothers, 
And  between  them  and  my  lord  chamberlain ; 
And  fent  to  warn  them  to  his  royal  prefencc. 
x       Queen.  'Would  all  were  w%ell ! — But  that  will  never 
be!  

I  fear,  our  happinefs  is  at  the  height. 

Enter  G I  eft  or,  Haftings,  and  Dcrfet. 
Glo.  They  do  me  wrong,  and  I  will  not  endure  it : — 
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Who  are  they,  that  complain  unto  the  king  ? 

That  I,  forfootb,  am  fieri,  and  love  them  not  ? 

By  holy  Paul,  they  love  his  grace  but  lightly, 

That  fill  his  ears  with  fuch  difTentious  rumours. 

Becaufe  I  cannot  flatter,  and  fpeak  fair, 

Smile  in  men's  faces,  fmooth,  deceive,  and  cog, 

Duck  with  French  nods  and  apifh  courtefy, 

I  mull  be  held  a  rancorous  enemy. 

Cannot  a  plain  man  live,  and  think  no  harm, 

But  thus  his  fnnple  truth  muft  be  abus'd 

By  filken,  fly,  infinuating  jacks  ? 

Grey,  To  whom  in  all  this  prefence  fpeaks  your 
grace  ? 

Glo.  To  thee,  that  hart  nor  honeily,  nor  grace. 
When  have  I  injur'd  thee  ?  when  done  thee  wrong? — 
Or  thee  ? — or  thee  ? — or  any  of  your  faction  ? 

A  plague  upon  you  all !  His  royal  grace,  

Whom  God  preferve  better  than  you  would  wifh  ! — 

Cannot  be  quiet  fcarce  a  breathing  while, 

But  you  mufc  trouble  him  with  lewd  complaints. 

Queen.  Brother  of  Glofter,  you  miftake  the  matter; 
The  king — of  his  own  royal  difpofition, 
And  not  provok'd  by  any  Alitor  elfe ; 
Aiming,  belike,  at  your  interior  hatred, 
That  in  your  outward  actions  fhews  itfelf, 
Againil  my  children,  brothers,  andmyfelf; 
Makes  him  to  fend  ;  that  thereby  he  may  gather 
The  ground  of  your  ill-will,  and  fo  remove  it. 

Glo.  I  cannot  tell : — The  world  is  grown  fo  bad, 
That  wrens  may  prey  where  eagles  dare  not  perch  i 
Since  every  Jack  became  a  gentleman, 
There's  many  a  gentle  perfoirmade  a  Jack. 

Queen.  Come,  come,  we  know  your  meaning,  bro- 
ther Glofter ! 
Yon  envy  my  advancement,  and  my  friends : 
God  grant,  we  never  may  have  need  of  you  ! 

Glo.  Meantime,  God  grants  that  we  have  aeed 
of  you; 

Our  brother  is  imprifonM  by  your  means, 
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Myfelf  difgrac'd,  and  the  nobility 

Held  in  contempt ;  while  great  promotions 

Are  daily  given,  to  enoble  thofe 

That  fcarce,  fome  two  days  fince,  were  worth  a  noble. 

Queen.  By  Him,  that  rais'd  me  to  this  careful  height 
From  that  contented  hap  which  I  enjoyM, 
I  never  did  inCenfe  his  majefly 
Againft  the  duke  of  Clarence,  but  have  been 
An  earneft  advocate  to  plead  for  him. 
My  lord,  you  do  me  fhameful  injury^, 
Falfely  to  draw  me  in  thefe  vile  fufpedfo. 

Glo.  You  may  deny  that  you  were  not  the  caufe 
Of  my  lord  Haftings'  late  imprifonment. 

Riv.  She  may,  my  lord ;  for  

Glo.  She  may,  lord  Rivers? — why,  who  knows 
not  fo  ? 

She  may  do  more,  fir,  than  denying  that: 

She  may  help  you  to  many  fair  preferments ; 

And  then  deny  her  aiding  hand  therein, 

And  lay  thofe  honours  on  your  high  defert. 

What  may  fhe  not?  She  may, — ay,  marry,  may  me, — 

Riu.  What,  marry,  may  fhe  ? 

Glo.  What,  marry,  may  Hie  ?  marry  with  a  king, 
A  batchelor,  a  hand  fome  tripling  too : 
I  wiih,  your  grandam  had  a  worfer  match. 

Queen.  My  lord  of  Glofter,  I  have  too  long  borne 
Your  blunt  upbraidings,  and  your  bitter  feoffs  : 
By  heaven,  I  will  acquaint  his  majefly 
Of  thofe  grofs  taunts  I  often  have  endur'd. 
I'd  rather  be  a  country  ferv ant-maid, 
Than  a  great  queen,  with  this  condition — 
To  be  fo  baited,  fcorn'd,  and  ftormed  at : 
Small  joy  have  I  in  being  England's  queen. 

Enter  Queen  Margaret,  behind. 

g.  Mar.  And  lelTen'd  be  that  fmall,  God,  I  be- 
feech  thee ! 
Thy  honour,  Hate,  and  feat,  is  due  to  me. 

Glo.  What !  threat  you  me  with  telling  of  the  king? 
Tell  him,  and  fpare  not ;  look,  what  I  have  faid. 


Ja  L 


KING  RICHARD  III. 


299 


I  will  avouch  in  prefence  of  the  king  : 
I  dare  adventure  to  be  Tent  to  the  Tower. 
'Tis  time  to  fpeak,  my  pains  are  quite  forgot. 

0.  Alar.  Out,  devii!  I  remember  them  too  well : 
Thou  killd'ft  my  hufband  Henry  in  the  Tower, 
And  Edward,  my  poor  fon,  at  Tewkfbury. 

fi/o.  Ere  you  were  queen,  ay,  or  your  hufband  king, 
I  was  a  pack-horfe  in  his  great  affairs ; 
A  weeder-out  of  his  proud  adverlaries, 
A  liberal  rewarder  of  his  friends ; 
To  royalize  his  blood,  I  fpilt  mine  own. 

0.  Mar.  Ay,  and  much  better  blood  than  his  or 
thine. 

GIo.  In  all  which  time,  you,  and  your  hufband  Grey, 
W ere  factious  for  the  houfe  of  Lancafler ; — 
And,  Rivers,  fo  were  you  : — Was  not  your  hufband 
In  Margaret's  battle  at  Saint  Alban's  flam? 
Let  me  put  in  your  minds,  if  you  forget, 
What  you  have  been  ere  now,  and  what  you  are ; 
Withal,  what  I  ha$e  been,  and  what  I  am. 

^\  Mar.  A  murd'rous  villain,  andfo  Hill  thou  art. 

GIo.  Poor  Clarence  did  forfake  his  father  Warwick, 
Ay,  and  forfwore  himfelf, — Which  jefu  pardon  ! — 

Q^Mar.  Which  God  revenge! 

GIo.  To  fight  on  Edward's  party,  for  the  crown  ; 
And,  for  his  meed,  poor  lord,  he  is  mew'd  up  : 
I  would  to  God,  my  heart  were  flint,  like  Edward's, 
Or  Edward's  foft  and  pitiful,  like  mine ; 
I  am  too  childifh-foolifn  for  this  world. 

Mar.  Hie  thee  to  hell  for  fliame,  and  leave  this 
world, 

Thou  cacodxmon  !  there  thy  kingdom  is. 

Ri<v.  My  lord  of  Glofter,  in  thofe  bufy  days, 
Which  here  you  urge,  to  prove  us  enemies. 
We  follow'd  then  our  lord,  our  fovereign  king ; 
So  fhould  we  you,  if  you  fliould  be  our  king. 

GIo.  If  I  fliould  be  ? — I  had  rather,  be  a  pedlar : 
Far  be  it  from  my  heart,  the  thought  thereof! 

Queen.  As  little  joy,  my  lord,  as  you  fuppofe 
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Ycu  fhould  enjoy,  were  you  this  country's  king  ; 
As  little  joy  you  may  fuppofo  in  me, 
That  I  enjoy,  being  the  queen  thereof ; 

0.  Mar.  A  little  joy  enjoys  the  queen  thereof ; 
For  I  am  ihe,  and  altogether  joyfeis. 
I  can  no  longer  hold  me  patient. —      \Sbe  mimmwik 
Hear  me,  you  wrangling  pirates,  that' fall  out 
In  fharing  that  which  you  have  piiL'd  from  me : 
Which  of  you  trembles  not,  that  looks  on  me  ? 
If  net,  that  I,  being  queen,  you  bow  like  fubjevts  ; 
Yet  that,  by  j  ou  depos'd,  you  quake  like  rebels: — 
Ah,  gentle  villain,  do  not  turn  away  ! 

Gio.  Foul  wrinkled  witch,  what  mak'il  thou  in  my 
light? 

3JL  Mmr.  Bur  repetition  of  what  thou  haft  marrM  ; 
That  will  I  make,  before  I  let  thee  go. 

GU.  Wert  thou  not  baniihed,  on  pain  of  death  ? 
^J.  Mar.  I  was ;  but  I  do  find  more  pain  in  bani£h- 
ment, 

Than  death  can  yield  me  here  by  my  abode. 
A  hufbmd,  and  a  ion,  thou  OW*fl  to  me, — 
And  thou,  a  kingdom  ; — all  of  you  allegiance  : 
This  fcrrow  that  I  have,  by  right  is  yours ; 
And  all  the  pleaihres  you  uihrp,  are  mine. 

Gig .  The  curie  my  noble  father  laid  on  thee, — 
When  thou  didH  crown  his  warlike  brows  with  paper, 
And  with  thy  icorns  drew'il  rivers  from  his  eyes ; 
And  then,  to  dry  them.  gav'it.  the  duke  a  clout, 
Steep'd  in  the  faultleis  blood  of  pretty  Rutland; — 
His  curies,  then  from  bitternefs  of  foul 
Denounced  agaimt  thee,  are  ail  fallen  upon  thee  ; 
And  God,  not  we,  hath  plagu'd  thy  bloody  deed. 

Oiteen.  So  juft  is  God,  to  right  the  innocent. 

Haft.  O,  'twas  the  foule::  deed  to  -lay  that  babe, 
And  the  moft  merciiefs,  that  e'er  was  heard  of. 

Rro.  Tyrants  themielves  wept  when  it  was  reported. 

Dzrj.  Xo  man  but  propheiVd  revenge  for  it. 

B.i:k.  N  :rthumberland,  then  prefent,  wept  to  fee  it. 

t\  Mar.  What,  were  ycu  friarling  all,  before  I 
ca;r;e, 
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Ready  to  catch  each  other  by  the  throat, 

And  turn  you  all  your  hatred  now  on  me  ? 

Did  York's  dread  curie  prevail  fo  much  with  heaven. 

That  Henry's  death,  my  lovely  Edward's  death, 

Their  kingdom's  lofs,  my  woeful  banifhment, 

Could  all  but  anfwer  for  that  peevim  brat? 

Can  curfes  pierce  the  clouds,  and  enter  heaven  ?— 

Why,  then  give  way,  dull  clouds,  to  my  quick  curfes! 

Though  not  by  war,  by  furfeit  die  your  king, 

As  ours  by  murder,  to  make  him  a  king ! 

Edward,  thy  fon,  that  now  is  prince  of  Wales, 

For  Edward,  my  fon,  that  was  prince  of  Wales, 

Die  in  his  youth,  by  like  untimely  violence ! 

Thyfelf  a  queen,  for  me  that  was  a  queen, 

Out-live  thy  glory,  like  my  wretched  felf  I 

Long  may 'ft  thou  live,  to  wail  thy  children's  lofs ; 

And  fee  another,  as  I  fee  thee  now, 

Deck'd  in  thy  rights,  as  thou  art  ftall'd  in  mine  ! 

Long  die  thy  happy  days  before  thy  death  ; 

And,  after  many  lengthen'd  hours  of  grief, 

Die  neither  mother,  wife,  nor  England's  queen ! — 

Rivers, — and  Dorfet,- — you  were  ftanders  by,- — 

And  fo  wail:  thou,  lord  Haftings, — when  my  fon 

Was  flabb'd  with  bloody  daggers;  God,  I  pray  him, 

That  none  of  you  may  live  your  natural  age, 

But  by  fome  unlook'd  accident  cut  off! 

Glo%  Have  done  thy  charm,  thou  hateful  wither'd 
hag. 

0.  Mar.  And  leave  out  thee?  flay,  dog,  for  thott 
malt  hear  me. 
If  heaven  have  any  grievous  plague  in  ftore, 
Exceeding  thofe  that  I  can  wiih  upon  thee, 
O,  let  them  keep  it,  'till  thy  fms  be  ripe, 
And  then  hurl  down  their  indignation 
On  thee,  the  troubler  of  the  poor  world's  peace  ! 
The  worm  of  confcience  ilill  be-gnaw  thy  foul  1 
Thy  friends  fufpecl  for  traitors  while  thou  liv'it, 
And  take  deep  traitors  for  thy  dearell  friends ! 
No  fleep  clofe  up  that  deadly  eye  of  thine, 

Vol.V.        i  C  c 
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Unlefs  it  be  while  fome  tormenting  dream 
Affrights  thee  with  a  hell  of  ugly  devils ! 
Thou  elvifh-mark'd  abortive,  rooting  hog ! 
That  thou  waft  feaPd  in  thy  nativity 
The  flave  of  nature,  and  the  fon  of  hell ! 
Thou  llander  of  thy  mother's  heavy  womb! 
Thou  loathed  ifTue  of  thy  father's  loins ! 
Thou  rag  of  honour  !  thou  detefted — 

GIo.  Margaret. 

Q.  Mar.  Richard! 

GIo.  Ha? 

Mar.  I  call  thee  not. 

GIo.  I  cr}'  thee  mercy  then;  for  I  did  think, 
That  thou  had'ft  call'd  me  ail  thefe  bitter  names. 

£^  Mar.  Why,  fo  I  did;  but  look'd  for  no  reply. 
O,  let  me  make  xhe  period  to  my  curfe. 

GIo.  'Tis  done  by  me ;  and  ends  in — Margaret. 

^ueen.  Thus  have  you  breath'd  your  curfe  againil 
yourfelf. 

Q.  Mar.  Poor  painted  queen,  vain  flourim  of  my 
fortune  I 

Why  ftrew'ft  thou  fugar  on  that  bottled  fpider, 
Whofe  deadly  web  enfnareth  thee  about? 
Fool,  fool :  thou  whett'ft  a  knife  to  kill  thyfelf. 
The  day  will  come,  that  thou  malt  wifh  for  me 
To  help  thee  curfe  this  pois'nous  bunch-back'd  toad. 

Haji.  Falfe-boding  woman,  end  thy  frantick  curfe ; 
Left,  to  thy  harm,  thou  move  our  patience. 

0.  Mar.  Foul  fhame  upon  you !  you  have  alimov'd 
mine. 

Riv.  Were  you  well  ferv'd,  you  would  be  taught 
your  duty. 

i?.  Mar.  To  ferve  me  well,  you  all  mould  do  me 
duty, 

Teach  me  to  be  your  queen,  and  you  my  fubjecls : 
O,  ferve  rre  well,  and  teach  yourfelves  that  duty. 

Dor/.  Difpute  not  with  her,  fhe  is  lunatic. 

£K  Mar.  Peace,  mailer  marquis,  you  are  mal-apert ; 
Your  fire-new  ftamp  of  honour  is  fcarce  current : 
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O,  that  your  young  nobility  could  judge, 
What  'twere  to  lofe  it,  and  be  miferable  ! 
They  that  fland  high,  havTe  many  blafts  to  make  them  ; 
And,  if  they  fall,  they  dafh  themfelves  to  pieces. 
GIo.  Good  counfei,  marry ; — learn  it,  learn  it, 
marquis. 

Dor/.  It  touches  you,  my  lord,  as  much  as  me. 

Glo.  Ay,  and  much  more:  But  I  was  born  fo  high, 
Our  aiery  buildeth  in  the  cedar's  top, 
And  dallies  with  the  wind,  and  fcorns  the  fun. 

<9.  Mar.  And  turns  the  fun  to  made  — alas !  alas  f— » 
Witnefs  my  fun,  now  in  the  made  of  death; 
Whofe  bright  out-mining  beams  thy  cloudy  wrath 
Hath  in  eternal  darknefs  folded  up. 
Your  aiery  buildeth  in  our  aiery's  neft  : — 
O  God,  that  fee'ft  it,  do  not  fuller  it ; 
As  it  was  won  with  blood,  loft  be  it  fo  1 

Buck.  Peace,  peace,  for  fhame,  if  not  for  charity. 
Mar.  Urge  neither  charity  nor  fhame  to  me ; 
Uncharitably  with  me  have  you  dealt, 
And  fhamefully  by  you  my  hopes  are  butcher'd. 
My  charity  is  outrage,  life  my  fhame, — 
And  in  my  fname  lull  live  my  forrow's  rage ! 

Buck.  Have  done,  have  done. 

J§\  Mar.  O  princely  Buckingham,  Fllkifs  thy  hand, 
In  fign  of  league  and  amity  with  thee : 
Now  fair  befal  thee,  and  thy  noble  houfe  ! 
Thy  garments  are  not  fpotted  with  our  blood, 
Nor  thou  within  the  compafs  of  my  curfe. 

Buck.  Nor  no  one  here  ;  for  curfes  never  pafs 
The  lips  of  thofe  that  breathe  them  in  the  air. 

£K  Mar.  I'll  not  believe  but  they  afcend  the  fky, 
And  there  awake  God's  gentle-fleeping  peace. 
O  Buckingham,  beware  of  yonder  dog  ; 
Look,  when  he  fawns,  he  bites ;  and  when  he  bites, 
His  venom  tooth  will  rankle  to  the  death : 
Have  not  to  do  with  him,  beware  of  him  ; 
Sin,  death,  and  hell,  have  fet  their  marks  upon  him  ; 
And  all  their  minifters  attend  on  him. 
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GIo.  What  doth  (he  fay,  my  lord  of  Buckingham  ? 
Buck.  Nothing  that  I  refpecl:,  my  gracious  iord. 
£K  Mar.  What,  doit  thou  fcorn  me  for  my  gentle 
counfel  t 

And  footh  the  devil  that  I  warn  thee  from  ? 

O,  but  remember  this  another  day, 

When  he  mail  fplit  thy  very  heart  with  forrow  ; 

And  fay,  poor  Margaret  was  a  prophetefs. — 

Live  each  of  you  the  fubjecb  to  his  hate, 

And  he  to  yours,  and  all  of  you  to  God's !  [Exit, 

Buck.  My  hair  doth  Hand  on  end  to  hear  her  curfes. 

Riv*  And  fo  doth  mine;  I  wonder,  hhe's  at  liberty. 

GIo.  I  cannot  blame  her,  by  God's  holy  mother ; 
She  hath  had  too  much  wrong,  and  I  repent 
My  part  thereof,  that  I  have  done  to  her. 

Queen.  I  never  did  her  any,  to  my  knowledge. 

GIo.  Yet  you  have  all  the  vantage  of  her  wrong, 
I  was  too  hot  to  do  fome  body  good, 
That  is  too  cold  in  thinking  of  it  now. 
Marry,  as  for  Clarence,  he  is  well  repay 'd  ; 
He  is  frank'd  up  to  fatting  for  his  pains ; 
God  pardon  them  that  are  the  caufe  thereof! 

Riv.  A  virtuous  and  a  chriftian-like  conclusion, 
To  pray  for  them  that  hath  done  fcathe  to  us. 

GIo.  So  do  I  ever,  being  well  advis'd ; — 
For  had  I  curs'd  now,  I  had  curs'd  myfelf.  [AJtde. 
Enter  Catejhy. 

Catef.  Madam,  his  majefty  doth  call  for  you, — 
And  for  your  grace, — and  you,  mv  noble  lords. 

Queen.   Cateiby,  I  come  :— Lords,   will  you  go 
with  me? 

Riv.  Madam,  we  will  attend  your  grace. 

[  Exeunt  all  but  Glojier. 

GIo.  1  do  the  wrong,  and  firft  begin  to  brawl. 
The  fecret  mifchiefs  that  1  let  abroach, 
I  lay  unto  the  grievous  charge  of  others. 
Clarence,  whom  I,  indeed,  have  laid  in  darknefs> 
I  do  beweep  to  many  firnple  guils ; 
Namely,  to  Stanley,  Raftings,  Buckingham; 
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And  tell  them— 'tis  the  queen  and  her  allies, 
That  ftir  the  king  againft  the  duke  my  brother. 
Now  they  believe  it;  and  withal  whet  me 
To  be  reveng'd  on  Rivers,  Vaughan,  Grey : 
But  then  I  Agh,  and,  with  a  piece  of  fcripture, 
Tell  them — that  God  bids  us  do  good  for  evil : 
And  thus  I  clothe  my  naked  villainy 
With  old  odd  ends,  floPn  forth  of  holy  writ ; 
And  feem  a  faint,  when  moft  I  play  the  devil. 

Enter  two  Murderers. 
But  foft,  here  come  my  executioners. — 
How  now,  my  hardy,  ftout,  refolved  mates  ? 
Are  you  now  going  to  difpatch  this  thing? 

1  Mur.  We  are,  my  lord  ;  and  come  to  have  the 
warrant, 

That  we  may  be  admitted  where  he  is. 

GIo.  Well  thought  upon,  I  have  it  hereabout  me  ; 
When  you  have  done,  repair  to  Crofby-place. 
But,  firs,  be  Aid  den  in  the  execution, 
Withal  obdurate,  do  not  hear  him  plead  ; 
For  Clarence  is  well  fpoken,  and,  perhaps, 
May  move  your  hearts  to  pity,  if  you  mark  him. 

1  Mur.  Tut,  tut,  my  lord,  we  will  not  Hand  to 
prate, 

Talkers  are  no  good  doers ;  be  affurM, 

We  go  to  ufe  our  hands,  and  not  our  tongues. 

GIo.  Your  eyes  drop  mill-flon.es,  when  fools' eyes 
drop  tears : 

I  like  you,  lads ; — about  your  bufmefs  ftraight ; 
Go,  go,  difpatch. 

1  Mur.  We  will,  my  noble  lord.  PExmnt. 

S    C    E    N    E  IV. 

An  Apartment  in  the  "Tower. 
Enter  Clarence,  and  Brakenbury. 
Brak.  Why  looks  your  grace  fo  heavily  to-day  ? 
Clar.  O,  1  have  paft  a  miserable  night. 
So  full  of  fearful 'dreams,  of  ugly  fights, 
That  as  I  am  a  chiiftian  faithful  man, 
Cc  2 
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I  would  not  fpend  another  fuch  a  night, 
Though  'twere  to  buy  a  world  of  happy  days; 
So  full  of  difmal  terror  was  the  time. 

Brak.  What  was  your  dream,  my  lord  ?  I  pray 

you,  tell  me. 
Clar.  Methought,  that  J  had  broken  from  the  Tow- 
er, 

And  was  embark'd  to  crofs  to  Burgundy  ; 

And,  in  my  company,  my  brother  Glofler : 

Who  from  my  cabin  tempted  me  to  walk 

Upon  the  hatches ;  thence  we  look'd  towards  England, 

And  cited  up  a  thoufand  heavy  times, 

During  the  wars  of  York  and  Lancafter 

That  had  befall'n  us.    As  we  pac'd  along 

Upon  the  giddy  footing  of  the  hatches, 

Methcught,  that  Glofter  Humbled ;  and,  in  fallings 

Struck  me,  that  thought  to  Hay  him,  overboard, 

Into  the  tumbling  billows  of  the  main. 

O  Lord  !  methought  what  pain  it  was  to  drown  ! 

What  dreadful  noife  of  water  in  mine  ears ! 

What  fights  of  ugly  death  within  mine  eyes  ! 

Methought,  I  faw  a  thoufand  fearful  wrecks  ; 

A  thoufand  men,  that  fifties  gnaw'd  upon ; 

Wedges  of  gold,  great  anchors,  heaps  of  pearl, 

Ineltimable  Hones,  unvalued  jewels, 

All  leaner' d  in  the  bottom  of  the  fea. 

Some  lay  in  dead  men's  fkulls ;  and,  in  thofe  holes, 

Where  eyes  did  once  inhabit,  there  were  crept 

(As  'twere  in  fcorn  of  eyes)  reflecting  gems, 

That  woo'd  the  flimy  bottom  of  the  deep, 

And  mock'd  the  dead  bones  that  lay  fcatter'd  by. 

Brat.  Had  ycu  fuch  leifure  in  the  time  of  death, 
To  gaze  upon  thefe  fecrets  of  the  deep  ? 

Clar.  Methought,  I  had ;  and  often  did  I  Hrive 
To  yield  the  ghoil :  but  Hill  the  envious  flood 
Kept  in  my  foul,  and  would  not  let  it  forth 
To  feek  the  empty,  vafl,  and  wand'ring  air  ; 
But  fmother'd  it  within  my  panting  bulk, 
Which  almoH  burfl  to  belch  it  in  the  fea. 

Brak.  Awak'd  you  not  with  this  fore  agony  ? 
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Clar.  O,  no,  my  dream  was  lengthen'd  after  life  ; 
O,  then  began  the  tempeft  of  my  foul ! 
I  pafs'd,  methought,  the  melancholy  flood, 
With  that  grim  ferryman  which  poets  write  of, 
Unto  the  kingdom  of  perpetual  night. 
The  firft  that  there  did  greet  my  ft  ranger  foul, 
Was  my  great  father-in-law,  renowned  Warwick ; 
Who  cry'd  aloud, — What  fcourge  for  perjury 
Can  this  dark  monarchy  afford  falfe  Clarence  $ 
And  fo  he  vaniuYd  :  Tnen  came  wand'ring  by 
A  fhadow  like  an  angel,  with  bright  hair 
Dabbled  in  blood ;  and  he  mriek'd  out  aloud, — 
Clarence , is  come, — -falfe,  fleeting,  perjured  Clarence? 
That  fiabby  dme  in  the  field  by  Ihwkjbury  ; — 
Seize  on  him,  furies,  take  him  to  your  torments  ! — 
With  that,  methought,  a  legion  of  foul  fiends 
Environ'd  me,  and  howled  in  mine  ears 
Such  hideous  cries,  that,  with  the  very  noife, 
I  trembling  wak'd,  and,  for  a  feafon  after, 
Could  not  believe  but  that  I  was  in  hell  ; 
Such  terrible  impreffion  made  my  dream. 

Brak.  No  marvel,  lord,  that  it  affrighted  you  ; 
I  am  afraid,  methinks,  to  hear  you  tell  it. 

Clar.  O,  Brakenbury,  I  have  done  thefe  things, — 
That  now  give  evidence  againft  my  foul, — 
For  Edward's  fake  ;  and,  fee  how  he  requites  me  ! 

0  God  !  if  my  deep  prayers  cannot  appeafe  thee, 
But  thou  wilt  be  aveng'd  on  my  mifdeeds, 

Yet  execute  thy  wrath  on  me  alone  : 

O,  fpare  my  guiltlefs  wife,  and  my  poor,  children!— 

1  pray  thee,  gentle  keeper,  ftay  by  me  ; 
My  foul  is  heavy,  and  I  fain  would  fleep. 

Brak,  I  will,  my  lord  ;  God  give  your  grace  good 
reft  ! —  [  Clarence  Jleeps. 

Sorrow  breaks  feafons,  and  repofmg  hours, 
Makes  the  night  morning,  and  the  noon-tide  night- 
Princes  have  but  their  titles  for  their  glories, 
An  outward  honour  for  an  inward  toil; 
And,  for  unfelt  imaginations; 
They  often  feel  a.  world  of  reitiefs  cares : 
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So  that,  between  their  titles  and  low  name, 
There's  nothing  differs  but  the  outward  fame. 

Enter  t!j2  tzvo  Murderers. 

1  Murd.  Ko  !  who's  here  ? 

Brak.  What  w  ouldh:  thou,  fellow  r  and  howcam'ft 
thou  hither  ? 

2  Murd.  I  would  fpeak  with  Clarence,  and  I  came 
hither  on  my  legs. 

Brak.  What,  fo  brief? 

I  Murd.  O,  fir,  ''tis  better  to  be  brief  than  tedi- 
ous :  

Shew  him  our  commiuion,  talk  no  more. 
Brak.  I  am,  in  this,  commanded  to  deliver 

The  noble  duke  of  Clarence  to  ycur  hands  :  

I  will  not  real  on  what  is  meant  hereby, 
Becaufe  I  will  be  guiltiefs  of  the  mearinj. 

Here  are  the  keys  ;  -there  fits  th:  i  ;k:  afeep ; 

I'll  to  the  king  ;  and  fignify  to  him, 

That  thus  I  have  refign'd  to  you  my  charge. 

1  Murd.  You  may,  iir,  'tis  a  point  of  wifdom  : 
Fare  yoa  well.  [Exit  Brakrchury* 

2  Murd.  What,  ihall  we  nab  him  as  he  ileeps : 

\  Murd.  No;  he'ii  fay  'twas  done  cowardly  when 
he  wakes. 

2  Murd.  When  lie  wa kes  :  why,  fool,  he  ihall  never 
wake  until  the  great  judgment  day. 

1  Murd.  Way,  then  he'll  fay,  we  ftabb'd  him 
ileeping. 

2  Murd.  The  urging  of  that  word,  judgment, 
hath  bred  a  kind  of  rerncrfe  in  me. 

1  Mura.  What  ?  art  thou  afraid  ? 

2  Murd.  Not  to  kill  him,  having  a  warrant  tor  it; 
but  to  bedamnd'd  for  killing  him.  from  the  which  no 
warrant  can  defend  me. 

1  Murd.  I  thought  thou  hadft  been  refclute. 

2  Murd.  So  I  am  to  let  him  live. 

1  Murd.  ITi  back  to  the  duke  of  Gloiter,  and  tell 
him  fo. 

2  Murd,  Nay,  I  pr'ythee,  ftay  a  little  :  I  hope 
this  companionate  humour  of  mine  will  change  ;  it 
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was  wont  to  hold  me  bat  while  one  would  tell  twenty, 
1'  Murd.  How  doit  thou  feel  thyfelf  now  ? 
2  Murd.  'Faith  Tome  certain  dregs  of  confcience 

are  yet  within  me. 

1  Murd.  Remember  our  reward,  when  the  deed's 
done. 

2  Murd,  Come,  he  dies ;  I  had  forgot  the  reward. 

1  Murd.  Where's  thy  confcience  now  ? 

2  Murd.  In  the  duke  of  Glofter's  purfe. 

1  Murd,  When  he  opens  his  purfe  to  give  us  our 
reward,  thy  confcience  flies  out. 

2  Murd.  'Tis  no  matter;  let  it  go;  there's  few,  or 
none,  will  entertain  it. 

1  Murd.  What,  if  it  come  to  thee  again  ? 

2  Murd.  I'll  not  meddle  with  it,  it  is  a  dangerous 
thing,  it  makes  a  man  a  coward :  a  man  cannot  Ileal,  but 
it  accufeth  him  ;  a  man  cannot  fwear,  but  it  checks 
him:  a  man  cannot  lye  with  his  neighbour's  wife,  but 
it  detects  him :  'Tis  a  blufhing  fhame-fac'd  fpirit, 
that  mutinies  in  a  man's  bofom ;  it  fills  one  full  of 
obftacles :  it  made  me  once  reilore  a  purfe  of  gold  that 
by  chance  I  found  ;  it  beggars  any  man  that  keeps  it : 
it  is  turn'd  out  of  ail  towns  and  cities  for  a  dangerous 
thing  ;  and  every  man  that  means  to  live  well,  en- 
deavours to  truil  to  himfelf,  and  live  without  it. 

1  Murd.  'Zounds,  it  is  even  now  at  my  elbow, 
perfuading  me  not  to  kill  the  duke. 

2  Murd.  Take  the  devil  in  thy  mind,  and  believe 
him  not ;  he  would  iniinuate  with  thee,  but  to  make 
thee  figh. 

1  Murd.  I  am  ftrong  fram'd,  he  cannot  prevail  with 
me. 

2  Murd.  Spoke  like  a  tall  fellow,  that  refpecls  his 
reputation.    Come,  mall  we  fall  to  work  ? 

1  Murd.  Take  him  over  the  coilard  with  the  hilts 
of  thy  (word,  and  then  throw  hirn  into  the  malmfey- 
butt  in  the  next  room. 

2  Murd.  O  excellent  device!  and  make  a  fop  of 

him. 

I  Murd.  Soft!  he  wakes* 
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2  Murd.  Strike. 

i  Murd.  No,  we'll  reafon  with  him. 
Clar.  Where  art  thou,  keeper?  give  me  a  cup  of 
wine. 

I  Murd.  You  (hall  have  wine  enough,  my  lord, 
anon. 

Clar.  In  God's  name,  what  art  thou  ? 
i  Murd.  A  man,  as  you  are. 
Clar.  But  not  as  I  am,  royal. 
1  Murd.  Nor  you,  as  we  are,  loyal. 
Clar.  Thy  voice  is  thunder,  but  thy  looks  are  hum- 
ble. 

1  Murd.  My  voice  is  now  the  king's,  my  looks 

mine  own. 

Clar.  How  darkly,  and  how  deadly  dorr,  thou  fpeak ! 
Your  eyes  do  menace  me  :  why  look  you  pale  ? 
Who  fent  you  hither  ?  Wherefore  do  you  come  ? 

2  Murd.  To,  to,  to, — 
C lar.  To  murder  me  ? 
Both.  Ay,  ay. 

Clar.  You  fcarcely  have  the  hearts  to  tell  me  fo, 
And  therefore  cannot  have  the  hearts  to  do  it. 
Wherein,  my  friends,  have  I  offended  you  ? 

1  Murd.  Offended  us  you  have  not,  but  the  king. 
Clar.  I  fhall  be  reconciled  to  him  again. 

2  Murd.  Never,  my  lord ;  therefore  prepare  to  die. 
Clar.  Are  you  call'd  forth  from  out  a  world  of  men, 

To  flay  the  innocent  ?  What  is  my  offence  ? 
Where  is  the  evidence  that  doth  accufe  me  ? 
Wrhat  lawful  quefl  have  given  their  verdicl  up 
Unto  the  frowning  judge  ?  or  who  pronounc'd 
The  bitter  fentence  of  poor  Clarence'  death? 
Before  I  be  convict  by  courfe  of  law, 
To  threaten  me  with  death,  is  moil:  unlawful. 
I  charge  you,  as  you  hope  to  have  redemption, 
That  you  depart,  and  lay  no  hands  on  me ; 
The  deed  you  undertake  is  damnable. 

I  Murd.  What  we  will  do,  we  do  upon  command. 

Z  Murd.  And  he  that  hath  commanded,  is  our  king. 
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Clar.  Erroneous  vaflkl !  the  great  King  of  kings 
Hath  in  the  table  of  his  law  commanded, 
That  thou  malt  do  no  murder;  wilt  thou  then 
Spurn  at  his  edict,  and  fulhra  man's  ? 
Take  heed  ;  for  he  holds  vengeance  in  his  hand, 
To  hurl  upon  their  heads  that  break  his  law. 

2  Murd.  And  that  fame  vengeance  doth  he  hurl 
on  thee, 

For  falfe  forfwearing,  and  for  murder  too  : 
Thou  didlt  receive  the  facrament,  to  fight 
In  quarrel  of  the  houfe  of  Lancafter. 

1  Murd.  And,  like  a  traitor  to  the  name  of  God, 
Didft  break  that  vow,  and,  with  thy  treacherous  blade, 
Unripp'dft  the  bowels  of  thy  fovereign's  fon. 

2  Murd.   Whom  thou  wall  fworn  to  cherifn  and 

defend. 

i  Murd,  How  canfl  thou  urge  God's  dreadful  law 
to  us, 

When  thou  hail  broke  it  in  fuch  dear  degree  ? 

Clar.  Alas !  for  whofe  fake  did  I  that  ill  deed  ? 
For  Edward,  for  my  brother,  for  his  fake ; 
He  fends  you  not  to  murder  me  for  this : 
For  in  that  lin  he  is  as  deep  as  I. 
If  God  will  be  avenged  for  the  deed, 
O,  know  you  yet,  he  doth  it  publickly  : 
Take  not  the  quarrel  from  his  powerful  arm ; 
He  needs  no  indirect  nor  lawlefs  courfe, 
To  cut  ofT  thofe  that  have  offended  him. 

I  Murd.  Who  made  thee  then  a  bloody  minifter, 
When  gallant-fp ringing,  brave  Plantagenet, 
That  princely  novice,  was  ftruck  dead  by  thee  ? 

Clar.  My  brother's  love,  the  devil,  and  my  rage. 

Murd.  Thy  brother's  love,  our  duty,  and  thy  fault, 
Provoke  us  hither  now  to  (laughter  thee. 

Clar.  If  you  do  love  my  brother,  hate  not  me ; 
I  am  his  brother,  and  I  love  him  well. 
If  you  are  hir'd  for  meed,  go  back  again, 
And  I  will  fend  you  to  my  brother  G loiter ; 
Who  fhall  reward  you  better  for  my  life, 
Than  Edward  will  for  tidings  of  my  death. 
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2  Murd.  You  are  deceiv'd,  your  brother  Glofler 
hates  you. 

Cla.  Oh,  no ;  he  loves  me,  and  he  holds  me  dear : 
Go  you  to  him  from  me/ 
Beth.  Ay,  fo  we  will. 

Cla.  Tell  him,  when  that  our  princely  father  York 
Blefs'd  his  three  fons  with  his  victorious  arm, 
And  charg'd  us  from  his  foul  to  love  each  other, 
He  little  thought  of  this  divided  friendfnip  : 
Bid  Giofter  think  on  this,  and  he  wiM  weep. 

I  Murd.  Ay,  mill-Hones ;  as  he  leiTon'd  us  to  weep* 

Clar.  O,  do  not  flander  him,  for  he  is  kind. 

i  Murd.  Right,  as  Inow  in  ha  r  vert. — Come,  you 
deceive  yourfelf; 
5Tis  he  that  fends  us  to  deiiroy  you  here. 

Clar.  It  cannot  be  ;  for  he  bewept  my  fortune, 
And  hugg'd  me  in  his  arms,  and  fwore  with  fobs, 
That  he  would  labour  my  delivery. 

1  Murd.  Why,  fo  he  doth,  when  he  delivers  you 
From  this  earth's  thraldom  to  the  joys  of  heaven. 

z  Murd.  Make  peace  with  God,  for  you  mult  die, 
my  lord. 

Clar.  Hail  thou  that  holy  feeling  in  thy  foul, 
To  counlel  me  to  make  my  peace  with  God, 
And  art  thou  yet  to  thy  own  foul  fo  blind, 
That  thou  wilt  war  with  God  by  murdering  me  :-— 
O,  firs,  coniider,  he  that  fets  you  on 
To  do  this  deed,  will  hate  you  for  the  deed. 

2  Murd.  What  mail  we  do  ; 
Clar.  Relent,  and  fave  your  fouls. 

Which  of  you,  if  you  were  a  prince's  Ton, 
Being  pent  from  liberty,  as  I  am  now, — 
If  two  fuch  murderers  as  yourfelves  came  to  you— 
Would  not  entreat  for  life  ?  as  you  would  beg, 
Were  you  in  my  diftrefij  

i  Murd.  Relent !  'tis  cowardly,  and  wornaniih. 

Clar,  Not  to  relent,  is  beaftly,  lavage,  devilim.— «• 
My  friend,  i  fpy  fome  pity  in  thy  looks ; 
O,  if  thine  eye  be  not  a  flatterer, 


Aa  ll. 


KING  RICHARD  XII. 


Come  thou  on  my  fide,  and  entreat  for  me : 
A  begging  prince  what  beggar  pities  not? 

2  Murd.  Look  behind  you,  my  lord. 

i  Murd.  Take  that,  and  that;' if  ail  this  will  not 
ferve,  [Stabs  him. 

I'll  drown  you  in  the  malmfey-butt  within.  [Exit. 

n  Murd,  A  bloody  deed,  and  defperately  difpatch'dl 
How  fain,  like  Pilate,  would  I  walh  my  hands 
Of  this  molt  grievous  guilty  murder  done  ! 

Re-oAer  firft  Murderer. 

1  Murd.  How  now  ?  what  mean'il:  thou,  that  thou 

help 'It  me  not  r 
By  heaven,  the  duke  mail  know  how  Hack  you  have 
been. 

2  Murd.  I  would  he  knew  that  1  had  fav'd  his 

brother ! 

Take  thou  the  fee,  and  tell  him  what  I  fay ; 

For  J  repent  me  that  the  duke  is  ilain.  [Exit* 

i  Murd.  So  do  not  I ;  go,  coward,  as  thou  art — 
Weil,  Pll  go  hide  the  body  in  fome  hole, 
'Till  that  the  duke  give  order  for  his  burial : 
And  when  I  have  my  meed,  I  will  away  ; 
For  this  will  out,  and  then  I  mult  not  ftay. 

[Exit  with  the  body.-* 


A  C  T    II.       S  C  E  N  E  L 
The  Court. 

Enter  King  Edward  jick,  the  ^ueen,  Dor/et,  R-i^uerz, 
Hajtings,  Bucki/igbam,  Grey,  and  others. 

K,  Edw.  TI7HY,  fo:— now  have  I  done  a  good 

V  V         day's  ^  ork  ; 
You  peers,  continue  this  united  league  ; 
I  every  day  expect  an  embalTage 
Vol.  V.  Dd 
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From  my  Redeemer  to  redeem  me  hence  ; 
And  now  in  peace  my  foul  mall  part  to  heaven, 
Since  I  have  made  my  friends  at  peace  on  earth. 
Rivers,  and  Haftings,  take  each  other's  hand ; 
DifTemble  not  your  hatred,  fwear  your  love. 

Riv.  By  heaven,  my  foul  is  purg'd  from  grudging 
hate ; 

And  with  my  hand  I  feal  my  true  heart's  love. 
Haft,  So  thrive  I,  as  I  truly  fwear  the  like  ! 
K.  Ed~w.  Take  heed,  you  dally  not  before  your 
king ; 

Left  he,  that  is  the  fupreme  King  of  kings, 
Confound  your  hidden  falfhood,  and  award 
Either  of  you  to  be  the  other's  end. 

Haft.  So  profper  I,  as  I, fwear  perfect  love. 

Ri<v.  And  I,  as  I  love  Mailings  with  my  heart ! 

K.  Eduj.  Madam,  yourfelf  are  not  exempt  in  this, — 
Nor  your  fon  Doric t, — Buckingham,  nor  you  ; — 
You  have  been  factious  one  againft  the  other. 
Wife,  love  lord  Haftings,  let  him  kifs  your  hand  : 
And  what  you  do,  do  it  unfeignedly. 

Queen.  There  Haftings ; — -I  will  never  more  re- 
member 

Our  former  hatred,  fo  thrive  I,  and  mine  ! 

K.  Ediv.  Dorfet  embrace  him :— Haftings,  love 
lord  marquis. 

Dor.  This  interchange  of  love  I  here  proteft, 
Upon  my  part,  mail  be  inviolable. 

Haft.  And  fo  fwear  I. 

K.  Ediv.  Now  princely  Buckingham,  feal  thou  this 
league 

With  thy  embracements  to  my  wife's  allies, 
And  make  me  happy  in  your  unity. 

Buck.  Whenever  Buckingham  doth  turn  his  hate 
Upon  your  grace,  but  with  all  duteous  love 

[  To  the  Queen. 
Doth  cherifh  you,  and  yours,  God  punifh  me 
With  hate  in  thofe  where  I  expect  moll:  loie  ! 
When  I  have  moll  need  to  employ  a  friend,  \ 


A  a  II. 


KING  RICH  A.RD  III. 


And  mod  allured  that  he  is  a  friend, 
Deep,  hollow,  treacherous,  and  full  of  guile, 
Be  he  unto  me  !  This  do  I  beg  of  heaven, 
When  I  am  cold  in  love,  to  you,  or  yours. 

\_E7nbrach1g  Rivers, 
K.  Edw.  A  pleafmg  cordial,  princely  Buckingham, 
Is  this  thy  vow  unto  my  fickly  heart. 
There  wanteth  now  our  brother  Glofler  here, 
To  make  the  bleiTed  period  of  this  peace. 

Buck.  And,  in  good  time,  herecomes  the  noble  duke. 

Enter  Giofter. 
Glo.  Good-morrow  to  my  fovereign,  king  and 
queen  ; 

,And,  princely  peers,  a  happy  time  of  day  ! 

K.  Ed>w.  Happy,  indeed,  as  we  have  fpent  the 
day  :  — 

Brother,  we  have  done  deeds  of  charity  ; 
Made  peace  of  enmity,  fair  love  of  hate, 
Between  thefe  fwelling  wrong-incenfed  peers. 

Glo.  A  bleiTed  labour,  my  moll  fovereign  liege— 
Among  this  princely  heap,  if  any  here, 
By  falfe  intelligence,  or  wrong  furmife, 
Hold  me  a  foe ;  if  I  unwittingly 
Have  aught  committed  that  is  hardly  borne 
By  any  in  this  prefen:e,  I  defire 
To  reconcile  me  to  his  friendly  peace  : 
5Tis  death  to  me,  to  be  at  enmity  ; 
I  hate  it,  and  defire  all  good  men's  love. — 
Firii,  madam,  I  entreat  true  peace  of  you, 
Which  I  will  purchafe  with  my  duteous  fervicc ; — r* 
Of  you,  my  noble  coufm  Buckingham, 
If  ever  any  grudge  were  lodg'd  between  us ; — 
Of  you,  lord  Rivers, — and,  lord  Grey,  of  you, 
That  all  without  defer t  have  frown'd  on  me ; — ■ 
Of  you,  lord  Woodville, — and,  lord  Scales,  of  you, — ? 
.Dukes,  earls,  lords,  gentlemen;  indeed,  of  all, 
I  do  not  know  that  Englishman  alive, 
With  whom  my  foul  is  any  jot  at  odds, 
More  than  the  infant  that  is  born  to-night 
1  thank  my  God  for  my  humility, 
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%'£>£7/.  A  holy-day  this  fhall  be  kept  hereafter  : — 
I  would  to  God,  all  ftrifes  were  well  compounded. — 7 
My  fovereign  lord,  I  do  befeech  your  highnefs 
To  take  our  brother  Clarence  to  your  grace. 

Glo.  Why,  madam,  have  I  ofFer'd  love  for  this, 
To  be  fo  flouted  in  this  royal  prefence'?, 
Who  knows  not,  that  the  gentle  duke  is  dead  ? 

\They  allftart* 

You  do  him  injury,  to  fcorn  his  corfe. 

K.  Ediv.  Who  knows  not,  he  is  dead  !  who  knows 
he  is  ?  x 

Queen.  All-feeing  heaven,  what  a  world  is  this  \ 

Buck.  Look  I  fo  pale,  lord  Dorfet,  as  the  reft? 

Dor.  Ay,  my  good  lord;  and  no  man  in  the  prefence,, 
But  his  red -colour  hath  forfook  his  cheeks. 

K.  Ed-uu.  Is  Clarence  dead  ?  the  order  was  revers'd. 

Glo.  But  he,  poor  man,  by  your  iirfl  order,  died4 
And  that  a  winged  Mercury  did  bear ; 
Some  tardy  cripple  bore  the  countermand, 
That  came  too  lag  to  fee  him  buried  : — 
God  grant,  that  Tome,  lefs  noble,  and  lefs  loyal, 
Nearer,  in  bloody  thoughts,  and  not  in  blood, 
Deferve  not  worfe  than  wretched  Clarence  did, 
And  yet  go  current  from  fufpicion  ! 

Enter  Lord  Stanley. 

Stan.  A  boon,  my  fovereign,  for  my  fervice  done! 

K.  Ed-uu.  I  pr'ythee,  peace  ;  my  foul  is  full  of  for- 
row. 

Stan.  I  will  not  rife,  unlefs  your  highnefs  hear  me. 
K.  Ed-uu.  Then  fay  at  once,  what  is  it  thou  re- 

quefiJik 

Sian\  The  forfeit,  fovereign,  of  my  fervant's  life; 
Who  flew  to-day  a  riotous  gentleman, 
Lately  attendant  on  the  duke  of  Norfolk. 

K.  Ed-uu.  Have  I  a  tongue  to  doom  my  brother's 
death, 

And  fliall  that  tongue  give  pardon  to  a  flave  ? 
My  brother  kiil'd  no  man,  his  fault  was  thought, 
And  vet  his  punilhment  was  bitter  death. 
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Who  fu'd  to  me  for  him  ?  who,  in  my  wrath, 

Kneel'd  at  my  feet,  and  bid  me  be  advis'd  r 

Who  fpoke  of  brotherhood  ?  who  fpoke  of  love  \ 

Who  told  me,  how  the  poor  foal  did  forfake 

The  mighty  Warwick,  and  did  tight  for  me? 

Who  told  me,  in  the  field  at  Tewkfbury, 

When  Oxford  had  me  down,  he  refcu'd  me, 

And  faid,  Dear  brother,  li  ve,  and  be  a  king  ! 

Who  told  me,  when  we  both  lay  in  the  field. 

Frozen  almod  to  death,  how  he  did  lap  me 

Even  in  his  garments  ;  and  did  give  liimfelf, 

All  thin  and  naked,  to  che  numb-cold  night  f 

All  this  from  my  remembrance  brutiih  wrath 

Sinfully  pluck'd,  and  not  a  man  of  ycu 

Had  fo  much  grace  to  put  it  in  my  mind. 

But,  when  your  carters,  or  your  waiting  yaffil's, 

Have  done  a  drunken  (laughter,  and  defae'd 

The  precious  image  of  our  dear  Redeemer, 

You  ftraight  are  on  your  knees  for  pardon,  pardon  ; 

And!,  unjufdy  too,  rauft  grant  it  you  \ 

But  for  my  brother  not  a  man  would  fpeak,— 

Nor  I  (ungracious)  fpeak  unto  myfelf 

For  him,  poor  foul. — -The  prouder!  of  you  all 

Kath  been  beholden  to  him  in  his  life  ; 

Yet  none  of  you  would  once  plead  for  his  life,— 

0  God  !  I  fear,  thy  jufiice  will  take  hold 

On  me,  and  you,  and  mine,  and  yours,  for  this.— 
Come,  Haftings,  help  me  to  my  clofet.  Oh, 
Poor  Clarence  !     [Exeunt  King  and  Queen,  Raftings, 
Rivers y  Dorjet,  and  Grey. 
Glo.  Thefe  are  the  fruits  of  rafnnefs !— Mark'd  you 
not, 

How  that  the  guilty  kindred  of  the  queen 

Look'd  pale,  when  they  did  hear  of  Clarence'  death? 

0 1  they  did  urge  it  (till  unto  the  king : 

God  will  revenge  it.    Come,  lords;  will  you  eo, 
To  comfort  Edward  with  our  company  ! 

Buck.  We  wait  upon  your  grace,  [Exeunt. 
Dd  2 
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SCENE  II. 

The/ami. 

Enter  the  Duche/i  of  York,  with  the  two  children  of 
Clarence, 

Son.  Good  grandam,  tell  us,  is  our  father  dead  ? 
Ducb.  No,  boy. 

Daugb.  Why  do  you  weep  fo  oft  ?  and  beat  your 

breaf!  ? 

And  cry. — O  Clarence,  my  unhappy  fonj  - 

Sen.  Why  do  you  look  on  us,  and  make  your  head, 
And  call  us,— orphans,  wretches,  caft-aways, 
If  that  our  noble  father  be  alive  ? 

Ducb.  My  pretty  coufins,  you  miftake  me  both  : 
I  do  lament  the  ficknefs  of  the  king, 
As  loth  to  loie  him,  not  yourfathei's  death; 
It  were  loft  forrow,  to  wail  one  that's  loft. 

Son.  Then  grandam,  j  ou  conclude  that  he  is  dead. 
The  king  mine  uncle  is  to  blame  for  this : 
God  will  revenge  it ;  whom  I  will  importune 
With  earneft  prayers,  all  to  that  effect. 

Daugh.  And  fo  will  L 

Ducb.  Peace,  children,  peace !  the  king  doth  love 

you  well : 
Incapable  and  mallow  innocents, 
You  cannot  guefs  who  caus'd  your  father's  death. 

Son.  Grandam,  w  e  can  :  for  my  good  uncle  Glo.ler 
Told  me,  the  king,  provok'd  to't  by  the  queen, 
Devis'd  impeachments  to  imprifon  him  : 
And  when  my  uncle  told  me  fo,  he  wept, 
And  pitied  me,  and  kindly  khs'd  my  cheek ; 
Bade  me  rely  on  him,  as  on  my  father, 
And  he  would  love  me  dearly  as  his  child. 

Ducb.  Ah,  that  deceit  mould  fteal  fetch  gentle 

fhapes, 

Ana  with  a  virtuous  vizor  hide  deep  vice  ! 
He  is  my  (on,  ay,  and  therein  my  fhame, 
Yet  from  my  dugs  lie  drew  not  t  tis  deceit. 

Son.  Think  you  my  uncle  did  dikemble,  grandam? 
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Ducb.  Ay,  boy. 

San.  I  cannot  think  it.   Hark  !  what  noife  is  this? 

Enter  the  Queen,   difiracledly ;   Rivers,   and  Dcrfet, 
after  her. 

Queen.  Ah  !  who  fliall  hinder  me  to  wail  and  weep? 
To  chide  my  fortune  and  torment  myfelf  ? 
I'll  join  with  black  defpair  againft  my  foul, 

And*  to  myfelf  become  an  enemy.  — 

Ducb*  What  means  this  fcene  of  rude  impatience? 
Queen.  To  make  an  acl  of  tragic  violence  : 

Edward,  my  lord,  thy  fon,  our  king,  is  dead.'  

Why  grow  the  branches,  when  the  root  is  gone  ? 

Why  wither  not  the  leaves,  that  want  their  lap  ? — 

If  you  will  live,  lament ;  if  die,  be  brief ; 

That  our  fwift-winged  fouls  may  catch  the  king's, 

Or,  like  obedient  fubje<5ts,  follow  him 

To  his  new  kingdom  of  perpetual  refe. 

Ducb.  Ah,  fo  much  intereft  have  I  in  thy  forrow, 
As  I  had  title  in  thy  noble  hufbaiid  ! 
I  have  bewept  a  worthy  hulband's  death, 
And  liv'd  by  looking  on  his  images : 
But  now,  two  mirrors  of  his  princely  femblance 
Are  crack'd  in  pieces  by  malignant  death  ; 
And  I  for  comfort  have  but  one  falfe  glafs, 
That  grieves  me  when  I  fee  my  fhame  in  him. 
Thou  art  a  widow  ;  yet  thou  art  a  mother, 
And  haft  the  comfort  of  thy  children  left  thee  : 
But  death  hath  fnatch'd  my  hulband  from  my  arms, 
And  pluck'd  two  crutches  from  my  feeble  hands, 
Clarence,  and  Edward.    O,  what  caufe  have  I 
(Thine  being  but  a  moiety  of  my  grief) 
To  over-go  thy  plaints,  and  drown  thy  cries  ? 

Son.  Ah,  aunt !  [2b  the  Queen.]  you  wept  not  for 
our  father's  death ; 
How  can  we  aid  you  with  our  kindred  tears  ? 

Daugh.  Our  fatherlefs  diftrefs  was  left  unmoan'd, 
Your  widow  dolour  likewife  be  unwept ! 
Qusen.  Give  me  no  help  in  lamentation, 
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I  am  not  barren  to  bring  forth  laments  : 
All  fprings  reduce  their  currents  to  mine  eyes, 
That  ly  being  govern'd  by  the  watry  moon, 
May  fend  forth  plenteous  tears  to  drown  the  world  ! 
Ah,  for  my  human d,  for  my  dear  lord  Edward  ! 
ChiL  Ah,  for  our  father,  for  our  dear  lord  Cla- 
rence I 

Duch.  Alas,  for  both,  both  mine,    Edward  and 
Clarence  ! 

Queen.  What  fray  had  I,  but  Edward  ?  and  he?s 
gone. 

ChiL  What  flay  had  we,  but  Clarence  r   and  he's 
gone. 

Duch.  What  (lay  had  I,  but  they  ?  and  they  are 
gone. 

ihieen.  Was  never  widow,  had  fo  dear  a  lofs. 

ChiL  Were  never  orphans,  had  fo  dear  a  lofs. 

Duch.  Was  never  mother,  had  fc  dear  a  lofs. 
Alas !  I  am  the  mother  cf  thefe  griefs ; 
Their  woes  are  parcel! 'd,  mine  are  general. 
She  for  an  Edward  weeps,  and  fo  do  I  ; 
I  for  a  Clarence  weep,  fo  doth  not  fhe  : 
Thefe  babes  for  Clarence  weep,  and  fo  do  I  ; 

I  fcr  an  Edward  weep,  fo  do  net  they  :  

Alas  !  you  three,  on  me,  threefold  diftrefs'd, 
Pour  all  your  tears ;  I  am  your  fofrow's  nurfe, 
And  I  v/ill  pamper  it  with  lamentations. 

Dcr.  Comfort,  dear  mother;  Godismuchdifpieas'd, 
That  ycu  take  with  iinthankftUnefs  his  doing : 
In  common  worldly  things,  'tis  called — ungrateful, 
With  dull  unwillingnefs  to  repay  a  debt, 
Which  with  a  bounteous  hand  was  kindly  lent ; 
Much  more,  to  be  thus  oppofite  with  heaven, 
For  it  requires  the  royal  debt  it  lent  you. 

Riv.  Madam,  bethink  you,  like  a  careful  mother, 
Of  the  young  prince  your  fon  :  fend  ftraight  for  him,. 
Let  him  be  crown'd;  in  him  your  comfort  lives  : 
Drown  defperate  forrow  in  dead  Edward's  grave, 
And  plant  your  joys  in  living  Edward's  throne. 
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Enter  Glojlcr,  Buckingham,  Stanley,  tlajfings,  and 
Ratcliff. 

Glo.  Sifter,  have  comfort :  all  of  us  have  caufe 
To  wail  the  dimming  of  our  mining  Har  ; 
But  none  can  cure  their  harms  by  wailing  them.— 
Madam,  my  mother,  I  do  cry  you  mercy, 
I  did  not  fee  your  grace  : — Humbly  on  my  knee 
I  crave  your  Welling. 

Duch,  God  blefs  thee;  and  put  meeknefs  in  thy 
breaft, 

Love,  charity,  obedience,  and  true  duty  ! 

Glo.  Amen ;  and  make  me  die  a  good  old  man  I — 
That  is  the  butt-end  of  a  mother's  bleffing !  [JJtde* 
I  marvel,  that  her  grace  did  leave  it  out. 

Buck.  You  cloudy  princes,  and  heart-forrowing 
peers, 

That  bear  this  mutual  heavy  load  of  moan, 
Now  chear  each  other  in  each  other's  love  : 
Though  we  have  fpent  our  harveft  of  this  king, 
We  are  to  reap  the  harveit  of  his  ion. 
The  broken  rancour  of  your  high-fwoln  hearts, 
But  lately  fplinted,  knit,  and  join'd  together, 
Mult  gently  be  prefer  v-'d,  cherifh'd,  and  kept : 
Me  feemeth  good,  that,  with  fome  little  train, 
Forthwith  from  Ludlow  the  young  prince  be  fetch'd 
Hither  to  London,  to  be  crown'd  our  king. 

Riv.  Why  with  fome  little  train,  my  lord  of  Buck- 
ingham ? 

Buck.  Marry,  my  lord,  left  by  a  multitude, 
The  new-heal'd  wound  of  malice  Ihould  break  out : 
Which  would  be  fo  much  the  more  dangerous. 
By  how  much  the  eilate  is  green,  and  yet  ungovern'd a 
Where  every  horfe  bears  his  commanding  rein, 
And  may  direct  hiscourfe  as  pleafe  himfelf, 
As  well  the  fear  of  harm,  as  harm  apparent, 
In  my  opinion,  ought  to  be  prevented. 

Glo.  I  hope  the  king  made  peace  with  all  of  us  ; 
And  the  compacl  is  firm,  and  true,  in  me. 

Riv.  And  fo  in  me ;  and  fo,  I  think,  in  all : 
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Yet,  fmce  it  is  but  green,  it  mould  be  put 
To  no  apparent  likelihood  of  breach, 
Which,  haply,  by  much  company  might  be  urg'd  : 
Therefore,  I  fay,  with  noble  Buckingham, 
That  it  is  meet  fo  few  fhould  fetch  the  prince. 
Haft.  And  fo  fav  I. 

G/j.  Then  be  it  fo :  and  go  we  to  determine 
Who  they  (hall  be  that  ilraigh:  mall  poll  to  Ludlow. 
Madam,. — and  you  my  mother, — will  you  go 
To  give  your  cenfures  in  this  weighty  bufinefs  r 

[Exeunt  Queen,  &c. 
Alanent  Buckingham  and  Glofter. 

Buck.  My  lord,  whoever  journeys  to  the  prince, 
For  God's  fake,  let  not  us  two  flay  at  home  : 
For,  by  the  way,  Til  fort  occaiion, 
As  index  to  the  ftory  we  late  talk'd  of. 
To  part  the  queen's  proud  kindred  from  the  prince* 

Glo.  My  other  felf,  my  counfel's  conMory, 
My  oracle,  my  prophet ! — My  dear  coufin, 
I,  as  a  child,  will  go  by  thy  direction. * 
Towards  Ludlow  then,  for  we'll  not  flay  behind. 

[  Exeunt* 

SCENE  fit 
A  Street  near  the  Court, 
Enter  tzvo  Citizens,  meeting. 

1  Cit.  Good  morrow,  neighbour:  Whither  away 

fo  fail  r 

2  Cit.  I  promiie  you,  I  hardly  know  myfelf : 
Hear  you  the  news  abroad  j 

1  Cit.  Yes„  that  the  king  is  dead. 

2  Cit.  Ill  news,  by'r  lady:  feldom  comes  a  better  : 
I  fear,  I  fear,  'twill  prove  a  giddy  world. 

Enter  another  itiz&t. 

3  Cit.  Neighbours,  God  fp:ed! 

I  Cit.  Give  you  good  morrow,  fir. 
3  Cit.  Doth  the  news  hold  of  good  king  Ed  ward's 
death  ? 

5  Cit.  Ay,  Mr,  it  b  tQO  true  ;  God  help,  the  while! 
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3  Cit.  Then,  matters,  look  to  fee  atroubloas  world. 

1  Cit.  No,  no ;  by  God's  good  grace,  his  Ton  mail 

reign. 

3  Cit.  Woe  to  that  land,  that's  govern'd  by  a  child ! 

2  Cit.  Jn  him  there  is  a  hope  of  government ; 
That,  in  his  nonage,  council  under  him, 
And,  in  his  full  and  ripen'd  years,  himfelf, 

No  doubt,  mail  then,  and,  till  then,  govern  well. 

1  Cit.  So  Hood  the  Mate,  when  Henry  the  fixth 
Was  crown'd  in  Paris  but  at  nine  months  old, 

5  Cit.  Stood  the  ftate  fo?  no,  no,  good  friends, 
God  wot ; 

For  then  this  land  was  famoufly  enrich'd 
With  politic  grave  counfcl ;  then  the  king 
Had  virtuous  uncles  to  protect  his  grace. 

1  Cit.  Why,  fo  hath  this,  both  by  his  father  and 
mother. 

3  Cit.  Better  it  were,  they  all  came  by  his  father ; 
Or,  by  his  father,  there  were  none  at  all : 

For  emulation  now,  who  fnall  be  nearer!, 

Will  touch  us  all  too  near,  if  God  prevent  not. 

O,  full  of  danger  is  the  duke  of  Gloiter  ; 

And  the  queen's  fons,and  brothers, haughtand proud: 

And  were  they  to  be  ruPd  and  not  to  rule, 

This  fickly  land  might  folace  as  before. 

1  Cit.  Come,  come,  we  fear  the  wori! ;  all  will 

be  well. 

3  Cit.  When  clouds  are  feen,  wife  men  put  on  their 
cloaks ; 

When  great  leaves  fall,  then  winter  is  at  hand; 
When  the  fun  fets,  who  doth  not  lock  for  night? 
Untimely  dorms  make  men  expect  a  dearth : 
All  may  be  well ;  but,  if  God  fort  it  fo, 
*Tis  more  than  we  deferve,  or  I  expect. 

2  Cit.  Truly,  the  hearts  of  men  are  full  of  fear  ; 
You  cannot  reafon  almoil  with  a  man 

That  looks  not  heavily,  and  full  of  dread. 

3  Cit.  Before  the  days  of  change,  itill  is  it  fo  : 
By  a  divine  inftincl:,  men's  minds  miftruft 
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Enfuing  danger ;  as,  by  proof,  we  fee 
The  water  fwell  before  a  boiU'roas  ftorm. 
But  leave  it  all  to  God.    Whither  away  ? 

2  Cit.  Marry,  we  were  fent  for  to  the  juftices. 

3  Cit.  And  fo  was  I ;  I'll  bear  you  company. 

[  Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 

A  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Archbiftcp  cf  York,  the  young  Duke  cf  York,  the 
Queen,  arid  the  Duchefs  of  York. 

Arch.  Lafl  night,  I  heard,  they  lay  at  Northampton ! 
At  Stony-Stratford  they  do  reft  to-night : 
To-morrow,  or  next  day,  they  will  be  here. 

Duch.  I  long  with  all  my  heart  to  fee  the  prince  : 
I  hope,  he  is  much  grown  fince  iaft  I  faw  him. 

f$ueen.  But  I  hear,  no  ;  they  fay,  my  fon  of  York 
Has  almoft  overta'en  him  in  his  growth. 

York.  Ay,  mother,  but  1  would  not  have  it  fo. 

Duch.  Why,  my  young  coulin :  it  is  good  to  grow. 

York.  Grandam,  one  night  as  we  did  fit  at  fupper, 
My  uncle  Rivers  talk'd  ho*-  I  did  grow 
More  than  my  brother;  Ay,  quoth  my  uncle  Glofter, 
Small  herbs  have  grace,  great  weeds  do  grozv  apace  : 
And  fmce,  methinks,  I  would  not  grow  fo  faft, 
Becaufe  fweet  flowers  are  flow,  and  weeds  make  hade. 

Duch.  Good  faith,  good  faith,  the  faying  did  not 
hold 

In  him  that  did  object  the  fame  to  thee  : 

He  was  the  wretched'ft  thing,  when  he  was  young, 

So  long  a.  growing,  and  fo  leifurely, 

That,  if  his  rule  were  true,  he  mould  be  gracious. 

Arch.  And  fo,  no  doubt,  he  is,  my  gracious  madam. 

Duch.  I  hope,  he  is ;  but  yet  let  mothers  doubt. 

York.  Now,  by  my  troth,  if  I  had  been  remember'd, 
I  could  have  given  my  uncle's  grace  a  flout, 
To  touch  his  growth,  nearer  than  he  touch'd  mine. 

Duch.  How,  my  young  York;   I  pr'ythee,  let 
me  hear  it. 
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York.  Marry,  they  fay,  my  uncle  grew  fo  fail, 
That  he  could  gnaw  a  emit  at  two  years  old  ; 
'Twas  full  two  years  ere  I  could  get  a  tooth. 
Grandam,  this  would  have  been  a  biting  jell. 

Duch.  I  pr'y  thee,  pretty  York,  who  told  thee  this  i 

York,  Grandam,  his  nurfe. 

Duck.   His  nurfe !  why,  fhe  was  dead  ere  thow 
waft  born. 

York.  If 'twere  not  fhe,  I  cannot  tell  who  told  me. 

Qjueen.  A  parlous  boy : — Go  to,  you  are  too  (hrewd. 

Duch.  Good  madam,  be  not  angry  with  the  child. 

Queen.  Pitchers  have  ears. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Arch.  Here  comes  a  meffenger :  What  news  ? 

Me/.  Such  news,  my  lord,  as  grieves  me  to  unfold, 

Qneen.  How  doth  the  prince? 

Mef.  Well,  madam,  and  in  health. 

Duch.  What  is  thy  news  ? 

Mef.  Lord  Rivers,  and  lord  Grey, 
Are  lent  to  Pomfret,  prifoners ;  and,  with  them, 
Sir  Thomas  Vaughan. 

Duch.  Who  hath  committed  them  ? 

Mef.  The  mighty  dukes,  Glofter  and  Buckingham, 

Queen.  For  what  offence  ? 

Mef  The  fum  of  all  I  can,  I  have  difclos'd ; 
Why,  or  for  what,  the  nobles  were  committed, 
Is  all  unknown  to  me,  my  gracious  lady. 

Queen.  Ah  me,  I  fee  the  ruin  of  my  houfe  I 
The  tyger  now  hath  feiz'd  the  gentle  hind 
Infulting  tyranny  begins  to  jut 
Upon  the  innocent  and  awlefs  throne  : — 
Welcome  deilruclion,  blood,  and  maffacre ! 
I  fee,  as  in  a  map,  the  end  of  all. 

Duch.  Accurfed  and  unquiet  wrangling  days  ! 
How  many  of  you  have  mine  eyes  beheld  ? 
My  hufband  loft  his  life  to  get  the  crown  ; 
And  often  up  and  down  my  fons  were  toft, 
For  me  to  joy,  and  weep,  their  gain,  and  lofs: 
And  being  feated,  and  domeftic  broils 
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Clean  over-blown,  themfelves,  the  conquerors, 
Make  war  upon  themfelves ;  brother  to  brother, 
Blood  to  blood,  felf  againft  felf : — O,  prepofterous 
And  frantic  outrage,  end  thy  damned  Ipleen ; 
Or  let  me  die,  to  iook  on  death  no  more  ! 

Queen.  Come, come,  my  boy,  we  will  to  fancluary. — 
Madam,  farewell. 

Duch.  Stay,  I  will  go  with  you. 

.  Queen.  You  have  no  cauie. 

.  Arch.  My  gracious  lady,  go. 
And  thither  bear  your  treafure  and  your  goods. 
For  my  part,  I'll  reiign  unto  your  grace 
The  feal  I  keep :  x*\nd  lb  betide  to  me, 
As  well  I  tender  you,  and  all  of  yours ! 
Gome,  FU  conduct  you  to  the  fanctuary.  [Exeunt, 


ACT    III.       SCENE  L 
In  London. 

The  trumpets  found.    Enter  the  Prince  of  Wales,  the 

Dukes  of  Glcfler  and  Buckingha?n,  Cardinal  Bour- 

chier,  and  others* 
Buck.  TTT ELCOME,  fweet  prince,  to  London, 
\  V         t0  your  chamber. 

Glo.  Welcome,  dear  coufin,  my  thoughts'  fovereign; 
The  weary  way  hath  made  you  melancholy. 

Prince.  No  uncle  ;  but  our  croffes  on  the  way 
Have  made  it  tedious,  wearifome,  and  heavy : 
I  want  more  uncles  hereto  welcome  me. 

G/«.  Sweet  prince,  the  untainted  virtue  of  your  years 
Hath  not  yet  div'd  into  the  world's  deceit: 
"No  more  can  }ou  diltinguifh  of  a  man, 
Than  of  his  outward  fhew ;  which  God,  he-knows,, 
Seldom,  or  never,  jumpeth  with  the  heart. 
IJioie  uncles,  which  you  want,  were  dangerous.; 
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Your  grace  attended  to  their  fugar'd  words, 
But  look  not  on  the  poifon  of  their  hearts : 
God  keep  you  from  them,  and  fromfuch  falfe  friends ! 
Prince.  God  keep  me  from  falfe  friends !  but  they 
were  none. 

Gki  My  lord,  the  Mayor  of  London  comes  to 

greet  you. 
Enter  the  Lord  Mayer,  and  his  train. 
Mayor.  God  blefs  your  grace  with  health  and  happy 

days  ! 

Prince.  I  thank  you,  good  my  lord  : — and  thank 
you  all. 

I  thought,  my  mother,  and  my  brother  York, 
Would  long  ere  this  have  met  us  on  the  way : — 
Fie,  what  a  flug  is  Haftings !  that  he  comes  not 
To  tell  us,  whether  they  will  come,  or  no. 

Enter  Haftings. 
Buck.  And,  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  fweating 
lord. 

Prince.  Welcome,  my  lord :  What,  will  our  mother 
come  ? 

Haft.  On  what  occafion,  God  he  knows,  not  I, 
The  queen  your  mother,  and  your  brother  York, 
Have  taken  fanduary  :  The  tender  prince 
Would  fain  have  come  with  me  to  meet  your  grace, 
But  by  his  mother  was  perforce  withheld. 

Buck.  Fie  !  what  an  indirect  and  peevifh  courfe 
Is  this  of  hers  ? — Lord  cardinal,  will  your  grace 
Perfuade  the  queen  to  fend  the  duke  of  York 
Unto  his  princelv  brother  prefently  ? 
If  fne  deny, — lord  Haftings,  you  go  with  him, 
And  from  her  jealous  arms  pluck  him  perforce. 

Card.  My  lord  of  Buckingham,  if  my  weak  oratory 
Can  from  his  mother  win  the  duke  of  York, 
Anon  expect  him  here  :  But  if  fhe  be  obdurate 
To  mild  entreaties,  God  in  heaven  forbid 
We  mould  infringe  the  holv  privilege 
Of  blelTed  fenduary  I  not  for  all  this  land, 
Would  I  be  guilty  of  fo  deep  a  fin. 
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Buck.  You  are  too  fenfelefs-obilinate,  my  lord, 
Too  ceremonious,  and  traditional: 
Weigh  it  but  with  the  grolTnefs  of  this  age, 
You  break  not  fanctuary  in  feizing  him. 
The  benefit  thereof  is  always  granted 
To  thofe  whofe  dealings  have  deferv'd  the  place, 
And  thofe  who  have  the  wit  to  claim  the  place : 
This  prince  hath  neither  claim'd  it,  nor  deferv'd  it ; 
Therefore,  in  mine  opinion,  cannot  have  it : 
Then,  taking  him  from  thence,  thatjs  not  there, 
You  break  no  privilege  nor  charter  there. 
Oft  I  have  heard  of  fandtuary  men ; 
But  fanctuary  children,  ne'er  till  now. 

Card,  My  lord,  you  mall  o'er-rule  my  mind  for 
once. — 

Come  on,  lord  Haftings,  will  you  go  with  me  ? 
Haft.  I  go,  my  lord. 

Prince.  Good  lords,  make  all  the  fpeedy  hafte  you 
may.  [Exeunt  Cardinal,  and  Haftings. 

Say,  uncle  Gl after,  if  our  brother  come, 
Where  mall  we  fojourn  'till  our  coronation? 

Glo.  Where  it  feems  befl  unto  your  royal  felf. 
If  I  may  counfel  you,  fome  day,  or  two, 
Your  highnefs  mall  repofe  you  at  the  Tower  : 
Then  where  you  pleafe,  and  mail  be  thought  moftfii: 
For  your  bed  health  and  recreation. 

Prince.  I  do  not  like  the  Tower,  of  any  place  : — 
Did  Julius  Caefar  build  that  place,  my  lord  ? 

Glo.  He  did,  my  gracious  lord,  begin  that  place ; 
Which,  fince,  fucceeding  ages  have  re-edify'd. 

Prince.  Is  it  upon  record  I  or  elfe  reported 
Succeliively  from  age  to  age,  lie  built  it? 

Buck.  Upon  record,  my  gracious  lord. 

Prince.  But  fay,  my  lord,  it  were  not  regifter'd  ; 
Methinks,  the  truth  mould  live  from  age  to  age, 
As  'twere  retaiPd  to  all  pofterity, 
Even  to  the  general  all-ending  day. 

Glo.  So  wife  fo  young,  they  fay,  do  ne'er  live  long. 

Prince.  What  fay  you  uncle  ? 
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Glo.  I  fay,  without  characters,  fame  lives  long. 
Thus,  like  the  formal  vice,  Iniquity,  7  ^^/, 

I  moralize, — two  meanings  in  one  word.      j    "  ' 

Prince.  That  Julius  Caefar  was  a  famous  man; 
With  what  his  valour  did  enrich  his  wit, 
His  wit  fet  down  to  make  his  valour  live  : 
Death  makes  no  conqueft  of  this  conqueror ; 
For  now  he  lives  in  fame,  though  not  in  life. — 
I'll  tell  you  what,  my  coufm  Buckingham  

Buck.  What,  my  gracious  lord  ? 

Prince.  An  if  I  live  until  I  be  a  man, 
I'll  win  our  ancient  right  in  France  again, 
Or  die  a  foldier,  as  I  liv'd  a  king. 

Glo.  Short  fummers  lightly  have  a  forward  fpring, 

{Ifide. 

Enter  York,  Haftings,  and  the  Cardinal. 
Buck  Now,  in  good  time  here  comes  the  duke  of 
York. 

Prince.  Richard  of  York  !  how  fares  our  loving- 
brother  ? 

Ycrk.  Well,  my  dread  lord  ;  fo  mull:  I  call  you 
now. 

Prince.  Ay,  brother ;  to  our  grief,  as  it  is  yours  : 
Too  late  he  died,  that  might  have  kept  that  title, 
Which  by  his  death  has  loll:  much  majefty. 

Glo.  How  fares  our  coufm,  noble  lord  of  York  ? 

York.  I  thank  you,  gentle  uncle.     O,  my  lord, 
You  faid,  that  idle  weeds  are  fair,  in  growth  : 
The  prince  my  brother  hath  outgrown  me  far. 

Glo.  He  hath,  my  lord. 

York.  And  therefore  is  he  idle  ? 

Glo.  O  my  fair  coufm,  1  muft  not  fay  fo. 

York.  Then  is  he  more  beholden  to  you,  than  L 

Glo.  He  may  command  me,  as  my  fovereign  ; 
But  you  have  power  in  me,  as  in  a  kinfman. 

York.  I  pray  you,  uncle,  give  me  this  dagger. 

Glo.  My  dagger,  little  coufin  ?  with  all  my  heart. 

Prince.  A  beggar,  brother  ? 

York.  Of  my  kind  uncle,  that  I  know  will  give  : 
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And,  being  but  a  toy,  which  is  no  gift  to  give. 
Glo.  A  greater  gift  than  that  I'll  give  my  coufm. 
York.  A  greater  gift !  O,  that's  the  fword  to  it  ? 
Glo.  Ay,  gentle  coufm,  were  it  light  enough. 
York.  O  then,  I  fee,  you'll  part  with  but  light 
gifts  ; 

In  weightier  things  you'll  fay  a  beggar,  nay. 
Glo.  It  is  too  weighty  for  your  grace  to  wear. 
York.  I  weigh  it  lightly,  were  it  heavier. 
Glc  What,  would  you  have  my  weapon,  little  lord? 
York.  I  v-  add,  that  I  might  thank  you  as  you  call 
me. 

Glo.  How  ? 
Y*rk.  Little. 

Prince.  My  lordof  York  will  Hill  be  crofs  in  talk — 
Uncle,  your  grace  knows  how  to  bear  with  him. 

York.  You  mean  to  bear  me,  not  to  bear  with  me : — 
Uncle,  my  brother  mocks  both  you  and  me ; 
Eecaufe  that  I  am  little  like  an  ape, 
He  thinks  that  you  mould  bear  me  on  your  moulders. 

Buck.  With  what  a  fharp-provided  wit  he  reafons  t 
To  mitigate  the  fcorn  he  gives  his  uncle, 
He  prettily  and  aptly  taunts  himfelf : 
So  cunning,  and  fo  young,  is  wonderful. 

Glo.  My  lord,  wilPt  pleafe  you  pafs  along  ? 
Myfelf,  and  my  good  coufm  Buckingham, 
WTill  to  your  mother;  to  entreat  of  her, 
To  meet  you  at  the  Tower,  and  welcome  you. 

York.  What,  will  you  go  unto  the  Tower,  my  lord? 

Prince.  My  lord  prote&or  needs  will  have  it  fo. 

York,  I  mail  not  deep  in  quiet  at  the  Tower. 

Glo.  Why,  what  mould  you  fear? 

York.  Marry,  my  uncle  Clarence'  angry  ghoft. ; 
My  grandam  told  me,  he  was  murther'd  there. 

Prince.  I  fear  no  uncles  dead. 

Glo.  Nor  none  that  live,  I  hope. 

Prince.  An  if  they  live,  1  hope,  I  need  not  fear. 
But  come  my  lord,  and,  with  a  heavy  heart, 
Thinking  on  them,  go  I  unto  the  Tower. 
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[  Exeunt  Prince,   York,  Raftings,  Cardinal,  4$  / 
Attendants. 

Buck.  Think  you,  my  lord,  this  little  prating  Y ork 
Was  not  inccnfed  by  his  fubtle  mother, 
To  taunt  and  fcorn  you  thus  opprobrioufly  ? 

Glo.  No  doubt,  no  doubt;  O,  'tis  a  parlous  boy  ; 
Bold,  quick,  ingenious,  forward,  capable; 
He's  all  the  mother's  from  the  top  to  toe. 

Buck.  Well,  let  them  reft.— Come  hither  Cate/by; 
thou  art  fworft 
As  deeply  to  effect  what  we  intend, 
As  clofely  to  conceal,  what  we  impart : 
Thou  know'ft  our  reafons  urg'd  upon  the  way; — 
What  think'ft  thou  ?  is  it  not  an  eafy  matter 
To  make  William  lordHaftings  of  our  mind, 
For  the  inftalment  of  this  noble  duke 
In  the  feat  royal  of  this  famous  ifle  ? 

Catef.  He  for  his  father's  fake  fo  loves  the  prince, 
That  he  will  not  be  won  to  aught  againft  him. 

Buck.  What  think'ft  thou  then  of  Stanley?  will  not 
he? 

Catef.  He  will  do  all  in  all  as  Haftings  doth. 
Buck.  Well  then,  no  more  but  this :  Go,  gentle 
Catefby, 

And,  as  it  were  far  off,  found  thou  lord  Haftings, 

How  he  doth  ftand  affected  to  our  purpofe ; 

And  fummon  him  to-morrow  to  the  Tower, 

To  fit  about  the  coronation. 

If  thou  doft  find  him  tractable  to  us, 

Encourage  him,  and  tell  him  all  our  reafons: 

If  he  be  leaden,  icy,  cold,  unwilling, 

Be  thou  fo  too  ;  and  fo  break  off  the  talk, 

And  give  us  notice  of  his  inclination  : 

For  we  to-morrow  hold  divided  councils, 

Wherein  thyfelf  {halt  highly  be  employ'd. 

Glo.    Commend  me  to  lord  William  :    tell  him 
Catefby, 

His  ancient  knot  of  dangerous  adverfaries 
To-morrow  are  let  blood  at  Pomfret-caftle  ; 
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And  bid  my  friend,  for  joy  of  this  good  news, 
Give  miftrefs  Shore  one  gentle  kifs  the  more. 

Buck.    Good  Catefby,  go,  effect  this  bufinefs* 
fcundly. 

Cate/  IVly  goodlords  both;  with  all  the  heed  I  can. 
Glo.  Shall  we  hear  from  you,  Catefby,  ere  we  fleep  ? 
Catef.  You  mail;  my  lord. 

Glo.  At  Crofby-piace,  there  you  (hall  find  us  both. 

[Exit  Caiejby. 

Buck.  Now,  my  lord,  w  hat  mall  we  do,  if  we  per- 
ceive x 
Lord  Hafdngs  will  not  yield  to  our  compiots  ? 

Glo.  Chop  oil* his  head,  man; — fomewhat  we  will 
do: 

And,  look,  when  I  am  king,  claim  thou  of  me 
The  earldom  of  Hereford,  and  all  the  moveables 
Whereof  the  king  my  brother  was  pofTefs'd. 

Buck.  I'll  claim  that  promife  at  your  grace's  hand* 
Glo.  And  look  to  have  it  yielded  with  all  kindnefs. 
Come  let  us  fup  betimes  ;  that  afcerwards 
We  may  digefi  our  compiots  in  fome  form.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Before  Lord  Haftings'  Hoi/e. 
Enter  a  MeJJenger. 

Me/.  My  lord,  my  lord,  

Haft.  [Within.]  Who  knocks? 
Me/.  One  from  lord  Stanley. 
Baft.  What  is't  o'clock  ? 
Me/  Upon  the  ilroke  of  four. 

Enter  Haftings. 
Haft.  Cannot  thy  mailer  fleep  thefe  tedious  nights  ? 
Me/.  So  it  mould  feem  by  that  I  have  to  fay. 
Firft,  he  commends  him  to  your  noble  lordihip. 
Haft.  And  then. — 

Me/.  Then  certifies  your  lordfruA  ,  that  this  night 
He  dreamt,  the  boar  had  rafed  oft  his  helm  : 
Befides,  he  fays,  there  are  two  councils  held  ; 
And  that  may  be  determined  at  the  one> 
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Which  may  make  you  and  him  to  meat  the  other. 
Therefore  he  fends  to  know  your  lordfhip's  pleafure,-?- 
If  prefently  you  will  take  horfe  with  him, 
And  with  all  fpeed  poll  with  him  towards  the  north, 
To  man  the  danger  that  his  foal  divines. 

Haft.  Go,  fellow,  go,  return  unto  thy  lord  : 
Bid  him  not  fear  the  feparated  councils  : 
His  honour,  and  myfelf,  are  at  the  one  ; 
And,  at  the  other,  is  my  good  friend  Catefby ; 
Where  nothing  can  proceed  that  toucheth  us, 
Whereof  I  fhall  not  have  intelligence. 
Tell  him,  his  fears  are  fhallow,  wanting  inftance  : 
And  for  his  dreams, — I  wonder,  he's  fo  fond 
To  truft  the  mockery  of  unquiet  flumbers  : 
To  fly  the  boar,  before  the  boar  purfues, 
Were  to  incenfe  the  boar  to  follow  us, 
And  make  purfuit,  where  he  did  mean  no  chafe. 
Go,  bid  thy  matter  rife  and  come  to  me ; 
And  we  will  both  together  to  the  Tower, 
Where,  he  mall  fee,  the  boar  will  ufe  us  kindly. 

Mef  I'll  go,  my  lord,  and  tell  him  what  yo» 
fay.  [Exit. 
Enter  Catejby. 

Catef.  Many  good  morrows  to  my  noble  lord! 

Haft.  Good  morrow,  Catefby  ;  you  are  early  ftir- 
ring; 

What  news,  what  news,  in  this  our  tottering  ftate  I 

Catef.  It  is  a  reeling  world,  indeed,  my  lord  ; 
And,  I  believe  will  never  ftand  upright, 
'Till  Richard  wear  the  garland  of  the  realm. 

Haft.  How  ?  wear  the  garland  ?  doft  thou  mean  the 

crown  ? 
Catef  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Haft.  I'll  have  this  crown  of  mine  cut  from  my 
lhoulders, 

Before  I'll  fee  the  crown  fo  foul  mifplac'd. 
But  canft  thou  guefs  that  he  doth  aim  at  it  ? 

Catef.  Ay,  on  my  life  ;  and  hopes  to  find  you  for- 
ward 
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Upon  his  party,  for  the  gain  thereof : 

And,  thereupon,  he  fends  you  this  good  news,  

That,  this  fame  very  day,  your  enemies, 

The  kindred  of  the  queen,  mult  die  at  Pomfret. 

Haft.  Indeed,  I  am  no  mourner  for  that  news, 
Becanfe  they  have  been  ftill  my  adverfaries  : 
But,  that  Til  give  my  voice  on  Richard's  £de, 
i  o  bar  my  mailer's  heirs  in  true  deicent, 
God  knows,  I  will  not  do  it,  to  the  death. 

Cazef,  God  keep  your  lord&ip  in- that  gracious 
mind! 

Hafr.  But  I  mall  laugh  at  this  a  twelvemonth 

hence,,  

That  they,  who  brought  me  in  my  mailer's  hate, 
I  live  to  look  upon  their  tragedy. 
Weil,  Cate&y,  ere  a  fortnight  make  me  older, 
I'll  lend  lome  packing,  that  yet  think  not  on't. 

Gate/.  'Tis  a  vile  thing  to  die,  my  gracious  lord* 
When  men  are  unprepared,  and  look  not  for  it. 

Bbfi*  O  monitrous,  monitrotis!  and  fo  falls  it  out 
With  Rivers,  Vaughan,  Grey;  and  fo 'twill  do 
With  fome  men  elfe,  who  think  themfelves  as  fafe 
As  thou,  and  I  ;  who,  as  thou  know 'it,  are  dear 
To  princely  Richard,  and  to  Buckingham. 

Catef.  The  princes  both  make  high  account  of* 

y :   

Per  thev  account  his  head  upon  the  bridge.     \  Ajide. 

Hajl.  I  know  they  do ;  and  I  have  well  deferv'd  it. 
Enter  Stanley. 
Come  on,  come  on,  where  is  your  boar-fpear.  man  : 
Fear  you  the  boar,  and  go  fo  unprovided? 

SuuJ.  My  lord,  good  morrow; — and  good  mor- 
row Catefby : — 
You  may  jeft  on,  but,  by  the  holy  rood, 
I  do  not  like  thefe  feveral  councils,  I. 

Hafi.  My  lord. 
I  hold  my  life  as  dear  as  you  do  yours ; 
And  never,  in  my  days,  I  do  proteft, 
Was  it  more  precious  to  me  than  'tis  now ; 
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Think  you,  but  that  I  know  our  ftate  fecure, 
I  would  be  Co  triumphant  as  I  am  ? 

Stanl.  The  lords  at  Pomfret,  when  they  rode  from 
London, 

Were  jocund,  and  fuppos'd  their  Hates  were  fure, 
And  they,  indeed,  had  no  caufe  to  miftruft  ; 
But  yet,  you  fee,  how  foon  the  day  o'ercaft. 
This  fudden  ftab  of  rancour  I  mifdoubt ; 
Pray  God,  I  fay,  I  prove  a  needlefs  coward  ! 
What,  mail  we  toward  the  Tower?  the  day  is  fpent. 

Haft.  Come,  come,  have  with  you. — Wot  you 
what,  my  lord  ? 
To-day  the  lords  you  talk  of  are  beheaded. 

Stanl.  They,  for  their  truth,  might  better  wear 
their  heads, 

Than  fome,  that  have  accus'd  them,  wear  their  hats.,. 
But  come,  my  lord,  let's  away. 

Enter  a  Purf  aidant. 
Haft.  Go  on  before,  I'll  talk,  with  this  good  fellow. 

[  Exeunt  Lord  Stanley,  and  Catefby. 
Sirrah,  how  now  ?  how  goes  the  world  with  thee  ? 
Pur/.  The  better,  that  your  lordfnip  pleafe  to  aik. 
Haft.  I  tell  thee,  man,  'tis  better  with  me  now, 
Than  when  thou  met'ft  me  laft  where  now  we  meet : 
Then  I  was  going  prifoner  to  the  Tower, 
By  the  fuggeftion  of  the  queen's  allies ; 
But  now,  4  tell  thee,  (keep  it  to  thyfelf) 
This  day  thbfe  enemies  are  put  to  death, 
And  I  in  better  ftate  than  ere  1  was. 

Purf.  God  hold  it,  to  your  honour's  good  content ; 
Haft.  Gramercy,  fellow  :  There,  drink  that  for  me. 

[  Throws  him  his  purfe. 
Purf.  I  thank  your  honour.         [Exit  Purfuicvant. 

Enter  a  Prieft. 
Prieft.  Well  met ;  my  lord  ;  I  am  glad  to  fee  your 
honour. 

Haft.  I  thank  thee,  good  Sir  John,  with  all  my 
heart. 

I  am  in  your  debt  for  our  laft  exercife  j 
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Come  the  next  fabbath,  and  I  will  content  yon. 

Enter  Buckingham, 
Buck.  What,  talking  with  a  prieft,  lord  Cham- 
berlain ? 

Your  friends  at  Pomfret,  they  do  need  the  prieft ; 
Your  honour  hath  no  fhriving  work  in  hand. 

Haft.  Good  faith,  and  when  I  met  this  holy  man, 
The  men  you  talk  of  came  into  my  mind. 
What,  go  you  toward  the  Tower  ? 

Buck.  I  do,  my  lord ;  but  long  I  Ihatfnot  flay  there; 
I  mail  return  before  your  lordmip  thence. 

Haft.  Nay,  like  enough,  for  I  ftay  dinner  there. 

Buck.  And  fupper  too,  although  thou  know'ft  it 
not.  [Jftde. 
Come,  will  you  go  ? 

Haft.  I'll  wait  upon  your  lordfnip.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 
Before  Pomfret-caftle. 
Enter  Sir  Richard  Rat  cliff,  conducing  Lord  River 7, 
Lord  Richard  Grey,  and  Sir  The  ?nas  V a  ugh  an  to 
execution. 

Rat.  Come,  bring  forth  the  prifoners. 

Ri-v.  Sir  Richard  RatclifF,  let  me  tell  thee  this,— 
To-day  malt  thou  behold  a  fubject  die, 
For  truth,  for  duty,  and  for  loyalty. 

Grey.  God  keep  the  prince  from  all  the  pack  of  you ! 
A  knot  you  are  of  damned  biood-fuckers. 

Vaugk.  You  live,  that  (hail  cry  woe  for  this  here- 
after. 

Rat.  Difpatch  :  the  limit  of  your  lives  is  out. 

Rii  .  O  Pomfret,  Pomfret !  O  thou  bloody  prifon, 
Fatal  and  ominous  to  noble  peers ! 
Within  the  guilty  clofure  of  thy  walls, 
Richard  the  fecond  here  was  hack'd  to  death  : 
And,  for  more  ilander  to  tliV  difmal  feat, 
We  give  thee  up  our  guil  clefs  blood  to  drink. 

Grey.  Now  Margaret's  curfe  is  fallen  upon  our  head*. 
VlTiefl  (he  exdaim'd  en  Hc.::ir.gs;  you,  and  I, 
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For  ftanding  by  when  Richard  ftabb'd  her  Ton. 

Riv.  Then  curs'd  me  Haftings,  curs'd  Ihe  Buck- 
ingham, 

Then  curs'd  me  Richard  : — O,  remember,  God, 
To  hear  her  prayer  for  them,  as  now  for  us ! 
As  for  my  filler,  and  her  princely  fons, — 
Be  fatisfied,  dear  God,  with  our  true  bloods, 
Which,  as  thou  know'ft,  unjuftly  maft  be  fpilt! 

Rat,  Make  haile,  the  hour  of  death  is  now  expir'd. 

Riv.  Come,  Grey, — come,  Vaughan,— let  us  here 
embrace  : 

Farewell,  until  we  meet  again  in  heaven.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 
7  he  7o-zver. 

Buckingham,  Stanley,  Haftings,  Bijhop  nf  Ely,  Caiefiy, 
Lo-ueU  with  others  at  a  table. 

Haft.  Now,  noble  peers,  the  caufe  why  we  are  met 
Ls — to  determine  of  the  coronation  : 
in  God's  name,  fpeak,  when  is  the  royal  day? 

Buck*  Are  all  things  ready  for  the  royal  time  ? 

Stanl.  They  are,  and  want  but  nomination, 

■Eh.  To-morrow  then  I  judge  a  happy  day. 

Buck.  Who  knows  the  lord  proteclor\s  mind  herein? 
Who  is  molt  inward  «»4th  the  noble  duke? 

Ely.  Your  grace,  we  think,  mould  iooneft  know 
his  mind. 

Buck.  We  know  each  other's  faces :  for  our  hearts^— 
He  knows  no  more  of  mine,  than  I  of  yours  ; 
Nor  I  of  his,  my  lord,  than  you  of  mine: — 
Lord  Haftings,  you  and  he  are  near  in  love. 

Haft.  I  thank  his  grace,  I  know  he  loves  me  well: 
-But,  for  his  purpofe  in  the  coronation, 
I  have  not  founded  him,  nor  he  delivered 
His  .  gracious  pleafure  any  way  therein  : 
But  you,  my  noble  lord,  may  name  the  time  ; 
And  in  the  duke's  behalf  Til  give  my  voice, 
Which,  I  prefume,  he'll  take  in  gentle  part. 

Vol.  V.  F  f 
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E?iter  Glcfter, 

Ely.  In  happy  time,  here  comes  the  duke  himfelf. 

Glo.  My  noble  lords  and  coufins,  all  good  morrow, 
I  have  been  long  a  flceper  ;  but  I  trull, 
My  abfence  doth  neglecl  no  great  defign,  v< 
Which  by  my  prefence  might  have  been  concluded* 

Buck.  Had  you  not  come  upon  your  cue,  my  lord, 
William  lord  Hafiings  had  pronounc'd  your  part. — 
I  mean,  j  cur  v  oice, — for  crowning  of  the  king. 

Glo.  Than  my  lord  Haltings,  no  man  might  be 
bolder  ; 

His  Icrdfhip  knows  me  well,  and  loves  me  well. — 
My  lord  of  Ely,  when  I  was  laft  in  Holborn, 
I  faw  good  llrawberries  in  your  garden  there ; 
I  do  befecch  you,  fend  for  fome  of  them. 

Ely.  Marry,  and  will,  my  lord,  with  all  my  heart. 

[Exit  Ely. 

X)lc.  Coufm  of  Buckingham,  a  word  with  you. 
Catefby  hath  founded  Haflings  in  orr  bufmefs ; 
And  finds  the  tefty  gentleman  fo  hot, 
That  he  will  lofe  his  head,  ere  give  confent, 
His  mailer's  child,  as  worfhipfuliy  he  terms  it, 
Shall  lefe  the  royalty  of  England's  throne. 

Buck.  Withdraw  yourfelf  awhile,  I'll  go  with  you, 
[Exeunt  Glcjler  and  Buckingham. 

Stan!.   We  have  not  yet  fet  down  this  day  of 
triumph. 

To-morrow,  in  my  judgment,  is  too  fudden, 
For  I  myfelf  am  not  fo  well  provided. 
As  elfe  I  would  be,  were  the  day  prolong'd. 
Re-enter  Bijhop  of  Ely 
Ely.  Where  is  my  lord  protector  r  I  have  fent 
For  thefe  (Ira wherries. 

Eaji.  His  grace  looks  cheerfully  and  fmooth  this 
morning ; 

There's  fome  conceit  or  other  likes  him  well, 
When  he  doth  bid  good  morrow  with  fuch  fpirit. 
I  think  there's  ne'er  a  man  in  Chi  iftendom, 
Can  lcflet  hide  his  love,  cr  hate,  than  he ; 
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For  by  his  fice  ftraight  fliall  you  know  his  heart. 

Stanl.  What  of  his  heart  perceive  you  in  his  face, 
By  any  likelihood  he  mew'd  to-day  ? 

Haft.  Marry,  that  with  no  man  here  he  is  offended; 
For,  were  he,  he  had  fhewn  it  in  his  looks. 

Re-enter  Glofter  and  Buckingham. 

Glo.  I  pray  you  all,  tell  me  what  they  defer ve, 
That  do  confpire  my  death  with  dcviiifh  plots 
Of  damned  witchcraft;  and  that  have  prevailed 
Upon  my  body  with  their  hellifh  charms } 

Haft.  The  tender  love  I  bear  your  grace,  my  lord, 
Makes  me  moil  forward  in  this  noble  prefence 
To  doom  the  offenders :  Whofoe'er  they  be, 
I  fay,  my  lord,  they  have  defer  ved  death. 

Glo.  Then  be  your  eyes  the  witnefs  of  their  evil, 
Look  how  I  am  bewitch'd  ;  behold,  mine  arm 
Is,  like  a  Waited  fapling,  wither'd  up-: 
And  this  is  Edward's  wife,  that  monilrous  witch, 
Conforted  with  that  harlot,  ftrumpet  Shore, 
That  by  their  witchcraft  thus  have  mark'd  me. 

Haji.  If  they  havedonethis  deed, my  noble  lord, — ■ 

G  o.  If!  thou  protestor  of  this  dimned  ftrumpet, 
Talk'ft  thou  to  me  of  ifs  ? — Thou  art  a  traitor : — — 
Off  with  his  head  ; — now,  by  Saint  Paul  I  fwear, 

I  will  not  dine  until  I  fee  the  fame.  

Lovel,  and  Catefby,  look,  that  it  be  done  ;  

The  reft,  that  love  me,  rife,  and  follow  me. 

[Exit  Council,  with  Richard  and  Buckingham. 

Hajl.  Woq,  woe,  for  England  !  not  a  whit  for  me; 
For  I,  too  fond,  might  have  prevented  this : 
Stanhy  did  dream,  tne  boar  did  rafe  his  helm ; 
But  I  difdain'd  it,  and  did  [corn  to  fly. 
Three  times  to-day  my  foot-cloth  horfe  did  ftumble, 
And  ftarted,  when  he  look'd  upon  the  Tower, 
As  loth  to  bear  me  to  the  flaugiiter-houfe. 
O,  now  I  need  the  prieft  that  fpaks  to  me  : 
1  now  repent  L  told  the  parfuivant, 
As  too  triumphing,  how  mine  enemies 
7"o-day  at  Pomfret  bloodily  were  butchered, 
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And  I  my  kit  fecure  in  grace  and  favour. 

O,  Margaret,  Margaret,  now  thy  heavy  curfe 

Is  lighted  on  poor  Haftings'  wretched  head. 

Catef,  Difpatch,  my  lord,  the  duke  would  be  at 
dinner ; 

Make  a  fhort  fljrift ;  he  longs  to  fee  your  head. 

Haft.  O  momentary  grace  of  mortal  men, 
Which  we  more  hunt  for  than  the  grace  of  God  ! 
Who  builds  his  hope  in  air  of  your  fair  looks,' 
Lives  like  a  drunken  failor  on  a  mail  ^ 
Ready,  with  every  nod,  to  tumble  down 
Into  the  fatal  bowels  of  the  deep. 

Liv.  Come,  come,  difpatch  ;  'tis  bootlefs  to  ex- 
claim. 

Haft.  Oh,  bloody  Richard!  rniferable England! 

I  prophefy  the  fearful'fi:  time  to  thee, 

That  ever  wretched  age  hath  look'd  upon.  

Come,  lead  me  to  the  block,  bear  him  my  head  ; 
They  fmile  at  me,  who  fhortly  mall  be  dead. 

\  Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

The  To^er-JValls. 
Enter  Glcfter,  and  Buckingha?n,  in  rufty  Armour  mar- 
vellous ill-favour' 'd. 

Clo.  Come,  coufin,  canfl  thou  quake,  and  change 
thy  colour? 
Murder  thy  breath  in  middle  of  a  word, — 
And  then  again  begin,  and  ftop  again, 
As  if  thou  wert  diltraught,  and  mad  with  terror? 

Buck.  Tut,  I  can  counterfeit  the  deep  tragedian  ; 
Speak,  and  look  back,  and  pry  on  every  fide, 
Tremble  and  flart  at  wagging  of  a  ftxaw, 
Intending  deep  fufpicion  :  ghaftly  looks 
Are  at  my  fervice,  like  enforced  fmiies ; 
And  both  are  ready  in  their  omces, 
At  any  time,  to  grace  my  ilratagems. 
But  what,  is  Catelby  gone  ? 

Glo.  He  is  3  and,  fee,  he  brings  the  mayor  along  ! 
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Enter  the  Lord  Mayor,  and  Catejly. 
Buck.  Let  me  alone  to  entertain  him. — Lord  mayor! 
Glo.  Look  to  the  draw-bridge  there. 
Buck.  Hark  !  a  drum. 
Glo.  Catelby,  o'erlook  the  walls. 
Buck.  Lord  mayor,  the  reafdn  we  have  fent  for 

you, — 

Glo.  Look  back,  defend  thee,  here  are  enemies. 
Buck.  God  and  our  innocency  defend  and  guard  us ! 

Enter  Lou  el,  and  Rat  cliff,  ujitb  Ha/lings'*  bead. 
Glo.  Be  patient,  they  are  friends  ;  katcliff,  and 
Lovel. 

Lou.  Here  is  the  head  of  that  ignoble  traitor, 
The  dangerous  and  unfufpedted  Hafrings. 

Glo.  So  dear  I  lov'd  the  man,  that  1  mull  weep. 
I  took  him  for  the  plaineft  harmlefs  creature, 
That  breath'd  upon  the  earth  a  chrifTian ; 
Made  him  my  book,  wherein  my  foul  recorded 
The  hiilorv  of  all  her  fecret  thoughts : 
So  fmootk  he  daub'd  his  vice  with  fhew  of  virtue, 
That,  his  apparent  open  guilt  omitted, — 
1  mean,  his  con  venation  with  Shore's  wife, — 
lie  liv'd  from  all  attainder  of  fufoecl:. 

Back.  Well,  well,  he  was  the  covert'lt  fhelter'd 
traitor 

That  ever  liv'd.  Look  you,  my  lord  mayor, 

Would  you  imagine,  or  almoft  believe, 
(Were't  not,  that  by  great  prefervation 
We  live  to  tell  it  you)  *.he  fubtle  traitor 
This  day  had  plotted,  "in  the  council-houfe, 
To  murder  me,  and  my  good  lord  of  Glofter  ? 
Mayor.  What !  had  he  fo  ? 

Glo.  What!  think  you  we  are  Turks,  or  infidels \ 
Or  that  we  would,  againft  the  form  of  law*, 
Proceed  thus  raihly  in  the  villain's  death; 
But  that  the  extreme  peril  of  the  cafe, 
The  peace  of  England,  and  our  perfons'  Cifgty, 
Enforc-d  us  to  this  execution  ? 

Mayor.  Now,  fair  befal  you !  he  deferred  his  death  ; 
Ff  2 


KING  RICHARD  III. 


A3  IlL 


And  your  good  graces  both  have  \\  ell  proceeded, 
To  warn  faiie  traitors  from  the  like  attempts. 
I  never  look'd  for  better  at  his  hands, 
After  he  once  fell  in  with  miitrefs  Shore. 

Buck.  Yet  bad  we  not  determin'd  he  fhould  die, 
Until  your  lordiliip  came  to  fee  his  end  ; 
Which  now  the  loving  hafte  of  thefe  our  friends, 
Somewhat  againfl:  our  meaning,  hath  prevented: 
Becaufe,  my  lord,  we  would  have  had  you  heard 
The  traitor  ipeak,  and  timoroufly  confefs 
The  manner  and  the  purpofe  of  his  treafons  ; 
That  you  might  well  have  fignify'd  the  fame 
Unto  the  citizens,  who,  haply,  may 
Mifconftrue  us  in  him,  and  wail  his  death. 

Mayor.  But,  my  good  lord,  your  grace's  word  lhall 
ferve, 

As  well  as  I  had  feen,  and  heard  him  fpeak  : 
And  do  not  doubt,  right  noble  princes  both, 
But  I'll  acquaint  our  duteous  citizens 
With  ail  your  juli  proceedings  in  this  cafe. 

Glo.  And  to  that  end  we  wifh'd  your  lordlhip  here, 
To  avoid  the  cenfures  of  the  carping  world. 

Buck.  But  fince  you  came  too  late  of  our  intent, 
Yet  witnefs  what  you  hear  we  did  intend  : 
And  fo,  my  good  lord  mayor,  we  bid  farewell. 

[Exit  Mayor, 

Glo.  Go,  after,  after,  coufin  Buckingham. 
The  mayor  towards  Guildhall  hies  him  in  all  poll: : 
There,  at  your  meeteit  vantage  of  the  time, 
Infer  the  baftardy  of  Edward's  children  : 
Tell  them,  how  Edward  put  to  death  a  citizen, 
Only  for  faying — he  would  make  his  fon 
Heir  to  the  crown  ;  meaning,  indeed,  his  houfe, 
Which,  by  the  fign  thereof,  was  termed  fo. 
Moreover,  urge  his  hateful  luxury 
And  beitial  appetite  in  change  of  lull: ; 
Which  ftretch'd  unto  their  fervants,  daughters,  wives, 
Even  where  his  ranging  eye,  or  favage  heart, 
Without  controul,  lifted  to  make  his  prey. 
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Nay,  for  a  need,  tlius  far  come  near  my  perfon : 
Tell  them,  that  when  my  mother  went  with  child 
Of  that  infatiate  Edward,  noble  York, 
My  princely  father,  then  had  wars  in  France  : 
And,  by  jiift  computation  of  the  time, 
Found  that  the  ifTue  was  not  his  begot ; 
Which  well  appeared  in  his  lineaments, 
Being  nothing  like  the  noble  duke  my  father. 
Yet  touch  this  fparingly,  as  'twere  far  off ; 
Becaufe,  my  lord,  you  know  my  mother  lives. 

Buck,  Doubt  not,  my  lord;  I'll  play  the  orator, 
As  if  the  golden  fee,  for  which  I  plead, 
Were  for  myfelf :  and  fo,  my  lord,  adieu. 

Glo,  If  you  thrive  well,  bring  them  to  Baynard's 
caftle  ; 

Where  you  mall  find  me  well  accompanied, 
With  reverend  fathers,  and  well-learned  bilhops. 

Buck,  I  go  ;  and  towards  three  or  four  o'clock, 
Look  for  the  news  that  the  Guildhall  affords. 

[  Exit  Buckingham . 

Glo,  Go,  Lovel,  with  all  tpeed  to  doctor  Shaw, 
Go  thou  to  friar  Penker; — bid  them  both 
Meet  me,  within  this  hour,  at  Baynard's  caflle. 

[Exeunt  Lovel  and Catejhy% 
Now  will  I  in,  to  take  fome  privy  order 
To  draw  the  brats  of  Clarence  out  of  fight  ; 
And  to  give  notice,  that  no  manner  of  perfon 
Have,  any  time,  recourfe  unto  the  princes.  [Exit, 

SCENE  VI. 
A  Street, 
Enter  a  Scrivener, 
Scriv,  Here  is  the  indictment  of  the  good  lord 
Hallings  ; 
Which  in  a  fet  hand  fairly  itf  engrofs'd, 
That  it  may  be  to-day  read  o'er  in  Paul's. 
And  mark  how  well  the  fequel  hangs  together : 
Eleven  hours  I  have  fpent  to  write  it  over, 
For  yefternight  by  Catefby  was  it  fent  me  : 
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The  precedent  was  full  as  long  a  doing : 

And  yet  within  thefe  five  hours  Haftings  liv'd, 

Untainted,  unexamined,  free,  at  liberty. 

Here's  a  good  world  the  while  ! — Who  is  fo  grofs. 

That  cannot  fee  this  palpable  device  ? 

Yet  who  fo  bold,  but  fa}  s — he  fees  it  not  ? 

Bad  is  the  world  ;  and  all  will  come  to  nought, 

When  fuch  bad  dealing  muft  befeenin thought. [Ex/t. 

SCENE  Vtt. 
Bajnarfs  Crjlh. 
Enter  Glofierl  and  Buckingham,  at  federal  doors* 
G!c.  How  now,  how  now  ;  what  fay  the  citizens? 
Buck*  Now  by  the  holy  mother  of  our  Lord, 
The  citizens  are  mum,  fay  not  a  word. 

QIo.  Touch'd  you  the  bafrardy  of  Edward's  chil- 
dren ? 

Buck.  I  did  ;  with  his  contract  with  lady  Lucy, 
Ar.d  his  contract  by  deputy  in  France : 
The  infatiat:  greedinefs  of  his  deilres, 
And  his  enfc  rcement  of  the  city  w  ives ; 
Hi?  tyranny  for  trifles  ;  his  own  baltar  dy, — 
As  being  got,  your  father  then  in  France, 
And  his  ,  /iemhlance  being  not  like  the  (fake. 
Withal,  I  did  infer  your  lineaments, — 
Being  the  right  idea  of  your  father, 
£o:h  in  5  our  form  and  noblenefs  of  mind : 
Laid  open  all  your  victories  in  Scotland, 
Your  di&ipline  in  war-  wifaoHi  in  peace, 
Your  bounty,  virtue,  fair  humility  ; 
Indeed,  left  nothing,  fitting  for  your  purpofe, 
Untouch*3,  or  (lightly  handled,  in  difcourfe. 
And,  when  my  oratory  grew  toward  end, 
I  bade  them,  that  did  iove  their  country's  good, 
Crv — "  God  fave  Richard,  England's  ro}al  king  !** 

G.Y.  And  did  they  lb  : 

Buck,  Xo,  fo  God  help  me,  they  fpake  not  a  word  : 
Bat,  like  dumb  itatues,  or  imbreathing  ftones,  • 
Star'd  on  each  other,  and  look'd  deadly  pale. 
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Which  vflien  I  faw,  I  reprehended  them ; 

And  afk'd  the  mayor  what  meant  this  wilful  filence  *. 

His  anfwer  was, — the  people  were  not  us'd 

To  be  fpoke  to,  but  by  the  record er, 

Then  he  was  urgM  to  tell  my  tale  again  ; — 

Thus  faith  the  duke,  thus  hath  the  duke  inferred  * 

But  nothing  fpoke  in  warrant  from  himfelf. 

When  he  had  done,  fome  followers  of  mine  own, 

At  lower  end  o'  the  hall  hurl'd  up  their  caps, 

And  fome  ten  voices  cry'd,  God Ja-ue  king  Richard  f 

And  thus  I  took  the  vantage  of  thofe  few, — 

Thanks,  gentle  citizens,  and  friends,  quoth  I  ; 

This  general  applavfe,  and  c h earful  Jh out, 

Argues  your  ^wifdom,  and  your  lo-ue  to  Richard : 

And  even  here  brake  off,  and  came  away. 

G/o.  What  tonguelefs  blocks  were  they ;  would 
they  not  fpeak  ? 
Will  not  the  mayor  then,  and  his  brethren,  come  ? 

Buck.  The  mayor  is  here  at  hand ;  intend  fome  fear ; 
Be  not  you  fpoke  with,  but  by  mighty  fuit : 
And  look  you  get  a  prayer-book  in  your  hand, 
And  ftand  between  two  churchmen,  good  my  lord  ; 
For  on  that  ground  I'll  make  a  holy  defcant  : 
And  be  not  eafiiy  won  to  our  requefts  ; 
Play  the  maid's  part,  Mill  anfwer  nay,  and  take  it. 

GIo.  I  go ;  and  if  you  plead  as  well  for  them. 
As  I  can  fay  nay  to  thee  for  myfelf ; 
No  doubt  we'll  bring  it  to  a  happy  iffue. 

Buck.  Go,  go,  up  to  the  leads ;  the  lord  mayor 
knocks.  [Exit  Glofter* 

Enter  the  Lord  Mayor,  and  Citizens. 
Welcome,  my  lord  :  I  da  ice  attendance  here  ; 
I  think,  the  duke  will  not  be  fpoke  withal. — 

Enter  Catefby. 
Now,  Catefby,  what  fays  your  lord  to  my  requeft  ? 

Catef.  He  doth  entreat  your  grace,  my  noble  lord., 
To  vifit  him  to-morrow,  or  next  day  : 
He  is  within,  with  .two  right  reverend  fathers. 
Divinely  bent  to  meditation  ; 
And  in  no  worldly  fuit  would  he  be  mov'd, 
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To  draw  him  from  his  holy  exercife. 

Buck.  Return,  good  Catefby,  to  the  gracious  duke 
Tell  him,  myfelf,  the  mayor  and  aldermen, 
In  deep  defigns,  in  matter  of  great  moment, 
No  lefs  importing  than  our  general  good, 
Are  come  to  have  fome  conference  with  his  grace. 

Catef  I'll  fignify  fo  much  unto  him  itraight. [Exit. 

Buck.  Ah,  ha,  my  lord,  this  prince  is  not  an  Edward  ! 
He  is  not  lolling  on  a  lewd  day-bed, 
But  on  his  knees  at  meditation  ;  K 
Not  dallying  with  a  brace  of  courtezans. 
But  meditating  with  two  deep  divines ; 
Not  Heeping,  to  engrofs  his  idle  body, 
But  praying,  to  enrich  his  watchful  foul : 
Happy  were  England,  would  this  virtuous  prince 
Take  on  himfelf  the  fovereignty  thereof : 
But,  fure,  I  fear,  we  ne'er  fnall  win  him  to  it. 

Mayor.  Marry,  God  defend  his  grace  mould  fay 
us  nay  ! 

Buck.  I  fear,  he  will :  here  Catefby  comes  again  : — 
Re-enter  Catefby. 
Catefby,  what  fays  your  lord? 

Catef.  He  wonders  to  what  end  you  have  afTembled 
Such  troops  of  citizens  to  come  to  him, 
His  grace  not  being  warn'd  thereof  before  : 
He  fears,  my  lord,  you  mean  no  good  to  him. 

Buck.  Sorry  I  am,  my  noble  coufin  mould 
Sufpecl  me,  that  I  mean  no  good  to  him. 
By  heaven,  we  come  to  him  in  perfedllove  : 
And  fo  once  more  return  and  tell  his  grace. 

[Exit  Catejly. 

When  holy  and  devout  religious  men 
Are  at  their  beads,  'tis  hard  to  draw  them  thence  ; 
So  fweet  is  zealous  contemplation. 
Enter  Glofter  above,   between  t-ivo  Bijhops.  Catef y 
returns. 

Mayor.  See,  where  his  grace  Hands  'tween  two 
clergymen  ? 

Buck.  Two  props  of  virtue  for  a  chriflian  prince. 
To  flay  him  from  the  fall  of  vanity  : 
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And,  fee,  a  book  of  prayer  in  his  hand  : 
True  ornaments  to  know  a  holy  man. — 
Famous  Plantagenet,  moll  gracious  prince, 
Lend  favourable  ear  to  our  requefts ; 
And  pardon  us  the  interruption 
Of  thy  devotion,  and  right-chrillian  zeal. 

GIo.  My  lord,  there  needs  no  fuch  apology  ; 
I  rather  do  befeech  you  pardon  me, 
Who,  earnefl  in  the  fervice  of  my  God, 
Deferr'd  the  vifitation  of  my  friends. 
But,  leaving  this,  what  is  your  grace's  pleafure  ? 

Buck.  Even  that,  I  hope,  which  pleafeth  God  above.,, 
And  all  good  men  of  this  ungovern'd  ifle. 

GIo.  1  do  fufpecl,  I  have  done  fome  offence, 
That  feems  difgracious  in  the  city's  eye  ; 
And  that  you  come  to  reprehend  my  ignorance. 

Buck.  You  have,  my  lord  ;  would  it  might  pleafe 
your  grace, 
,  On  our  entreaties,  to  amend  your  fault ! 

GIo.  Elfe  wherefore  breathe  I  in  achriftian  land? 

Buck.  Know,  then,  it  is  your  fault,  that  you  re-- 

The  fupreme  feat,  the  throne  majeflical, 
The  fcepter'd  office  of  your  anceilors, 
Your  flate  of  fortune,  and  your  due  of  birth, 
The  lineal  glory  of  your  royal  houfe, 
To  the  corruption  of  a  blemifh'd  flock  : 
Whilfl,  in  the  mildnefs  of  your  fleepy  thoughts. 
(Which  here  we  waken  to  our  country's  good,) 
The  noble  ifle  doth  want  her  proper  limbs  ; 
Her  face  defac'd  with  fears  of  infamy, 
Her  royal  flock  graft  with  ignoble  plants, 
And  almofl  fhoulder'd  in  the  fwallowing  gulph 
Of  dark  forgetfulnefs  and  deep  oblivion. 
Which  to  recure,  we  heartily  folicit 
Your  gracious  felf  to  take  on  you  the  charge 
And  kingly  government  of  this  your  land  : 
Not  as  protector,  lie  ward,  fubflitute, 
Or  lowly  factor  for  another's  gala  ; 
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But  as  fuccerlively,  from  blood  to  blood, 
Your  right  of  birth,  your  empery,  your  own. 
For  this,  contorted  with  the  citizens, 
Your  very  wormipfui  and  loving  friends, 
And  by  their  vehement  mitigation, 
In  this  juft  fait  come  I  to  move  your  grace. 

Glo.  I  cannot  tell,  if  to  depart  in  iilence, 
Or  bitterly  to  fpeak  in  your  reproof, 
Beft  fttteth  my  -degree,  or  your  condition: 
For,  not  to  anfwer,  you  might  haply >think, 
Tongue-ty'd  ambition,  not  replying,  yielded 
To  bear  the  golden  yoke  of  fovereignty, 
Which  fondly  you  would  here  impofe  on  me  ; 
If  to  reprove  you  for  this  fuit  of  yours, 
So  feafon'd  with  your  faithful  love  tome, 
Then,  on  the  other  fide,  I  checked  my  friends., 
Therefore, — to  fpeak,  and  to  avoid  the  fiarft  ; 
And  then,  in  fpeaking,  not  to  incur  the  laft, — 
Definitively  thus  I  anfwer  you. 
Your  love  deferves  my  thanks ;  but  my  defert 
Unmeritable,  fhuns  ycur  high  requeS. 
Firft,  if  all  obilacles  were  cut  away, 
And  that  my  path  were  even  to  the  crown, 
As  the  ripe  revenue  and  due  of  birth; 
Yet  fo  much  is  my  poverty  of  fpirit, 
So  mighty,  and  fo  many,  my  defedls, 
That  I  would  rather  hide  me  from  my  greatnefs, — 
Being  a  bark  to  brook  no  mighty  fea, — 
Than  in  my  greatnefs  covet  to  be  hid, 
And  in  the  vapour  of  my  glory  fmother'd. 
But  God  be  thank'd,  there  is  no  need  of  me  ; 
(And  much  I  need  to  help  you,  if  need  were ;) 
'The  royal  tree  hath  left  us  royal  fruit, 
Which,  mellow'd  by  the  Healing  hours  of  time, 
Will  well  become  the  feat  of  rnajefcy, 
And  make,  no  doubt,  us  happy  by  his  reign. 
On  him  I  lay  what  you  would  lay  on  me, 
The  right  and  fortune  of  his  happy  liars, — 
WhichGod -defend  that  J  mould  wring  from  him  ! 


Aa  in. 


KING  RICHARD  111. 


349 


Buck.  My  lord,  this  argues  confcience  in  your 
grace ; 

But  the  refpccls  thereof  are  nice  and  trivial, 

All  circumftances  well  confidered: 

You  fay,  that  Edvvaid  is  your  brother's  fon  ; 

So  fay  we  too,  but  not  by  Edward's  wife : 

For  fir  ft  was  he  contract  to  lady  Lucy, 

Your  mother  lives  a  witnefs  to  his  vow ; 

And  afterwards  by  fubftkute  betroth'd 

To  Bona,  fifter  to  the  king  of  France. 

Thefe  both  put  by,  a  poor  petitioner, 

A  care  craz'd  mother  to  a  many  fons, 

A  beauty-waning  and  diftreffed  widow, 

Even  in  the  afternoon  of  her  beft  days, 

Made  prize  and  purchafe  of  his  wanton  eye, 

Seduc'd  the  pitch  and  height  of  all  his  thoughts 

To  bafe  declenfion  and  loath'd  bigamy : 

By  her,  in  his  unlawful  bed,  he  got 

This  Edward,  whom  our  manners  call — the  prince. 

More  bitterly  could  I  expoftuiate, 

Save  that,  for  reverence  to  fome  alive, 

1  give  a  fparing  limit  to  my  tongue. 

Then,  good  my  lord,  take  to  your  royal  felf 

This  profrer'd  benefit  of  dignity: 

If  not  to  blefs  us  and  the  land  withal, 

Yet  to  draw  forth  j'our  noble  anceftry 

From  the  corruption  of  abufing  time, 

Unto  a  lineal  true-derived  eourfe. 

Mayor.  Do,  good  my  lord;  your  citizens  entreat 
you. 

Buck.  Refufe  not,  mighty  lord,  this  profFer'd  love. 

Catef.  O,  make  them  joyful,  grant  their  lawful  fuit. 

Glo.  Alas,  why  would  you  heap  thefe  cares  on  me? 
I  am  unfit  for  fcate  and  majefty  : — 
I  do  befeech  you,  take  it  not  amifs ; 
I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not,  yield  to  you. 

Buck.  If  you  refufe  it,— as  in  love  and  zeal, 
Loath  to  depofe  the  child,  your  brother's  fon  | 
As  well  we  know  your  tendernefs  of  heart, 
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And  gentle,  kind,  effeminate  rernorfe, 
Which  we  have  noted  in  you  to  your  kindred. 

And  equally,  indeed,  to  all  eftates,  

Y et  know,  whe'r  you  accept  our  fuit  or  no, 
Your  brother's  fon  mall  never  reign  our-  king  ; 
But  we  will  plant  fome  other  in  the  throne, 
To  the  difgrace  and  downfal  of  your  houfe. 
And,  in  this  refolution,  here  we  leave  you ; — 
Come,  citizens,  we  will  entreat  no  more.      [  Exeunt. 
Catef.  Call  them  again,  fweet  prine-e,  accept  their 
fuit; 

If  you  deny  them,  all  the  land  will  rue  it. 

Glo.  Will  }  ou  enforce  me  to  a  world  of  cares  ? 
Well,  call  them  again  ;  I  am  not  made  efftone, 

[Exit  Catejby. 

But  penetrable  to  your  kind  entreaties, 

Albeit  againfl  my  confeience  and  my  foul.  

Re-enter  Buckingham,  and  the  reft. 
Coufm  of  Buckingham, — and  fige,  grave  men, — 
Since  you  will  buckle  fortune  on  my  back, 
To  bear  her  burden,  whe'r  I  will  or  no, 
I  mult  have  patience  to  endure  the  load : 
But  if  black  fcandal,  or  foul-fac'd-  reproach, 
Attend  the  fequel  of  your  impofition, 
Your  meer  enforcement  mall  acquittance  me 
From  all  the  impure  blots  and  {tains  thereof; 
For  God  doth  know,  and  you  may  partly  fee, 
How  far  I  am  from  the  deiire  of  this. 

Mayor.  God  blefs  your  grace  !  we  fee  it,  and  will 
fay  it. 

Glo.  In  faying  fo,  you  mall  but  fay  the  truth. 
Buck.  Then  1  falute  you  with  this  royal  title, — 
Long  live  king  Richard,  England's  worthy  king  ! 
AIL  Amen. 

Buck.  To-morrow  may  it  pleafe  you  to  be  crown'd  ? 
Glo.  Even  when  you  pleafe,  for  you  will  have  it  fo. 
Buck,  To-morrow  then  we  will  attend  ycur  grace ; 
And  fo,  mo  ft  joyfully,  we  take  our  leave. 
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Glo.  [To  the  Clergymen.}  Come,  let  us  to  our  holy 
work  again  : — 
Farewell,  good  coafm  ; — farewell,  gentle  friends. 

[Exeunt. 

A  C  T    IV.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Before  the  Tower. 
Enter  the  Queen,  Duchefs  of  York,  and  Marquis  of 

Dcrrfet,  at  one  door  ;  Anne  Duchefs  of  Glofer,  lead- 
ing Lady  Margaret  Plantagenet,  Clarence' rs  young 

daughter ,  at  the  other. 

TTTHO  meets  us  here  ? — my  niece  Planta- 
VV  genet, 
Led  in  the  hand  of  her  kind  aunt  of  Glofter  ? 
Now,  for  my  life,  fhe's  wand'ring  to  the  Tower, 
On  pure  heart's  love,  to  greet  the  tender  prince. — 
Daughter,  well  met. 

Anne.  God  give  your  graces  both 
A  happy  and  a  joyful  time  of  day  ! 

Queen.  As  much  to  you,  good  fitter !  Whither  away  ? 

Anne.  No  further  than  the  Tower;  and,  as  I  guefs, 
Upon  the  like  devotion  as  yourfelves, 
To  gratulate  the  gentle  princes  there. 

Queen.  Kind  Mer,  thanks ;  we'll  enter  all  together  : 
Enter  Brakenhury. 
And  in  good  time,  here  the  lieutenant  comes. — 
Mailer  lieutenant,  pray  you,  by  your  leave, 
How  doth  the  prince,  and  my  young  fon  of  York  ? 

Brak.  Right  well,  dear  madam:  By  your  patience, 
I  may  not  fuffer  you  to  vifit  them ; 
The  king  hath  ftriclly  charg'd  the  contrary. 

Queen,  The  king!  who's  that? 

Brak.  I  mean,  the  lord  proteclor. 

Queen.  The  lord  protect  him  from  that  kingly  title ! 
Hath  he  fet  bounds  between  their  love  and  me  ? 
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I  am  their  mother,  Who  mall  bar  me  from  them  ? 

Duch.  I  am  their  father's  mother,  I  will  fee  them. 

Anne,  Their  aunt  am  I  in  law,  in  love  their  mother ; 
Then  bring  me  to  their  fights;  I'll  bear  thy  blame, 
And  take  thy  office  from  thee,  on  rny  peril. 

Brak,  No,  madam,  no,  I  may  not  leave  it  fo ; 
lam  bound  by  oath,  and  therefore  pardon  me. 

[Exit  Brakenbury. 

Enter  Stanley, 
StanL  Let  me  but  meet  you,  ladies^  one  hour  hence 
And  Til  falute  your  grace  of  York  as  mother, 
And  reverend  looker-on,  of  two  fair  queens. — 
Come,  madam,  you  mull  flraight  to  Wefhniniler, 

[To  the  Duchefs  of  Glofter. 
There  to  be  crowned  Richard's  royal  queen. 

Quetn*  Ah,  cut  my  lace  afunder  ! 
That  my  pent  heart  may  have  fome  fcope  to  beat, 
Or  elfe  Ifwoon  with  this  dead-killing  news. 
Anne,  Defpightful  tidings !  O  unpleafing  news ! 
Dor/.  Be  of  good  cheer : — Mother,  how  fares  your 
grace  ? 

Queen.  O  Borfet,  fpeak  not  to  me,  get  thee  gone, 
Death  and  deilruclion  dog  thee  at  the  heels  ; 
Thy  mother's  name  is  ominous  to  children : 
If  thou  wilt  out-llrip  death,  go  crofs  the  feas, 
And  live  with  Richmond,  from  the  reach  of  hell. 
Go,  hie  thee,  hie  thee  from  this  llaughter-houfe, 
Left  thou  encreafe  the  number  of  the  dead  ; 
And  make  me  die  the  thrall  of  Margaret's  curfe, — 
Nor  mother,  wife,  nor  England's  counted  queen. 

StanL  Full  of  wife  care  is  this  your  counfel,  ma- 
dam : — — 

Take  all  the  fwift  advantage  of  the  hours ; 
You  mall  have  letters  from  me  to  my  fon 
In  your  behalf,  to  meet  you  on  the  way  : 
Be  not  ta'en  tardy  by  unwife  delay. 

Duch.  O  iil-difperfing  wind  of  mifery  !— 
O  my  accurfed  womb,  the  bed  of  death  ; 
A  cockatrice  hail  thou  hatch'd  to  the  world, 
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Whofe  unavoided  eye  is  murderous ! 

Stanl.  Come,  madam,  come  ;  I  in  allhalle  was  Tent* 

Anne.  And  I  with  all  unwillingnefs  will  go. — 
O  would  to  God,  that  the  inclufive  verge 
Of  golden  metal,  that  mult  round  my  brow, 
Were  red-hot  fteel,  to  fear  me  to  the  brain  ! 
Anointed  let  me  be  with  deadly  venom ; 
And  die,  ere  men  can  fay — God  fave  the  queen  ! 

Queen.  Go,  go,  poor  foul,  I  envy  not  thy  glory; 
To  feed  my  humour,  wim  thyfelf  no  harm. 

Anne  No  !  why  ? — When  he,  that  is  my  hufband. 
now, 

Came  to  me,  as  I  follow'd  Henry's  corfe; 

Whenfcarce  the  blood  was  well  wafh'd  from  his  hands, 

Which  iflued  from  my  other  angel  hufband, 

And  that  dead  faint  which  then  I  weeping  follow'd: 

O,  when,  - 1  fay,  I  look'd  on  Richard's  face, 

This  was  my  wifh, — Be  thou,  quoth  I,  accurs' V, 

For  making  me,  fo  young,  fo  old  a  widow  ! 

Andy  when  thou  wed f,  let  forrow  haunt  thy  bed  ; 

And  be  thy  wife  ( if  any  be  fo  ?nad J 

More  miferabie  by  the  life  of  thee. 

Than  thou  haft  made  me  by  my  dear  lord' 's  death  ! 

Lo,  ere  I  can  repeat  this  curfe  again, 

Even  in  fo  fhort.a  fpace,  my  woman's  heart 

Grofsly  grew  captive  to  his  honey  words, 

And  prov'd  the  fubjecl:  of  mine  own  foul's  curfe  : 

Which  ever  fmce  hath  held  mine  eyes  from  reft ; 

For  never  yet  one  hour  in.  his  bed 

Did  I  enjoy  the  golden  dew  of  fleep, 

But  with  his  timorous  dreams  was  it  ill  awak'd3 

Befides  he  hates  me  for  my  father  Warwick  ; 

And  will,  no  doubt,  fhortly  be  rid  of  me. 

£>ueen.  Poor  heart,  adieu  ;  I  pity  thy  complaining* 

Anne,  No  more  than  with  my  foul  I  mourn  for  yours. 

Dorfi  Farewell,  thou  woeful  welcomer  of  glery  ! 

Anne.  Adieu,  poor  foul,  that  tak'ft  thy  leave  of  it! 

Ditch.  Go  thou  to  Richmond,  and  good  fortune 

guide  thee  !—   [  7o  Dorfet* 

G  g  z 


354 


KING  R.ICHARD  Hi. 


Act  IV. 


Ga  thou  to  Richard,  and  good  angels  tend  thee  I — 

[To  Anne, 

Go  thou  to  fancluary,  and  good  thoughts  poftefs 
thee  !  [2  b  the  Queen. 

I  to  my  grave,  where  peace  and  reft  lye  with  me ! 

Eighty  odd  years  of  forrow  have  I  feen, 

And  each  hour's  joy  wreck'd  with  a  week  of  teen. 
Queen.  Stay  yet ;  look  back,  with  me,  unto  the 
Tower.—  

Pity,  you  ancient  (tones,  thofe  tender  babes, 

Whom  envy  hath  immur'd  within  your  walls  ! 

Rough  cradle  for  fuch  little  pretty  ones  ! 

Rude  ragged  nurfe  !  old  fullen  play-fellow 

For  tender  princes,  ufe  my  babies  well ! 

So  foolilh  forrow  bids  your  ftones  farewell.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

The  Court. 

Ehurijh  of  trumpets.     Enter  Richard,  as  King,  Buck* 
ingham,  Catefcy,  a  Page,  and  others. 

K.  Rich.  Stand  all  apart. — Coufm  of  Bucking- 
ham,--  

Buck.  My  gracious  fovereign. 

K.  Rich.  Give  me  thy  hand.  Thus  high,  by  thy 
advice, 

And  thy  afliftance,  is  king  Richard  feated  :~ 
But  fnall  we  wear  thefe  glories  for  a  day  ? 
Or  fhaii  they  laft,  and  we  rejoice  in  them  ? 

Buck.  Still  live  they,  and  for  ever  let  them  laft  ! 

K.  Rich.  Ah,  Buckingham,  now  do  I  play  the 
touch, 

To  try  if  thou  be  current  gold  indeed  :  

Young  Edward  lives ; — Think  now  what  I  would 
fpeak. 

Buck.  Say  on,  my  loving  lord. 
K.  Rich.  Why,  Buckingham,  I  fay,  I  would  be 
king. 

Buck.  Why,  fo  you  are,  my  thrice-renowned  liege. 
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K.  Rich.  Ha  !  am  I  king  ?  'tis  fo :  but  Edward 
lives. 

Buck.  True,  noble  prince. 

K.  Rich.  O  bitter  confequence, 
That  Edward  (till  mould  live — true!  noble  prince! — 
Coufin,  thou  waft  not  wont  to  be  fo  dull : — 
Shall  I  be  plain  ?  I  wilh  the  baftards  dead  > 
And  I  would  have  it  fuddenly  perform'd. 
What  fay'ft  thou  now  ?  fpeak  fuddenly,  be  brief. 

Buck.  Your  grace  may  do  your  pleafure. 

K.  Rich.  Tut,  tut,  thou  art  all  ice,   thy  kind- 
nefs  freezes : 
Say,  have  I  thy  confent,  that  they  mall  die  ? 

Buck.   Give  me  fome  breath,  fome  little  paufe 
dear  lord, 
Before  I  pofitively  fpeak  in  this : 
I  will  refolve  your  grace  immediately. 

[  Exit  Bucking  ham. 

Catef.  The  king  is  angry  ;  fee,  he  gnaws  his  lip. 

K.  Rich.  I  will  converie  with  iron-witted  fools, 
And  unrefpeclive  boys  ;  none  are  for  me, 
That  look  into  me  with  cofiderate  eyes  — 

High-reaching  Buckingham  grows  circumfpeci.  

Boy,  

Page.  My  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Know'ft  thou  not  any,  whom  corrupting 
gold 

Would  tempt  unto  a  clofe  exploit  of  death  ? 

Page.  I  know  a  difcontented  gentleman, 
Whole  humble  means  match  not  his  haughty  mind  : 
Gold  were  as  good  as  twenty  orators, 
And  will,  no  doubt,  tempt  him  to  any  thing. 

K.  Rich.  What  is  his  name  ? 

Page.  His  name,  my  lord,  is — Tyrreh 

K.  Rich.  I  partly  know  the  man  ;  Go,  call  him 
hither,  boy, —  [Exit  Boy. 

The  deep-revolving  witty  Buckingham 
No  more  mail  be  the  neighbour  to  my  counfels  : 
'Hath  he  fo  long  held  out  with  me  untirM, 
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And  flops  he  now  for  breath  ? — Well,  be  it  fo.  

Enter  Stanley. 
How  now,  lord  Stanley  ?  what's  the  news  r 

Stanl.  Know,  my  loving  lord, 
The  marquis  Dorfet,  as  I  hear  is  fled 
To  Richmond,  in  the  parts  where  he  abides. 

K.  Rich.  Come  hither,  Catefby:  rumour  it  abroad. 
That  Anne  my  wife  is  very  grievous  fick  ; 
I  will  take  order  for  her  keeping  ciofe. 
Inquire  me  out  fome  mean- born  gentleman, 
Whom  I  will  marry  ftraight  to  Clarence'  daugh- 
ter:  

The  boy  is  fooiiih,  and  I  fear  not  him.  

Look,  how  thou  dream'ft! — I  fay  again,  give  out, 
That  Anne  my  queen  is  fick  and  like  to  die : 
About  it ;  for  it  Hands  me  much  upon, 
To  itopall  hopes,  whofe  growth  mav  damage  me. — 

[Exit  Catefy. 
I  mud  be  marry'd  to  my  brother's  daughter, 
Or  elfe  my  kingdom  ftands  on  brittle  glafs : — 
Murder  her  brother's,  and  then  marry  her  ! 
Uncertain  way  of  gain !  But  I  am  in 
So  far  in  blood,  that  fin  will  pluck  on  fin. 

Tear-falling  pity  dwells  not  in  this  eye.  

Enter  Tyrrel. 
Is  thy  name — Tyrrel  ? 

Tyr.  James  Tyrrel,  and  your  moil  obedient  fubject. 

K.  Rich.  Art  thou  indeed  ? 

Tyr.  Prove  me,  my  gracious  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Darft  thou  refolve  to  kill  a  friend  of 
mine  ? 

7]r.  Pleafe  you  ;  but  I  had  rather  kill  two  enemies. 
K.  Rich.  Why,  then  thou  halt  it ;  two  deep  ene- 
mies, 

Foes  to  my  reft,  and  my  fweet  fleep's  difturbers, 
Are  they  that  I  would  have  thee  deal  upon  : 
Tyrrel,  I  mean  thofe  baftards  in  the  Tower. 

7]r.  Let  me  have  open  means  to  come  to  them, 
And  fc©n  I'll  rid  you  from  the  fear  of  them. 
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K.  Rich.  Thou  fing'ft  fvveet  mafic.    Hark,  come 
hither,  Tyrrel ; 
Go,  by  this  token  : — Rife,  and  lend  thine  ear : 

[Whifpevs. 

There  is  no  more  but  fo : — Say,  ic  is  done, 
And  I  will  love  thee,  and  prefer  thee  for  it. 

7>v.  I  will  difpatch  it  ftraight.  [Exit. 

Re-enter  Buckingham. 
Buck.  My  lord,  I  have  confider'd  in  my  mind 
The  late  demand  that  you  did  found  me  in. 

K.  Rich.  Well,  let  that  reft.     Dorfet  is  fted  to 

Richmond. 
Buck.  I  hear  the  news,  my  lord. 
K.  Rich.  Stanley,  he  is  your  wife's  fon  : — Well, 
look  to  it. 

Buck.  My  lord,  I  claim  the  gift,  my  due  by  pro- 
mife, 

For  which  your  honour  and  your  faith  is  pawn'd ; 
The  earldom  of  Hereford,  and  the  moveables, 
Which  you  have  promifed  I  fhall  poffefs. 

K.  Rich.  Stanley,  look  to  your  wife,  if  me  convey 
Letters  to  Richmond,  you  ihall  anfvver  it. 

Buck.  What  fays  your  highnefs  to  my  juft  requeft? 

K.  Rich.  I  do  remember  me, — Henry  the  fixth 
Did  prophefy,  that  Richmond  mould  be  king, 
When  Richmond  was  a  little  peevifh  boy. 
A  king  ! — perhaps — 

Buck.  My  lord,  

K.  Rich.  How  chance,  the  prophet  could  not  at 
that  time 

Have  told  me,  I  being  by,  that  I  Ihould  kill  him  ? 
Buck.  My  lord,  your  promife  for  the  earldom, — 
K.  Rich,  Richmond  ! — When  laft  I  was  at  Exeter, 
The  mayor  in  court' fy  Ihew'd  me  the  caftie, 

And  call'd  it  -Rouge-mont :  at  which  name,  I 

ftarted  ; 

Becaufe  a  bard  of  Ireland  told  me  once, 
I  Ihould  not  live  long  after  I  faw  Richmond, 
Buck.  My  lord,  
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K.  Rich.  Ay,  what's  o'clock  ? 
Buck.  I  am  thus  bold  to  put  your  grace  in  mind 
Of  what  you  promis'd  me. 

K.  Rich.  Well,  but  what's  o'clock  ? 
Buck.  Upon  the  ftroke  of  ten. 
K.  Rich.  Well,  let  itftrike. 
Buck.  Why  let  it  ftrike  ? 

K.  Rich.  Becaufe  that,  like  a  Jack,  thou  keep'ft 
the  ftroke 

Betwixt  thy  begging  and  my  meditation. 
1  am  not  in  the  giving  vein  to-day. 

Buck.  Why,  then  refolve  me  whe'r  you  will,  or  no. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  troubled  me ;  I  am  not  in  the  vein. 

[Exit. 

Buck.  Is  it  even  fo  ?  repays  he  my  deep  fervice 
With  fuch  contempt  ?  made  I  him  king  for  this  ? 
O,  let  me  think  on  Haftings;  and  be  gone 
To  Brecknock,  while  my  fearful  head  is  on.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III. 
Enter  Tyrrel. 
Tyr.  The  tyrannous  and  bloody  a6l  is  done ; 
The  moll  arch  deed  of  piteous  mafTacre, 
That  ever  yet  this  land  was  guilty  of. 
Dighton,  and  Forreft,  wrhom  I  did  fuborn 
To  do  this  piece  of  ruthlefs  butchery, 
Albeit  they  were  flefh'd  villains,  bloody  dogs, 
Melting  with  tendernefs  and  mild  compaflion, 
Wept  like  two  children,  in  their  deaths'  fad  ftory. 
O  thus,  quoth  Dighton,  lay  the  gentle  babes — 
Thus,  thus,  quoth  Forreft,  girdling  one  another 
Within  their  alabajler  innocent  arms  : 
Their  lips  were  four  red  rofes  on  a  Jlalk, 
Which i  in  their  fummer  beauty,  kifs^d  each  other. 
A  book  of  prayers  on  their  pillow  lay  ; 
Which  once,  quoth  Forreft,  almoft  changed  my  mind  ; 
But,  O,  the  de<vil — there  the  villain  ftopp'd  ; 
When  Dighton  thus  told  on, — we  f mothered- 
The  rnoft  reple?iijhed  fweet  work  of  nature, 
Thmtyfrom  the  prime  creation,  e *er  Jhe  fra?n 'd.— 
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Hence  both  are  gone  with  confcience  and  remorfe, 
They  could  not  ipeak  ;  and  lb  I  left  them  both, 
To  bear  thefe  tidings  to  the  bloody  king. 

,  Enter  King  Richard. 

And  here  he  comes ! — All  health,  my  fovereign  lord  ! 

K.  Rich.  Kind  Tyrrel !  am  I  happy  in  thy  news  ? 

Tyr.  If  to  have  done  the  thing  you  gave  in  charge 
Beget  your  happinefs,  be  happy  then, 
For  it  is  done. 

K.  Rich.  But  didft  thou  fee  them  dead  ? 

Tyr.  I  did,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  And  buried,  gentle  Tyrrel  ? 

Tyr.  The  chaplain  of  the  Tower  hath  buried  them ; 
But  where,  to  fay  the  truth,  I  do  not  know. 

K.  Rich.  Come  to  me,  Tyrrel,  foon  after  fupper, 
When  thou  malt  tell  the  procefs  of  their  death. 
Mean  time,  but  think  how  I  may  do  thee  good, 
And  be  inheritor  of  thy  defire. 
Farewell,  'till  then. 

Tyr.  I  humbly  take  my  leave.  [Exit. 

K.  Rich.  The  fon  of  Clarence  have  I  penn'd  Up 
clofe  ; 

His  daughter  meanly  have  I  match'd  in  marriage ; 
The  fons  of  Edward  fleep  in  Abraham's  bofom, 
And  Anne  my  wife  hath  bid  the  world  good  night. 
Now,  for  I  know  the  Bretagne  Richmond  aims 
At  young  Elizabeth,  my  brother's  daughter, 
And,  by  that  knot,  looks  proudly  on  the  crown, 
To  her  go  I,  a  jolly  thriving  wooer. 

Enter  Catejby. 
Gate/.  My  lord,— 

K.  Rich.  Good  news  or  bad,  that  thou  com'it  in 
fo  bluntly  ? 

Catef.  Bad  news,  my  lord  :  Morton  is  ned  to  Rich- 
mond ; 

And  Buckingham,  back'd  with  the  hardy  Welfnmen., 
Is  in  the  field,  and  Hill  his  power  increafeth. 

K.  Rich.  Ely  with  Richmond  troubles  me  more  near, 
Than  Buckingham  and  his  ram-levied  ftrength. 
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Come, — I  have  learn'd,  that  fearful  commenting 

Is  leaden  fervitor  to  dull  delay ; 

Delay  leads  impotent  and  fnail  pac'd  beggary  : 

Then  fiery  expedition  be  my  wing, 

Jove's  Mercury,  and  herald  for  a  king  ! 

Go,  mufter  men  ;  My  counfel  is  my  fhield ; 

We  rnuft  be  brief,  when  traitors  brave  the  field. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Queen  Margaret, 
Q^  Mar.  So,  now  profperity  begins  to  mellow, 
And  drop  into  the  rotten  mouth  of  death. 
Here  in  thefe  confines  fiily  have  I  lurk'd, 
To  watch  the  waining  of  mine  enemies. 
A  dire  induction  am  I  witnefs  to, 
And  will  to  France ;  hoping,  the  confequence 
Will  prove  as  bitter,  black,  and  tragical. 
Withdraw  thee,  wretched  Margaret!   who  comes 
here  ? 

Enter  the  Queen  and  the  Duchefs  of  York. 

Queen.  Ah,  my  poor  princes !  ah,  my  tender  babes ! 
My  unblown  flowers,  new-appearing  fweets ! 
if  yet  your  gentle  fouls  fly  in  the  air, 
And  be  not  nx'd  in  doom  perpetual, 
Hover  about  me  with  your  airy  wings, 
And  hear  your  mother's  lamentation  ! 

Q.  Mar.  Hover  about  her;  fay  that  right  for  right 
Hath  dimm'd  your  infant  morn  to  aged  night. 

Duch.  So  many  miferies  have  craz'd  my  voice, 
That  my  woe-wearied  tongue  is  ftill  and  mute. — 
Edward  Plantagenet,  why  art  thou  dead? 

Q^  Mar.  Plantagenet  doth  quit  Plantagenet, 
Edward  for  Ed\vard  pays  a  dying  debt. 

Queen.  Wilt  thou,  O  God,  fly  from  fuch  gentle 
lambs, 

And  throw  them  in  the  entrails  of  the  wolf? 

Why  didft  thou  ileep,  when  fuch  a  deed  was  done  ? 
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Mar.  When  holy  Henry  dy'd,  and  my  fweet 
fon  ? 

Duch.  Dead  life,  blind  fight,  poor  mortal  living 
ghoft. 

Woe's  fcene,  world's  ftiame,  grave's  due  by  life 
ufurp'd, 

Brief  abftra&  and  record  of  tedious  days, 
Ren  thy  unrell  on  England's  lawful  earth, 

[  Sitting  down* 
Unlawfully  made  drunk  with  innocent  blood  ! 

igtieta.  Ah,  that  thou  wouldftas  foon  afford  a  grave, 
As  thou  canft  yield  a  melancholy  feat ; 
Then  would  I  hide  my  bones,  not  reil  them  here  I 
Ah,  who  hath  any  caufe  to  mourn,  but  we  ? 

[Sitting  down  by  hct\ 
<g.  Mar.  If  ancient  forrow  be  moil  reverent, 
Give  mine  the  benefit  of  figniory, 
And  let  my  griefs  frown  on  the  upper  hand. 

[Sitting  down  *with  them. 
If  forrow  can  admit  fociety, 
Tell  o'er  your  woes  again  by  viewing  mine  : — 
I  had  an  Edward,  'till  a  Richard  kili'd  him  : 
I  had  a  hufband,  "till  a  Richard  kili'd  him: 
Thou  hadfl  an  Edward,  'till  a  Richard  killed  him  ; 
Thou  hadfl  a  Richard,  'till  a  Richard  kili'd  him. 

Duch.  I  had  a  Richard  too,  and  thou  didft  kill  him ; 
I  had  a  Rutland  too,  thou  holp'ft  to  kill  him. 

Mar.  Thou  hadfc  a  Clarence  too,  and  Richard 
kili'd  him. 

From  forth  the  kennel  of  thy  womb  hath  crepe 
A  hell-hound,  that  doth  hunt  us  all  to  death  : 
That  dog  that  had  his  teeth  before  his  eyes, 
To  worry  lambs,  and  lap  their  gentle  blood  ; 
That  foul  defacer  of  God's  handy -work  ; 
That  excellent  grand  tyrant  of  the  earth, 
That  reigns  in  galled  eyes  of  weeping  fouls, 
Thy  womb  let  ioofe,  to  chafe  us  to  our  graves.-— 
O  upright,  jud,  and  true-difpoiing  God, 
How  do  1  thank  thee,  that  this  carnal  cur 
Vol.  V.  H  h 
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Treys  on  the  ifiue  of  his  mother's  body, 

And  makes  her  pue-fellow  with  others'  moan ! 

Ditch.  O,  Harry's  wife,  triumph  not  in  my  woes ; 
God  witnefs  with  me,  I  have  wept  for  thine. 

Mar.  Bear  with  me;  I  am  hungry  for  revenge, 
And  now  I  cloy  me  with  beholding  it. 
Thy  Edward  he  is  dead,  that  kiil'd  my  Edward ; 
Thy  other  Edward  dead,  to  quit  my  Edward ; 
Young  York  he  is  bat  boot,  becaufe  both  they 
Match  not  the  high  perfection  of  my^lofs. 
Thy  Clarence  he  is  dead,  that  ftabb'd  my  Edward ; 
And  the  beholders  of  this  tragic  play, 
The  adulteiate  Haftings,  Rivers,  Vaughan,  Grey, 
Untimely  finother'd  in  their  duiky  graves. 
Richard  yet  lives,  hell's  black  intelligencer ; 
Only  referv'd  their  factor,  to  buy  fouls, 
And  fend  them  thither:  But  at  hand,  at  hand, 
Enfues  his  piteous  and  unpitied  end : 
Earth  gapes,  hell  burns,  fiends  roar,  faints  pray, 
To  have  him  fuddenly  convey 'd  from  hence  : — 
Cancel  his  bond  of  life,  dear  God,  I  pray, 
That  I  may  live  to  fay,  The  dog  is  dead  ! 

£>ueen.  O,  thou  didfl  prophefy,  the  time  would  come, 
That  1  fliould  wi(h  for  thee  to  help  me  curfe 
That  bottled  fpider,  that  foul  bunch-back'd  toad. 

^  Mar.  I  call'd  thee  then,  vain  fiourifh  of  my 
fortune  ; 

I  call'd  thee  then,  poor  fliadow,  painted  queen; 

The  prefentation  of  but  what  I  was, 

The  flattering  index  of  a  direful  pageant, 

One  heav'd  a-high,  to  be  hurPd  down  below : 

A  mother  only  mock'd  with  two  fair  babes : 

A  dream  of  what  thou  waft  ;  a  garifh  flag, 

To  be  the  aim  of  every  dangerous  (hot ; 

A  fign  of  dignity,  a  breath,  a  bubble  ; 

A  queen  in  jeft,  only  to  fill  the  fcene. 

Where  is  thy  hufband  now  ?  v/here  be  thy  brothers  ? 

Where  be  thy  two  fons  r  wherein  doft  thou  joy  I 

Who  fues,  and  kneels,  and  fays— God  fave  the  queen? 


da  w. 


KING  RICHARD  III. 


3^3 


Where  be  the  bending  peers  that  flatter'd  thee  ? 
Where  be  the  thronging  troops  that  follow'd  thee? 
Decline  all  this*  and  lee  what  now  thou  art. 
For  happy  wife,  a  mo  ft  diftreffed  widow  ; 
For  joyful  mother,  one  that  wails  the  name  ; 
For  one  being  fu'd  to,  one  that  humbly  fues ; 
For  queen,  a  very  caitiff  crown'd  with  care  ; 
For  one  that  fcorn'd  at  me,  now  fcorn'd  of  me  ; 
For  one  being  fear'd  of  all,  now  fearing  one  ; 
For  one  commanding  all,  obcy'd  of  none. 
Thus  hath  the  courfe  of  juftice  wheel'd  about, 
And  left  thee  but  a  very  prey  to  time  ; 
Having  no  more  but  thought  of  what  thou  wert, 
To  torture  thee  the  more,  being  what  thou  art. 
Thou  didft  ufurp  my  place,  And  doft  thou  not 
Ufurp  the  juft  proportion  of  my  forrow  ? 
Now  thy  proud  neck  bears  half  my  burden'd  yoke; 
From  which  even  here  I  flip  my  wearied  head, 
And  leave  the  burden  of  it  all  on  thee. 
Farewell,  York's  wife,  and  queen  of  fad  mifchance, 
Thefe  Englifh  woes  mail  make  me  fmile  in  France. 

Queen.  O  thou  well  ikilPd  in  curies !  ftay  a  while, 
And  teach  me  how  to  curfe  mine  enemies. 

Mar.  Forbear  to  lleep  the  night,  and  faft  the 
day  ; 

Compare  dead  happinefs  with  living  woe  ; 
Think  that  thy  babes  were  fairer  than  they  were, 
And  he,  that  llew  them,  fouler  than  he  is : 
Bettering  thy  lofs  makes  the  bad  caufer  worfe  ; 
Revolving  this  will  teach  thee  how  to  curfe. 

Queen.  My  words  are  dull,  O  quicken  them  with 
thine ! 

0.  Mar.  Thy  woes  will  make  them  lharp,  and 
pierce  like  mine.  [  Exit  Margaret. 

Ducb.  Why  mould  calamity  be  fall  of  words  ? 

Quee?i.  Windy  attornies  to  their  client  woes, 
Airy  fucceeders  of  inteftate  joys, 
Poor  breathing  orators  of  miferies ! 
Let  them  have  fcope,  though  what  they  do  impart 
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Help  nothing  elie,  yet  they  do  eafe  the  heart. 

Duch.  If  fo,  then  be  not  tongue-ty'd :  go  with  me, 
And  in  the  breath  of  Utter  words  let's  fmcther 
My  damned  fon,  that  thy  two  fweet  fons  fmother'd. 

[Drum,  within* 
I  hear  his  drum, — be  cooious  in  exclaims. 

Enter  King  R  icbard%  and  his  train,  inarching, 
K.  Rich.  Who  intercepts  me  in  my  expedition? 
Duch.  O,  fhe,  that  might  have  intercepted  thee. 
By  itrangling  thee  in  her  accurfed  womb," 
From  all  the  daughters*  wretch  that  thou  haft  done. 
Cues:.  Hid'ft  thou  that  forehead  with  a  golden 
crown, 

Where  mould  be  branded,  if  that  right  were  right, 
The  ilaughter  of  the  prince  that  ow?d  chat  crown, 
And  the  dire  death  of  my  poor  fons,  and  brothers  J 
Tell  me,  thou  villain -Have,  where  are  my  children  i 
Duch.  Thou  toad,  thou  toad,  where  is  thy  brother 
Clarence : 
And  little  Ned  Plantagenet,  his  fon  I 

Qwun,  Where  is  the  gentie  Rivers,  Vaughan, 
Grey? 

Duch.  Where  is  kind  Haitings ? 
Ah  Rich.   A  £ouriih;   trumpets  !  ftrike  alarum,, 
drums  ! 

Let  not  the  heavens  hear  thefe  tell-tale  women 
Rail  on  the  Lord's  anointed  :  Strike,  I  fay. — 

[  FIcu  r:/h .    Alarum . 
Either  be  patient,  and  entreat  me  fair, 
Or  with  the  clamorous  report  of  war 
Thus  will  I  drown  your  exclamation^. 
D  itch.  Art  thou  my  fon  r 

Ah  Rich.  Ay,  I  thank  Gcd,  my  father,  and  yourfeli. 
Duch.  Then  patiently  hear  my  impatience. 
K.  Rich.  Madam,  I  have  a  touch  of  your  condition. 
That  cannot  brook  the  accent  of  reproof. 
Duch.  O,  let  me  fpeak. 
Ah  Rick.  Do,  then;  but  FU  not  hear. 
Ducb.  I  will  be  mild  and  gentle  in  my  words. 
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K.  Rico.  And  brief,  good  mother;  for  I  am  in 
hale. 

Ducb.  Arc  thou  fo  hafty  ?  I  have  ftaid  for  thee, 
God  knows,  in  torment,  and  in  agony. 

K  Rich   And  came  I  not  at  laft  to  comfort  you  ? 
Ducb,   No,   by  the  holy  rood,  thou  know 'it  it 
well, 

Thou  cam'ft  on  earth  to  make  the  earth  my  hell. 
A  grievous  burden  was  thy  birth  to  me  ; 
Tetchy  and  wayward  was  thy  infancy  ; 
Thy  fchool-days,  frightful,  defperate,  wild,  and 
furious, 

Thy  prime  of  manhood,  daring,  bold,  and  ven- 
turous ; 

Thy  age  confirm'd,  proud,  fubtle,  fly,  and  bloody, 
More  mild,  but  yet  more  harmful,  kind  in  hatred 
What  comfortable  hour  canft  thou  name, 
That  ever  grac'd  me  in  thy  company  ? 

K.  Rich.  Faith,  none,  but  Humphry  Houre,  that 
calPd  your  grace 
To  breakfaft  once,  forth  of  my  company. 
If  I  be  fo  difgracious  in  your  fight, 
Let  me  march  on,  and  not  offend  you,  madam. — — 
Strike  up  the  drum. 

Ducb.  I  pr'ythee,  hear  me  fpeak. 

K.  Rich.  You  fpeak  too  bitterly. 

Ducb.  Hear  me  a  word  ; 
For  I  mall  never  fpeak  to  thee  again, 

K.  Ricb.  So. 

Duck.  Either  thou  wilt  die,  by  God's  juft  ordi- 
nance, 

Ere  from  this  war  thou  turn  a  conqueror ; 
Or  I  with  grief  and  extreme  age  mall  perifh3 
And  never  look  upon  thy  face  again. 
Therefore,  take  with  thee  my  moft  heavy  curfe ; 
Which,  in  the  day  of  battle,  tire  thee  more, 
Than  all  the  complete  armour  that  thou  wear'fl ! 
My  prayers  on  the  advene  parry  fight ; 
And  there  the  little  fouls  of  Edward's  children 
H  h  2 
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Whifpcr  the  fpirits  of  thine  enemies, 
And  promife  them  fuccefs  and  viftory  ! 
Bloody  thou  art,  bloody  will  be  thy  end  ; 
Shame  ferves  thy  life,  and  doth  thy  death  attend. 

[Exit. 

$>ueen.  Though  far  more  caufe,   yet  much  lefs 
fpirit  to  curfe 
Abides  in  me  ;  I  fay  Amen  to  her.  [Going. 
K.  Rich.  Stay,  madam,  I  mult  fpeak  a  word  with, 
you. 

Queen.  I  have  no  more  fons  of  the  royal  blood, 
For  thee  to  murder:  for  my  daughters,  Richard, 
They  mall  be  praying  nuns,  not  weeping  queens; 
And  therefore  level  not  to  hit  their  live3. 

K.  Rich.  Yon  have  a  daughter  call'd — Elizabeth, 
Virtuous  and  fair,  royal  and  gracious. 

Queen,  And  muft  ihe  die  for  this  ?  O,  let  her  live, 
And  PU  corrupt  her  manners,  ftain  her  beauty  ; 
Slander  myfelf,  as  falfe  to  Edward's  bed  ; 
Throw  over  her  the  veil  of  infamy  : 
So  fne  may  live  unfcarr'd  of  bleeding  flaughter, 
I  will  confcfs  me  was  not  Edward's  daughter. 

K.  Rich.  Wrong  not  her  birth  fhe  is  of  royal  blood  . 

Queen.  To  fave  her  life,  I'll  fay — fhe  is  not  fo. 

K.  Rich.  Her  life  is  fafeft  only  in  her  birth. 

Qifeen.  And  only  in  that  fafety  dy'd  her  brothers. 

K.  Rich.  Lo,  d£  their  births  good  fears  were  op- 
pofite. 

Queen,  No,  to  their  lives  bad  friends  were  con- 
trary. 

K.  Rich.  All  unavoided  is  the  doom  of  deliiny. 

Queen.  True,  when  avoided  grace  makes  deitiny  : 
My  babes  were  delHn'd  to  a  fairer  death, 
If  grace  had  blefs'd  thee  with  a  fairer  life. 

K.  Rich.  You  fpeak,  as  if  that  I  had  flain  my  cou- 
fins. 

Queen.  Coufins,  indeed;  and  by  their  uncle  co- 
zen'd 

Of  comfort,  kingdom,  kindred,  freedom,  lives. 
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Whofe  hands  foever  lancM  iheir  tender  hearts, 

Thy  bead',  all  iniireclly.  gave  direction  : 

No  doubt  the  murderous  knife  was  dull  and  blunt, 

'Till  it  was  whetted  on  tny  Itone-h  ird  heart, 

To  revel  in  the  entrails  of  my  lambs. 

But  that  It  ill  ufe  of  grief  makes  wild  grief  tame, 

My  tongue  fhould  to  thy  ears  not  name  my  boys, 

'Till  that  my  nails  were  anchor'd  in  thine  eyes ; 

And  t,  in  fuch  a  defperate  bay  of  death, 

Lik4  a  poor  bark,  of  fails  and  t  ickling  reft, 

Ruin  all  to  pieces  on  thv  rocky  bofom. 

K.  Rich.  Madam,  fo  thrive  I  in  my  enterprize, 
Am  dangerous  fuccefs  of  bloody  wars, 
As  X  intend  more  good  to  you  and  your's, 
Than  ever  you  or  your's  by  me  were  harm'd  ! 

Queen.  What  good  is  cover'd  with  the  face  of  hea- 
ven, 

To  be  diicover'd,  that  can  do  me  good  ? 

K.  Rub.  The  advancement  of  your  children,  gen- 
tle lady. 

Queen.  Up  to  fome  fcaftold,  there  to  lofe  their 
heads. 

K.  Rich.  No,  to  the  dignity  and  height  of  fortune, 
The  high  emperial  type  of  this  earth's  glory. 

Queen.  Flatter  my  forrows  with  report  of  it; 
Tell  me,  what  ftate,  what  dignity,  what  honour, 
Canft  thou  demife  to  any  child  of  mine  ? 

K.  Rich.  Even  all  I  have  ;  ay,  and  myfelfand  all, 
Will  I  withal  endow  a  child  of  thine  ; 
vSo  in  the  Lethe  of  thy  angry  foul 
Thou  drown  the  fad  remembrance  of  thofe  wrongs, 
Which,  thou  fuppofeft,  I  have  done  to  thee. 

Queen.  Be  brief,  left  that  the  procefs  of  thy  kind- 
nefs 

Laft  longer  telling  than  thy  kindnefs*  date. 

K.  Rich.  Then  know,  that,  from  my  foul,  I  love 

thy  daughter. 
Queen.  My  daughter's  mother  thinks  it  with  hec 
foul. 
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K.  Rich,  What  do  you  think  r 
Queen.  That  thou  doll:  love  my  daughter,  from  thv 
foul  : 

So,  from  thy  foul's  love,  didil  thou  love  her  brothers  ; 
And,  from  my  heart's  love,  I  do  thank  thee  for  it. 

K.  Rich.  Be  notfo  haily  to  confound  my  meaning: 
I  mean,  that  with  my  foul  I  love  thy  daughter, 
And  do  intend  to  make  her  queen  of  England. 

Queen.  Well  then,  who  doit,  thou  mean  fhallbeher 
king  ? 

K.  Rich.  Even  he  that  makes  her  queen  ;  Who  elfe 

mould  be  ? 
§^een.  What,  thou? 

K.Rich.  I,  even  1:  What  think  you  of  it,  madams 
Queen.  Ho-  canft  thou  woo  her? 
K.  Rich.  That  I  would  learn  of  you, 
As  one  being  belt  acquainted  with  her  humour. 
Queen.  And  wilt  thcu  learn  of  me? 
K.  Rich.  Madam,  with  all  my  heart. 
Queen.  Send  to  her,  by  the  man  that  flew  her  bro* 
thers, 

A  pair  of  bleeding  hearts ;  thereon  engrave, 
Edward,  and  York  ;  then,  haply,  will  file  weep  : 
Therefore  preient  to  her. — as  ibmetime  Margaret 
Did  to  thy  father,  freep'd  in  Rutland's  blood, — 
A  handkerchief ;  which,  fay  to  her,  did  drain 
The  purple  fap  from  her  fweet  brothers'  bodies, 
And  bid  her  w  ipe  her  weeping  eyes  withal. 
If  this  inducement  move  her  not  to  love, 
Send  her  a  letter  of  thy  noble  deeds ; 
Tell  her,  thou  mad'ft  away  her  uncle  Clarence, 
Her  uncle  Rivers  ;  ay,  and,  for  her  fake, 
Mad'it  quick  conveyance  with  her  good  aunt  Anne. 

K.  Rich.  You  mock  me,  madam ;  this  is  not  the  way 
To  win  your  daughter. 

Queen.  There  is  no  other  way  ; 
Unlefs  thou  could'ft  put  on  fome  other  fhape, 
And  not  be  Richard  that  hath  done  all  this. 

K.  Rich.  Say,  that  I  did  all  this  for  love  of  her  I 
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Queen.  Nay,  then  indeed,  fhe  cannot  chufe  hut  hate 
thee, 

Having  bought  love  with  fuch  a  bloody  fpoil. 

K.  Rich.  Look,  what  is  done  cannot  be  now  amend- 
ed : 

Men  mall  deal  unadvdfedly  fometimes, 

Which  after-hours  give  leifure  to  repent ; 

If  I  did  take  the  kingdom  from  your  fons, 

To  make  amends,  I'll  give  it  to  your  daughter. 

If  I  have  kill'd  the  iflue  of  your  womb, 

To  quicken  your  increafe,  I  will  beget 

Mine  iflue  of  your  blood  upon  your  daughter. 

A  grandam's  name  is  little  lefsin  love, 

Than  is  the  doting  title  of  a  mother ; 

They  are  as  children,  but  one  ftep  below, 

Even  of  your  mettle,  of  your  very  blood  ; 

Of  all  one  pain, — fave  for  a  night  of  groans 

Endur'd  of  her,  for  whom  you  bid  like  forrow. 

Your  children  were  vexation  to  your  youth, 

But  mine  fhall  be  a  comfort  to  your  age. 

The  lofs  you  have,  is  but — a  fon  being  king, 

And,  by  that  lofs,  your  daughter  is  made  queen. 

I  cannot  make  you  what  amends  I  would, 

Therefore  accept  fuch  kindnefs  as  I  can. 

Dorfet  your  fon,  that,  with  a  fearful  foul, 

Leads  difcontented  fteps  in  foreign  foil, 

This  fair  alliance  quickly  fhall  call  home 

To  high  promotions  and  great  dignity. 

The  king,  that  calls  your  beauteous  daughter— wife, 

Familiarly  fhall  call  thy  Dorfet— brother ; 

Again  fhall  you  be  mother  to  a  king, 

And  all  the  ruins  of  diftrefsful  times 

Repair'd  with  double  riches  of  content. 

What !  we  have  many  goodly  days  to  fee  : 

The  liquid  drops  of  tears  that  you  have  fhed, 

Shall  come  again,  transform'd  to  orient  pearl ; 

Advantaging  their  loan,  with  interell 

Of  ten  times  double  gain  of  happinefs. 

Go  then,  my  mother,  to  thy  daughter  go  ; 
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Make  bold  her  baihful  years  with  your  experience  ; 
Prepare  her  ears  to  hear  a  wcoev's  ule  ; 
Put  in  her  tender  heart  the  afpiring  rlame 
Of  golden  fov'reignty  ;  acquaint  the  princefs 
Wit!)  the  fweet  filent  hoars  of  marriage  joys  j 
And  when  this  arm  of  mine  hath  chafHfed 
The  petty  rebel,  duli-brain'd  Buckingham, 
Bound  with  triumphant  garlands  will  I  come, 
And  lead  thy  daughter  to  a  conqueror's  bed  ; 
To  whom  I  will  retail  mv  conquer!  w>on, 
And  ihe  fliaU  be  fole  viarefs,Ca?far's  Caefar. 

Queen.  What  were  I  beir,  to  fay  ?  her  father's  bro- 
ther 

Would  be  her  lord  I  or  (bail  I  fay  her  uncle  ? 
Or,  he  that  ilew  her  brothers,  and  her  uncles  ? 
Under  what  title  mall  I  woo  for  thee, 
i  hat  God,  the  law,  my  honour,  and  her  love, 
Can  make  feem  pleaiing  to  her  tender  years: 

K.  Rich.  Infer  fair  England's  peace  by  this  alliance. 

Queer..  Which  ihe  mall  purchafe  with  ft'ill  lading  war. 

K.  Rich.  Tell  her  the  king,  that  may  command, 
entreats 

Queen.  That  at  her  hands,  which  the  king's  King 
forbids. 

A'.  Rich.  Say,  ihe  mall  be  a  high  and  mighty 
queen. 

Queen.  To  wail  the  title,  as  her  mother  doth. 
K.  Rich.  Say,  I  will  love  her  everlaiKngiy. 
Qi  v But  how  long  foal]  that  title,  ever,  la:t  ? 
K.  Rich,  Sweetly  in  force  unto  her  fair  life's  end. 
Quee??.  Eut  hov*'  long  fairly  mail  her  fweet  life  lait? 
A'.  Rich*  As  long  as  heaven,  and  nature,  length- 
ens it. 

Queen.  As  long  as  hell,  and  Richard,  likes  of  it. 
K.  Rich.  Say,  I,  her  fovereign,am  her  fubjecliow. 
Queen.  But  me^ourfubjec^loathsfuchibv'reignty. 
K.  Rich.  Be  eloquent  in  my  behalf  to  her. 
Queen.  An  honeft  tale  fpeeds  beft,  being  plainlv 
told. 
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K.  Rich.  Then,  in  plain  terms  tell  her  my  loving 
tale. 

Queen.  Plain,  and  not  honeft,  is  too  harm  a  ftyie. 
K.  Rich.  Your  reafons   are  too  fhallow  and  too 
quid:. 

$>ueen,  O,  no,  my  reafons  are  too  deep  and  dead; — 
Two  deep  and  dead,  poor  infants,  in  their  graves. 
K.  Rich.  Harp  not  on  that  firing,  madam ;  that 
is  pail. 

Queen.  Harp  on  it  Mill  mail  1,  'till  heart-ftrings 
break. 

K.  Rich.  Now,  by  my  george,  my  garter,  and 

my  crown,  

Queen.  Profan'd,  dilhonour'd,  and  the  third  uftirp'd. 
K.  Rich.  I  fwear. 

Queen.  By  nothing  ;  for  this  is  no  oath. 
The  george,    profan'd,  hath  loft  his  holy  honour  ; 
The  garter,  blemifn'd,  pawn'd  his  knightly  virtue; 
The  crown,  ufurp'd,  difgrac'd  his  kingly  glory  : 
If  fomething  thou  wou'idit  fwear  to  be  believ'd, 
Swear  then  by  fomething  that  thou  haft  not  wrong'd, 

K.  Rich.  Now  by  the  world,-  

Queen.  'Tis  full  of  thy  foul  wrongs. 

K.Rich.  My  father's'  death, — 

Queen.  Thy  life  hath  that  dilhonour'd. 

K.  Rich.  Then,  by  myfelf,— 

Queen.  Thyfelf  is  felf-mif-us'd. 

K.  Rich,  Why  ::her>,  by  heaven, — 

Queen.  Heaven's  wrong  is  moft  of  all. 
If  thou  didft  fear  to  bre  k  an  oath  with  heaven, 
The  unity,  the  king  my  a  nib  and  made, 
Had  not  been  broken,  nor  my  brother  flain. 
If  thou  hadft  fear'd  to  break  an  oath  by  him, 
The  imperial  metal  circling  now  thy  head, 
Had  grac'd  the  tender  temples  of  my  child, 
And  both  the  princes  had  bee^-  breathing  here, 
Which  now,  two  tender  bed-fellows  for  duft, 
Thy  broken  faith  hath  made  a  prey  for  worms. 
What  canft  thou  fwear  by  now  ? 
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K.  Ri  h.  By  time  to  come. 

Queen.  That  thou  haft  wrong'd  in  the  time  o'erpai: ; 
For  I  myfelf  have  many  tears  to  wain 
Hereafter  time,  for  time  paft,  wrong'd  bv  thee. 
The  children  live,  whofe  parents  thou  haftflaughter'd, 
Gngovenvd  youth,  to  wail  it  in  their  age  : 
The  parents  live,  whofe  children  thou  haft  butcher'd, 
Old  barren  plants,  to  wail  it  with  their  age, 
Swear  not  by  time  to  come ;  for  that  thou  haft 
Mifus'd  ere  us'd,  by  times  ill-us'd  o'er-paft. 

A'.  Ritb.  As  I  intend  to  profper,  and  repent! 
So  thrive  I  in  my  dangerous  attempt 
Of  hoftile  arms !  myfelf  myfelf  confound  ! 
Heaven,  and  fortune  bar  my  happy  hours ! 
Day,  yield  me  not  thy  light;  nor,  night,  thy  reft  ! 
Be  oppoiite  all  planets  of  good  luck 
To  my  proceeding,  if,  with  pure  heart's  love, 
Immaculate  devotion,  holy  thoughts, 
I  tender  not  thy  beauteous  princely  daughter ! 
In  her  confifts  my  happinefs,  and  thine ; 
Without  her,  follows  to  myfelf,  and  thee, 
Herfelf,  the  land,  and  many  a  chriftian  fool, 
Death,  defolation,  ruin,  and  decay; 
It  cannot  be  avoided,  but  by  this ; 
It  wiil  not  be  avoided,  but  by  this  ; 
Therefore,  dear  mother,  (I  muft  call  you  fo) 
Be  the  attorney  of  my  love  to  her  ; 
Plead  what  I  will  be,  net  what  I  have  been, 
Not  my  defer ts.  but  what  I  will  deferve  : 
Urge  the  neceiiiiy  and  ftate  cf  times, 
And  be  not  peeviih  found  in  great  defigns. 

Sheen.  Shall  I  be  tempted  of  the  devil  thus  ? 

K.  Rub.  Ay,  if  the  devil  tempt  thee  to  do  good. 

Queen.  Shall  I  forget  myfeif,  to  be  myfelf? 

K.  R:ch.   Ay,  if  \ourfelPs  remembrance  wrong 
yourfelf. 

Oueerf.  But  thou  didfi  kill  my  children. 
A".  Rich.  But  in  your  daughter's  womb  I  bury  them; 
Where,  in  that  nefl  of  fpicery,  they  fnall  breed 
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Selves  of  themfelves,  to  your  recomforture. 

Queen.  Shall  I  go  win  my.  daughter  to  thy  will  ? 

K.  Rich.  And  be  a  happy  mother  by  the  deed. 

Queen.  I  go. — Write  to  me  very  fhortly, 
And  you  (hall  under  ft  and  from  me  her  mind. 

K.  Rich.  Bear  her  my  true  love's  kifs,  and  fo  fare- 
well. [Kifftng  her.    Exit  Queen* 
Relenting  fool,  and  mallow,  changing — woman  ! 
How  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Enter  Rat  cliff  and  Catefby. 

Rat.  Moll  mighty  fovereign,  on  the  weftern  coail 
Rideth  a  puiffant  navy  ;  to  the  fliore 
Throng  many  doubtful  hollow-hearted  friends, 
Unarm' d  and  unrefolv'd  to  beat  them  back  : 
'Tis  thought,  that  Richmond  is  their  admiral ; 
And  there  they  hull,  expecting  but  the  aid 
Of  Buckingham,  to  welcome  them  alhore. 

K.  Rich.  Some  light-foot  friend  poft  to  the  duke 
of  Norfolk  ; — 
RatclirF,  thyfelf, — -or  Catefby  ;  where  is  he  ? 

Catef.  Here,  my  good  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Catefby,  fly  to  the  duke. 

Catef.  I  will  my  lord,  with  ail  convenient  hafte, 

K.  Rich.  Ratcliir,  come  hither;  Poft  to  Salifbury ; 
When  thou  com'ft  thither, — Dull  unmindful  villain, 

[  To  Catefby\ 

Why  ftay'ft  thou  here,  and  go'ft  not  to  the  duke? 
Catef.  Firft,  mighty  liege,  tell  me  your  highnefs* 
pleafure, 

What  from  your  grace  I  mall  deliver  to  him. 

K.  Rich.  O,  true,  good  Catefby  ; — Bid  him  levy 
ftraight 

The  greateft  ftrength  and  power  he  can  make, 

And  meet  me  niddenly  at  Salifbury. 

Catef.  I  go.  [Exit* 
Rat.  What,  may  it  pieafe  you,  fliall  I  do  at  Salif- 
bury ? 

K.  Rich.  Why,  what  would':!  thou  do  there,  be- 
fore I  go  ? 
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Rat.  Your  highnefs  told  me,  I  mould  pod  before. 

Enter  Lord  Stanley. 
K.  Rich.  My  mind  is  chang'd. — Stanley,  what 

news  with  you  r 
Stanl.  None  good,  my  liege,  to  pleafe  you  with 
the  hearing ; 
Nor  none  fo  bad,  but  well  may  be  reported.  • 

K.  Rich.  Heyday,  a  riddle!  neither  good,  nor  bad! 
What  need5 ft  thou  run  fo  many  miles >about, 
When  thou  may'il  tell  thy  tale  the  neareft  way  ? 
Once  more,  what  news  ? 

Stanl.  Richmond  is  on  the  Teas. 
K.  Rich.  There  let  him  fink,  and  be  the  feas  on 
him  ! 

White-liver'd  runagate,  what  doth  he  there? 

Stanl.  I  know  not,  might}  fovereign,  but  by  guefs. 
K.  Rich.  Well,  as  you  guefs  ? 
Stanl.  Stirr'd  up  by  Dorfet,   Buckingham,  and 
Morton, 

He  makes  for  England,  here  to  claim  the  crown. 
K.  Rich.  Is  the  chair  empty?  is  the  fword  un- 
fway'd  I 

Ts  the  king  dead  ?  the  empire  unpcflefs'd  ? 
What  heir  of  York  is  there  alive,  but  we  : 
And  who  is  England's  king,  but  great  York's  heir  ? 
Then,  tell  me.  what  males  he  upon  the  feas  r 

Stanl.  Unlefs  for  that,  my  liege,  I  cannot  guefs. 

K.  Rich.  Unlefs  for  that  he  comes  to  be  your  liege, 
You  cannot  guefs  wherefore  the  Welshman  comes. 
Thou  wilt  revolt,  and  fly  to  him,  I  fear. 

Stanl.  No,  mighty  liege  ^  therefore  miilruft  me  not. 

K.  Rich.  Where  is  thy  power,  then,  to  beat  him 
back  ? 

Where  be  thy  tenants,  and  thy  followers  ; 
.Are  they  not  now  upon  the  weftern  (here, 
£?fe-conduciing  the  rebels  from  their  mips  ? 

Stanl.  No,  my  good  lord,  my  friends  are  in  the 
north. 
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K.  Rich.  Cold  friends  to  me :  What  do  they  in 
the  north, 

When  they  mould  ferve  their  fovereign  in  the  welt  ? 
Stanl.  They  have  not  been  commanded,  mighty 
king  ; 

Pleafeth  your  ma  jetty  to  give  me  leave, 

I'll  mutter  up  my  friends;  and  meet  your  grace, 

Where,  and  what  time,  your  majetty  mail  pleafe. 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  ay,  thou  wouidft  be  gone  to  join 
with  Richmond  : 
But  I'll  not  trutt  you,  fir. 

St  aril.  Moil  mighty  fovereign. 
You  have  no  caufe  to  hold  my  friendfhip  doubtful ; 
I  never  was,  nor  never  will  be  falfe. 

K.  Rich.  Well,  go,  mutter  thy  men.    But,  hear 
you,  leave  behind 
Your  fon,  George  Stanley:  look  your  heart  be  firm. 
Or  elfe  his  head's  atturance  is  but  frail. 

StanL  So  deal  with  him,  as  I  proye  true  to  you.  * 

[Exit  Stanley. 

Enter  a  MeJJenger. 
Mef.  My  gracious  fovereign,  now  in  Devonshire, 
As  I  by  friends  am  well  advertifed, 
Sir  Edward  Courtney,  and  the  haughty  prelate, 
Bifhop  of  Exeter,  his  elder  brother, 
With  many  more  confederates  are  in  arms. 

Enter  another  Me/Jenger. 

2  Mef.  In  Kent,  my  liege,  the  Guilfords  are  in  arms ; 
And  every  hour  more  competitors 

Flock  to  the  rebels,   and  their  power  grow  ftrong. 
Enter  another  Mefenger. 

3  Mef.  My  lord,  the  army  of  great  Buckingham — i 
K.  Rich.  Out  on  ye,  owls !  nothing  but  Jongs  of 

death  ?  [He  fir  ikes  him. 

There,  take  thou  that,  'till  thou  bring  better  news. 

3  Mef.  The  news  I  have  to  tell  your  majetty, 
Is, — that,  by  fudden  Hoods  and  fall  of  waters, 
Buckingham's  army  is  difpers'd  and  fcatter'd ; 
\nd  he  himfelf  wander 'd  away  alone, 


37^  KING  RICHARD  III.  A  Si  W. 

No  man  knows  whither. 

K.  Rich.  Oh,  I  cry  you  mercy  : 
There  is  my  purfe,  to  cure  that  blow  of  thine. 
Hath  any  well-ad  vi  fed  friend  proclaimed 
Reward  to  him  that  brings  the  traitor  in  ? 

3  Mef  Such  proclamation  hath  been  made,  my  liege. 

*    Enter  another  MeJ/enger. 

4  Mef  Sir  Thomas  Lovel,  and  lord  marquis  Dorfet, 
9Tis  faid,  my  liege,  in  Yorkfhire  are.  in  arms. 
But  this  good  comfort  bring  I  tc  your  highnefs, — 
The  Bretagne  navy  is  difpers'd  by  tempeft: 
Richmond,  in  Dorfetfhire,  fent  out  a  boat 
Unto  the  fhore,  to  afk  thofe  on  the  banks, 
If  they  were  his  affiftants,  yea,  or  no  ; 
Who  anfwer'd  him,  they  came  from  Buckingham 
Upon  his  party  ;  he,  miftrufting  them, 
Hois'd  fail,  and  made  his  courfe  again  for  Bretagne. 

K.  Rich.  March  on,  march  on,  ftnce  we  are  up  in 
arms ; 

If  not  to  fight  with  foreign  enemies, 
Yet  to  beat  down  thefe  rebels  here  at  home. 

Enter  Catefby. 
Catef  My  liege,  the  duke  of  Buckingham  is  taken, 
That  is  the  beft  news :  That  the  earl  of  Richmond 
Is  with  a  mighty  power  landed  at  Milford, 
Is  colder  news,  but  yet  it  mud  be  told. 

K.  Rich.  Away  towards  Salifbury  ;  while  we  reafon 
here, 

A  royal  battle  might  be  won  and  loft : — 
S.ome  one  take  order,  Buckingham  be  brought 

To  Salisbury  ;  the  reft  march  on  with  me. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Lord  Stanley's  Houfe. 
Enter  Lord  Stanley,  and  Sir  Chrifiopher  Urfwick. 

Stanl.  Sir  Chrifiopher,  tell  Richmond  this  from 
me  j  

That  in  the  live  of  this  moft  bloody  boar 
Tv/r«,  frm  frpnrfrp  Sfanlev  is  frank'd  ud  in  hold; 
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If  I  revolt,  off  goes  young  George's  head  ; 
The  fear  of  that  withholds  my  prefent  aid. 
But,  tell  me,  where  is  princely  Richmond  now? 

Chri.  At  Pembroke,  or  at  Ha'rford-weft,  in  Wales , 

Stanl.  What  men  of  name  refort  to  him  ? 

Chri.  Sir  Walter  Herbert,  a  renown'd  foldier ; 
Sir  Gilbert  Talbot,  and  Sir  William  Stanley  ; 
Oxford,  redoubted  Pembroke,  Sir  James  Blunt, 
And  Rice  ap  Thomas,  with  a  valiant  crew  ; 
And  many  other  of  great  name  and  worth  : 
And  towards  London  do  they  bend  their  courfe, 
If  by  the  way  they  be  not  fought  withal. 

Stanl.  Well,  hie  thee  to  my  lord ;  commend  me  to 
him ; 

Tell  him,  the  queen  hath  heartily  confented 

He  mall  efpoufe  Elizabeth  her  daughter. 

Thefe  letters  will  refolve  him  of  my  mind. 

Eare  well .  [  Exeunt . 

—  ...     .-....■■■■uttJ«BaBJt3^%^  ■** 

A  C  T    V.       SCENE  L 

Salijbury. 

Enter  the  Sheriff,  <with  Buckingham,  led  to  execution. 
^*«.TT TILL  not  king  Richard  let  me  fpeak 
VV  with  him? 

Sher.  No,  my  good  lord  ;  therefore  be  patient. 
Buck.  Haftings,  and  Edward's  children,  Rivdri, 
Grey, 

Holy  king  Henry,  and  thy  fair  ion  Edward, 
Vaughan,  and  all  that  have  mifcarried 
By  underhand  corrupted  foul  injuilice  : 
If  that  your  moody  difcontented  fouls 
Do  through  the  clouds  behold  this  prefent  houiy 
Even  for  revenge  mock  my  deitrudtion  ! — 
This  is  All-Souls'  day,  fellows,  is  it  not? 
Sher.  It  i?,  my  lord. 
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Euck.  Why,  then  All  Souls'  day  is  my  body** 

doomfday. 

This  is  the  day,  which,  in  king  Edward's  time, 

I  wilh'd  might  fall  on  rne,  when  I  was  found 

Falie  to  his  children,  or  his  wife's  allies  ; 

This  is  the  dry,  wherein  I  wilh'd  to  fall 

By  the  fkHe  faith  of  him  whom  moft  I  trufted  i 

This,  this  All-Souls'  day  to  my  fearful  foul, 

Is  the  detennin'd  refpite  of  my  wrong*. 

That  high  Ali-feer  whom  I  dally 'd  with, 

Hath  turn' d  my  feigned  prayer  on  my  head, 

And  given  in  earner!  what  I  begg'd  in  jeit. 

Thus  doth  he  force  the  (words  of  wicked  men 

To  turn  their  own  points  on  their  mailers'  bofoms : 

Thus  Margaret's  curie  falls  heavy  on  my  neck, — 

When,  hey  quoth  ihe,jha//jplit  thy  heart  zvith  frr&zv, 

Remember  Margaret  ~j:as  a  prophet  ef. — 

Come,  iirs,  convey  me  to  the  block  of  ihame  ; 

Wrong  hath  bat  wrong,  and  blame  the  due  of  blame. 

[Exeunt  Buckingham,  tft . 

SCENE  n. 

Tam-'.  mb,  an  the  hszders  of  Leicefterjbire.    A  camp. 
Enter  Henry,  Earl  cf  Richmond,  Earl  of  Oxfcrd,  Sir 
Janes  Blunt,  Sir  ffa/ter  Herbert,  and  others,  -jcitb 
dnom  and  eolrurs. 

Michm.  Fellows  inarms,  and  my  moll: loving  friends, 
Bruis'd  underneath  the  yoke"  of  tyranny, 
Thus  far  into  the  bowels  of  the  land 
Have  we  march' d  on  without  impediment ; 
And  here  receive  we  from  cur  father  Stanley 
Lines  of  fair  comfort  and  encouragement. 
The  wretched,  bloody,  and  ufurping  boar, 
That  ipoil'd  3  oar  iummer  fields,  and  fruitful  vines, 
Swills  your  warm  blood  like  waih,  and  makes  his 
trough 

En  vour  einbowell'd  bofoms, — this  foul  fwine 
Lies  now  even  in  the  centre  of  this  iile, 
Steal  to  the  town  of  Leiceuer,  as  we  learn  1 
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From  Tamworth  thither,  is  but  one  day's  march. 
In  God's  name,  chearly  on,  courageous  friends, 
To  reap  the  harveft  of  perpetual  peace 
By  this  one  bloody  trial  of  iharp  war. 

Qxf.  Every  man's  conference  is  a  thoufand  fwords, 
To  fight  ag  iinil  that  bloody  homicide. 

Herb.  I  doubt  not,  but  his  friends  will  turn  to  ips. 
Blunt.  He  hath  no  friends,  but  who  are  friends  for 
fear ; 

Which,  in  his  deareit  need,  will  rly  from  him. 

Richm.  All  for  our  vantage.    Then,  in  God's  name 
march  : 

True  hope  is  fwift,  and  flies  with  f wallow's  wings  ; 
Kings  ic  makes  gods,  and  meaner  creatures  kings. 

\  Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Bof  worth  Field. 
Enter  King  Richard  m  arms,  with  the  Duke  of  Norfolk* 
Eiirl  cf  Surrey,  and  others. 

K.  Rich.  Here  pitch  our  tent,  even  here  in  Bof- 

worth  Field. — 
My  lord  of  Surrey,  why  look  you  fo  -fad  ? 

Sur.  My  heart  is  ten  times  lighter  than  my  looks. 

K.  Rich.  My  lord  of  Norfolk— 

Nor.  Here,  moil  gracious  liege. 

K.  Rich.  Norfolk,  we  muft  have  knocks ;  Ha !  muft 

wre  not  ? 

Nor.  We  mull  both  give  and  take,  my  loving  lord. 
K.  Rich.  Up  with  my  tent  :  Hci-e  will  I  lie  to- 
night ; 

B\it  where,  to-morrow  ? — Well,  all's  one  for  that. — 
Who  hath  defcry'd  the  number  of  the  traitors? 
Nor.  Six  or  feven  thoufand  is.  their  utpioft  power, 
K.  Rich.  Why,  our  oattaiia  trebles  that  account : 
Befides,  the  king's  name  is  a  tower  of  ftrength, 
Which  they  upon  the  adverle  faction  want. — 
Up  with  the  tent. — Come,  noble  gentlemen, 
Let  us  furvey  the  vantage  of  the  ground;— 
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Call  for  fome  men  of  found  direction  : — 
Let's  want  no  difcipline,  make  no  delay  ; 
For,  lords,  to-morrow  is  a  bufy  day.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  on  the  other  fide  of  the  field,  Richmond,  Sir 
William  Brandon,  Oxford,  Dorfet,  &c. 

Richm.  The  weary  fun  hath  made  a  golden  fet, 
And,  by  the  bright  tracks  of  his  fiery  car, 
Gives  token  of  a  goodly  day  to-morrow. — 
Sir  William  Brandon,  you  mall  bear  my  ftandard, — 
Give  me  fome  ink  and  paper  in  my  tent ; — 
I'll  draw  the  form  and  model  of  our  battle, 
Limit  each  leader  to  his  feveral  charge, 
And  part  in  juft  proportion  our  fmall  power. 
My  lord  of  Oxford, — you,  Sir  William  Brandon, — 
And  you,  Sir  Walter  Herbert,  ftay  with  me  : — 
The  earl  of  Pembroke  keeps  his  regiment ;  — 
Good  captain  Blunt,  bear  my  good  night  to  him, 
And  by  the  fecond  hour  in  the  morning 
Denre  the  ear]  to  fee  me  in  my  tent  : 
Yet  one  thing  more,  good  captain,  do  for  me  ; 
Where  is  lord  Stanley  quarter'd,  do  you  know  ? 

Blunt.  Unlefs  I  have  mifia'en  his  colours  much, 
(Which,  well  I  am  aflur'd,  I  have  not  done) 
His  regiment  lies  half  a  mile  at  leait 
South  from  the  mighty  power  of  the  king. 

Richm.  If  without  peril  it  be  poiiible, 
Sweet  Blunt,  make  fome  good  means  to  fpeak  with 
him, 

And  give  him  from  me  this  moil  needful  note. 

Blunt.  Upon  my  life,  my  lord,  I'll  undertake  it  ; 
And  (6,  God  give  you  quiet  reft  to-night! 

Richm.  Good  night,  good  captain  Blunt.  Come, 
gentlemen, 
Let  us  confult  upon  to-morrow's  bufmefs  ; 
In  to  my  tent,  the  air  is  raw  and  cold. 

[  Thtj  ixftthdraw  into  the  tent. 
Enter 9- to  his  tent,  King  Richard,  Ratclif,  Norfolk, 
and  Catejby. 
K.  Rich.  What  is't  o'clock  I 
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Catcf.  It's  fupper  time,  my  lord  ; 
It's  nine  o'clock. 

K.  Rich.  I  will  not  fup  to-night. — 
Give  me  Tome  ink  and  paper. — 
What,  is  my  beaver  eafier  than  it  was  ? — 
And  all  my  armour  laid  into  my  tent  ? 

Catef.  It  is,  my  liege;  and  ail  things  are  in  rea- 
dme fs. 

K.  Rich.  Good  Norfolk,  hie  thee  to  thy  charge ; 
Ufe  careful  watch,  cbufe  trufly  centinels. 
Nor.  I  go,  my  lord . 

K.Rich.  Stir  with  the  lark  to-morrow,  gentle  Nor- 
folk. 

Nor.  I  warrant  you,  my  lord.  [Exit. 
K.  Rich.  RatclifF,— 
Rat.  My  lord  ? 

K.  Rich.  Send  out  a  purfuivant  at  arms 
To  Stanley's  regiment ;  bid  him  bring  his  power 
Before  fun-riring,  left  his  ion  George  fall 
Into  the  blind  cive  of  eternal  night. — 
Fill  me  a  bowl  of  w7ine  : — Give  me  a  watch  : — 

[Ze>  Cate/ky. 

Saddle  white  Surrey  for  the  field,  to-rnorrow.-^- 
Look  that  my  ftaves  be  found,  and  not  too  heavy. 

Ratclifr>  

Rat.  My  lord  ? 

K.  Rich.  Saw'ft  thou  the  melancholy  lord  Nor- 
thumberland ? 

Rat.  Thomas  the  earl  of  Surrey  and  himfelf, 
Much  about  cock-fhut  time,  from  troop  to  troop, 
Went  through  the  army,  cheering  up  the  foldiers. 

K.  Rich.  I  am  fatisfy'd.    Give  me  a  bowl  of  wine  ; 
I  have  not  that  alacrity  of  fpirit, 
Nor  cheer  of  mind,  that  I  was  wont  to  have. — • 
So,  fet  it  down. — Is  ink  and  paper  ready  ? 

Rat.  It  is,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Bid  my  guard  watch,  and  leave  me. 
About  the  mid  of  night,  come  to  my  tent 
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And  help  to  arm  me,  RatclifF. — Leave  me,  I  fay. 

\Exii  Ratcliff. 

Richmond*  s  Tent  opens ,  and  ~d if  covers  him,   and  his 
Officers,  bV. 

Enter  Stanley. 

Stan/.  Fortune  and  victory  fit  on  thy  helm  ! 

Richm.  AW  comfort  that  the  dark  night  can  afford, 
Be  to  thy  perfon,  noble  father-in-law  ! 
Tell  me,  how  fares  our  loving  mother  ? 

Stanl.  I,  by  attorney,  blefs  thee  from  thy  mother, 
Who  prays  continually  for  Richmond's  good ; 
So  much  for  that. — The  ulent  hours  Ileal  on, 
And  flaky  darknefs  breaks  within  the  eait. 
In  brief,  for  fo  the  feafon  bids  us  be, 
Prepare  thy  battle  early  in  the  morning  ! 
And  put  thy  fortune  to  the  arbitrement 
Of  bloody  ilrokes,  and  mortal  ilaring  war. 
I,  as  I  may,  (that  which  I  would,  I  cannot) 
With  beil  advantage  will  deceive  the  time, 
And  aid  thee  in  this  doubtful  fnock  of  arms: 
But  on  thy  fide  I  may  not  be  too  forward, 
Left,  being  feen,  thy  tender  brother  George 
Be  executed  in  his  father's  fight. 
Farewell:  the  leifure,  and  the  fearful  time 
Cuts  off  the  ceremonious  vows  of  love, 
And  ample  enterchange  of  fweet  difcourfe, 
Which  fo  long  fundred  friends  mould  dwell  upon  ; 
God  give  us  leifure  for  thefe  rights  of  love  ! 
Once  more,  adieu : — Be  valiant  and  fpeed  well  ! 

Richm.  Good  lords,  conduct  him  to  his  regiment: 
I'll  itrive,  with  troubled  thoughts,  to  take  a  nap  ; 
Left  leaden  {lumber  peize  me  down  to-morrow, 
When  I  lhould  mount  with  wings  of  victory  : 
Once  more,  goodnight,  kind  lords  and  gentlemen. 

[Exeunt  hrdsy 
O,  Thou  !  whofe  captain  I  account  my felf, 
Look  on  my  forces  with  a  gracious  eye  ; 
Put  in  their  hands  thy  bruising  irons  of  wrath* 
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That  they  may  crufh  down  with  a  heavy  fall 
The  ufurping  helmets  of  our  adverfaries! 
Make  us  thy  mi.nifters  of  chafufement, 
That  we  may  praife  thee  in  thy  viclory ! 
To  thee  I  do  commend  my  watchful  foul,  ■ 
Ere  1  let  fall  the  windows  of  mine  eyes ; 
Sleeping,  and  waking,  O  defend  me  It  ill !      [  Sl&ps. 
Enter  the  Ghoft  of  Prince  Ed-ward,  Son  to  Henry  the 
Sixth. 

Ghoft.  Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  foul  to-morrow  ? 

[7b  K.  Rich. 
Think  how  thou  flably  ft  me  in  the  prime  of  youth 
At  Tewkfbury  ;  defpair  therefore,  and  die  ! — 
Be  cheerful,  Richmond ;  for  the  wronged  fouls 

[2b  Richm. 

Of  butcher'd  princes  fight  in  thy  behalf: 
King  Henry's  iffue,  Richmond,  comforts  thee. 
Enter  the  Ghoft  of  Henry  the  Sixth. 
Ghcft.  When  I  was  mortal,  my  anointed  body 

[To  K.  'Rich. 
By  thee  was  punched  full  of  deadly  holes  : 
Think  on  the  Tower  and  me  ;  defpair  and  die  ; 
Henry  the  fixth  bids  thee  defpair  and  die  ! — 

V irtuous  and  holy  ,  be  thou  conqueror !  [  To  Richm, 
Harry,  that  pro.phefy'd  thou  fhouldrl  be  king, 
Doth  comfort  thee  in  thy  flcep;  live,  and  fiourilh. 
Enter  the  Ghcft  of  Clarence. 
Ghoft.  Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  foul  to-morrow ! 

[7b  K.  Rich, 
I,  that  was  wafn'd  to  death  with  fulfome  wine, 
Poor  Clarence,  by  thy  guile  betrayed  to  death! 
To-morrow  in  the  battle  think  on  me, 
And  fall  thy  edgelefs  fword  ;  defpair,  and  die  !  — 
Thou  offspring  cf  the  houfe  of  Lancafter, 

[To  Rich?n. 

The  wronged  heirs  of  York  do  pray  for  "thee  ; 
Good  angels  guard  thy  battle!  Live,  and  rlcarijh ! 

Enter  the  Ghcfts  of  Rivers,  Grey  ,  and  Vaughan. 

&i<v.  Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  foal  to-morrow  ! 

\ThK?Mkb. 
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Rivers,  that  dy'd  at  Potafrat  ?  defpair,  and  die  ! 
Grey.  Think  upon  Grey,  and  let  thv  foul  defpair! 

'  {ToK.  Rich. 

Vaugh.  Think  upon  Yaughan ;  and,  with  guilty 
fear, 

Let  fall  thy  lance  !  defpair,  and  die  !    [To  K.  Rich. 
Ail.  Awake  !  and  think,  our  wrongs  in  Richard's 
bofom 

Will  conquer  him ; — awake,  and  win-  the  day  ! 

f  To  Richm. 
E>::cr  the  Gbojt  of  Lord  Rafting*. 
Ghofi.  Bloody  and  guilty,  guiltily  awake; 

[To  K.  Rich* 

And  in  a  bloody  battle  end  thy  days  1 
Think  on  lord  Railings;  and  defpair,  and  die  ! — 
Quiet,  untroubled  foul,  awake,  awake ! 

{To  Richm. 

Arm,  fight,  and  conquer,  for  fair  England's  lake  I 
Enter  the  Ghcjfs  cf  the  ttnojcimg  Princes. 

Qbofts,  Dream  on  thy  coufins  imother'd  in  the 
Tower  1 

Le:  us  be  lead  within  thv  bofoin,  Richard, 

{To  K.  Rich. 
And  weigh  thee  down  to  ruin,  {frame,  and  death  ! 
Thy  nephews'  ibuls  bid  thee  defpair,  and  die. — 
Sleep,  Richmond,  ileep  in  peace,  and  wake  in  joy; 

{To  Richm 4 

Good  angels  guard  thee  from  the  boar's  annoy ! 
Live,  a::^  beget  a  happy  race  of  kings ! 
Edward's  unhappy  fens  do  bid  tr.ee  iiourim. 

Lr.iti'  ri'e  G\:f.  :f  Laa-;  Anne. 

Ghcft.  Richard,  thy  wife,  that  wretched  Anne  thy 
wife,  {To  K.  Rki . 

That  never  ilept  a  quiet  hour  with  thee, 
Sow  fills  thy  ileep  with  perturbations : 
To-morrow  in  the  battle  think  on  me, 
And  fall  thy  edgelefs  (word  :  defpair,  and  die! — 
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Thou,  quiet  foul,  fleep  thou  a  quiet  fleep  ; 

f  To  Richm. 

Dream  of  fuccefs  and  happy  viclory  : 
Thy  adverfary's  wife  doth  pray  for  thee. 

Enter  the  Ghoft  of  Buckingham. 
Ghoft.  The  fir  ft  was  Iy  that  help'd  thee  to  the 
crown:  [To  K.  Rich. 

The  laft  w?s  J,  that  felt  thy  tyranny  : 
O,  in  the  battle  think  on  Buckingham, 
And  die  in  terror  of  thy  guiltinefs ! 
Dream  on,  dream  on,  of  bloody  deeds  ana  death  ; 
Fainting,  deipair  :  defpairing,  yield  thy  breath! — 
I  dy'd  for  hope,  ere  I  could  lend  thee  aid  : 

[To  Richm. 

But  cheer  thy  heart,  and  be  thou  not  difmay'd  : 
God  and  good  angels  fght  on  Richmond's  fide ; 
And  Richard  falls  in  height  of  all  his  pride. 

[The  G hefts  <vanijh. 
[K.  Richard  ft  avis  out  cf  his  dream. 

K.  Rich.  Give  me  another  horfe,  bind  up  my 

wounds,—  

Have  mercy,  jefu  !— Soft ;  I  did  but  dream.™ 

0  coward  confeience,  how  doft  thou  afflict  me  ! 
The  light  burns  blue.— Is  it  not  dead  midnight? 
Cold  fearful  drops  ftand  on  my  trembling  fiefh. 
What  do  I  fear?  myfelf?  there's  none  elfe  by  : 
Richard  loves  Pxichard :  that  is,  I  am  L 

Is  there  a  mard'rer  here  ?  No  ; — Yes ;  I  am  : 
Then  fly, — What,  from  myfelf?  Great  reafon :  Why  ? 
Left  I  revenge.    What;  Myfelf  on  myfelf? 

1  love  myfelf.    Wherefore  ?  for  any  good, 
That  I  myfelf  have  done  unto  myfelf? 

O,  no  ;  a  Lis,  1  rather  hate  myfelf. 
For  hateful  deeds  committed  by  myfelf. 
I  am  a  villain :  Yet  I  lie,  I  am  not. 
Fool,  of  thyfelf  fpeak  well :— Fool,  do  not  fiat^el3. 
My  confeience  hath  a  thoufand  feveral  tongues, 
And  every  tongue  brings  in  a  feveral  tale, 
And  every  tale  condemns  me  for  a  villain. 
Vol.  V.  K  k 
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Perjury,  perjury,  in  the  higkeft  degree, 
Murder,  item  murder,  in  the  dir'ft  degree; 
All  feveral  fins,  all  us'd  in  each  degree, 
Throng  to  the  bar,  crying  all, — Guilty  !  guilty! 
I  mall  defpair,— There  is  no  creature  loves  me ; 
And,  if  I  die,  no  foul  fhail  pity  me  : — 
Nay,  wherefore  mould  they  ?  fmce  that  I  myfelf 
Find  in  myfelf  no  pitv  toTnyfeif. 
Methought,  the  fouls"  of  all  that  I  had  murder'd 
Came  to  my  tent ;  and  every  one  did\hreat 
To-morrow's  vengeance  on  the  head  of  Richard. 
Enter  Rat  cliff. 

Rat.  My  lord, — 

A\  Rich.  Who's  there  ? 

Rat.  My  lord,  'tis  I :  The  early  village  cock 
Hath  twice  done  falutation  to  the  morn ; 
Your  friends  are  up,  and  buckle  on  their  armour. 

K.  Rich.  O  Ratcliff,   I  have  dream'd  a  fearful 
dream ! — 

What  thinkeil thou ?  will  our  friends  prove  all  true: 

Rat.  No  doubt,  mr  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Ratcliff,  "i  fear,  I  fear,— 

Rat.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  be  not  afraid  of  lhadows, 

K,  Rich.  By  the  apoftle  Paul,  fhadows  to-night 
Have  ilnick  more  terror  to  the  foul  of  Richard, 
Than  can  the  fubftance  often  thoufand  foldiers, 
Armed  in  proof,  and  led  by  mallow  Richmond. 
It  is  not  yet  near  day.    Come,  go  with  me 
Under  our  tents ;  I'll  play  the  eaves-dropper, 
To  hear,  if  any  mean  to  fhrink  from  me. 

[Exeunt  K.  Richard,  and  Rat  cliff. 
Richmond,  wates.    Enter  Oxford  and  ethers. 

Lords.  Good  morrow,  Richmond. 

Richm.  'Cry  mercy,  lords,  and  watchful  gentlemen. 
That  you  have  ta'en  a  tardy  iluggard  here. 

L  fists*  How  have  you  flept,  my  lord  ? 

Richm.  The  fweeteft  lleep,  and  faireft-boding 
dreams, 

That  ever  enter' J  in  a  drowfy  head, 
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Have  I  fince  your  departure  had,  my  lords. 
Methought,  their  fouls,  whofe  bodies  Richard  mur- 
der'd, 

Came  to  my  tent,  and  cry'd — On  !  vidlory  ! 
I  promife  you,  my  heart  is  very  jocund 
In  the  remembrance  of  fo  fair  a  dream. 
How  far  into  the  morning  is  it,  my  lords  ? 

Lords.  Upon  the-  ftroke  of  four. 

Ri:h?n.  Why,  then  'tis  time  to  arm,  and  give  di- 
rection.—  [He  advances  to  the  troops. 
More  than  I  have  faid,  loving  countrymen, 
The  leifure  and  enforcement  of  the  time 
Forbids  to  dwell  upon  :  Yet  remember  this, — 
God  and  our  good  caufe  fight  upon  our  fide  ; 
The  prayers  of  holy  faints,  and  wrongecLfouls, 
Like  high-rear'd  bulwarks,  ftand  before  our  faces ; 
Richard  except,  thofe,  whom  we  fight  againft, 
Had  rather  have  us  win,  than  him  they  follow, 
For  what  is  he  they  follow?  truly,  gentlemen, 
A  bloody  tyrant,  and  a  homicide ; 
One  rais'd  in  blood,  and  one  in  blood  eftabliih'd  ; 
One  that  made  means  to  come  by  what  he  hath, 
And  flaughter'd  thofe  that  were  the  means  to  help 
him  ; 

A  bafe  foul  ftone,  made  precious  by  the  foil 

Of  England's  chair,  where  he  is  falfely  fet; 

One  that  hath  ever  been  God's  enemy : 

Then,  if  you  fight  againft  God's  enemy, 

God  will,  in  juftice,  ward  you  as  his  foldiers  : 

If  you  do  fweat  to  put  a  tyrant  down, 

You  fleep  in  peace,  the  tyrant  being  flain  : 

If  you  do  fight  againft  your  country's  foes, 

Your  country's  tat  mail  pay  your  pains  the  hire  ; 

If  you  do  fight  in  fafeguard  of  your  wives, 

Your  wives  lhall  welcome  home  the  conquerors ; 

If  you  do  free  your  children  from  the  fword, 

Your  children's  children  quit  it  in  your  age. 

Then,  in  the  name  of  God,  and  all  thefe  rights, 

Advance  your  ftandards,  draw  your  willing  fwords : 
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Foi  me,  the  rs.nl om  or  my  bold  attempt 

Shall  be  this  cold  corpfe  on  the  earth's  cold  face ; 

But  if  I  t iirive,  the  gain  of  mv  attempt 

The  -tare  cf  you  fha£)  mare  his  rrtft  thereof. 

Sound,  drums  and  trumpet,  bctdh  and  ckeerrullv  ; 

Goa..  and  daia:  George:  R*: k      vifcor}  ! 

Re-a*cr  King  Jtidmrd%  Ratdif,  &Cm 
K.  Rich.  What  laid  Xcrtharr  berhad,  as  torching 

Richmond  ? 
Kmt.  That  ne  was  never  trained  up  in  arms. 
K.  Ri:r:.  He  laid  the  truth:  And  i* -hat  laid  Surrey 

then  j 

Rat.  He  imil'd  and  laid,  the  better  for  cur  purpcfe. 
K.  Rkb.  He  was  i  the  rigrt;  and  fo,  indeed,  it  is. 
Tell  the  clock  there. — Give  me  a  kaiendar.  

\^  he  ia  .v  tae  Gin  to-day  \ 
Mm,  Not  I,  my  lorn. 

A',  ^-.-■j.  Then  he  difdair-s  to  fnine ;  far,  by  the 
bock, 

He  mould  have  brav'd  the  eait  an  hour  ago : 

A  black:  Jay  ::  \  ill  re  to  feme  body.  

RatclirF, — — 
R.zt.  My  lord: 

AT.  i?:V/l-».  Tae  fan  will  net  be  leer  co-day; 
The  fky  doth  frown  ana  lour  upon  car  army. 
I  would,  thefe  dewy  tears  were  from  the  grated. 
Not  fhine  to-day  !  Why,  \\  hat  is  that  to  me, 
More  than  to  Richmond;  for  the  :clf-i~ame  heaven, 
Tha:  frown:  on  me.  looks  faily  even  him. 

a  -irrj-r  \  -;. 
Ncr.  Arm,  arm.  mv  lord;  the  foe  vaunts  in  the 
field. 

X.  R:;t.   Come,  buule,  buttle; — Capari!on  my 
hone : — 

Call  up  lord  Stanley,  bid  him  bring  his  power ; — 
I  will  lead  torch  my  tolaiers  to  the  plain, 
And  thus  my  battle  mall  be  ordered. 
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My  foreward  mall  be  drawn  out  all  in  length, 
Confifting  equally  of  horfe  and  foot; 
Our  archers  fhafl'  &e  placed  in  the  midft : 
John  duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  earl  of  Surrey, 
Shall  have  the  leading  of  this  foot  and  horfe. 
They  thus  directed,  we  will  follow 
In  the  main  battle  ;  whofe  puiffance  on  either  fide 
Shall  be  well  winged  with  our  cheifeft  horfe. 
This,  and  Saint  George  to  boot!— what  think'fi: 
thou,  Norfolk? 

Nor.  A  good  direction,  warlike  fovereign. — 
This  found  I  on  my  tent  this  morning. 

[  Giving  a  fcrowL 

K.  Rich.  Jocky  of  Norfolk,  be  not  too  bold,  [Reads, 
For  Dickon  thy  mafeer  is  bought  and  fold, 
A  thing  devifed  by  the  enemy. — 
Go,  gentlemen,  every  man  unto  his  charge: 
Let  not  our  babbling  dreams  affright  our  fouls ; 
For  confcience  is  but  a  word  that  cowards  ufe, 
Devis'd  at  firfl  to  keep  the  flrong  in  awe ; 
Our  flrong  arms  be  our  confcience,  fwords  our  law, 
March  on,  join  bravely,  let  us  to  't  pell-mell ; 
If  not  to  heaven,  then  hand  in  hand  to  hell. — - 
What  mall  I  fay  more  than  I  have  inferr'd  ? 
Remember  whom  you  are  to  cope  withal  ;— 
A  fort  of  vagabonds,  rafcals,  and  run-aways, 
A  fcum  of  Brittains,  and  bafe  lackey  peafants, 
Whom  their  o'er-cloyed  country  vomits  forth 
To  defperate  ventures  and  affur'd  deflruction. 
You  fleeping  fafe,  they  bring  you  to  unrefl  ; 
You  having  lands,  and  blefl  with  beauteous  wives, 
They  would  diilrain  the  one,  diflain  the  other. 
And  who  doth  lead  them,  but  a  paltry  fellow, 
Long  kept  in  Brittaine  at  our  brother's  coil  ? 
A  milk-fop,  one  that  never  in  his  life 
Felt  fo  much  cold  as  over  fhoes  in  fnow  ? 
Let's  whip  thefe  flragglers  o'er  the  feas  again  ; 
Lam  hence  thefe  over-weening  rags  of  France, 
Thefe  famifh'd  beggars,  weary  of  their  lives ; 
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Who,  but  for  dreaming  on  this  fond  exploit, 
For  want  of  means,  poor  rats,  had,  hang'd  themfelves: 
If  we  be  conquer'd,  let  men  conquer  us, 
And  not  thefe  baftard  Brittains ;   whom  our  fathers 
Have  in  their  own  land  beaten,  bobb'd,  and  thump'd, 
And,  on  record,  left  them  the  heirs  of  mame. 
Shall  they  enjoy  our  lands  ?  lye  with  our  wives  ? 
Ravifh  our  daughters  ? — Hark,  I  hear  their  drum. 

\JDrum  afar  off. 

Fight,  gentlemen  of  England!  fight,  bold  yeomen ! 
Draw,  archers,  draw  your  arrows  to  the  head  ! 
Spur  your  proud  horfes  hard,  and  ride  in  blood  ; 

Amaze  the  welkin  with  your  broken  Haves !  

Enter  a  Meffenger. 
What  fays  lord  Stanley  ?  will  he  bring  his  power  ? 
Mef.  My  lord,  he  doth  deny  to  come. 
.  K.  Rich.  Off  with  his  fon  George's  head. 
Nor.  My  lord,  the  enemy  hath  paft  the  marlh ; 
After  the  battle  let  George  Stanley  die. 

K.  Rich.  A  thoufand  hearts  are  great  within  my 
bofom : 

Advance  our  ftandards,  fet  upon  our  foes ; 

Our  ancient  word  of  courage,  fair  Saint  George, 

Infpire  us  with  the  fpleen  of  fiery  dragons ! 

Upon  them  !  Victory  fits  on  our  helms,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Another  part  of  the  field. 
Alarum.    Excurfions.    Enter  Catejby. 

Catef.  Refcue,  my  lord  of  Norfolk  !   refcue  ! 
refcue  ! 

The  king  enacls  more  wonders  than  a  man, 
Daring  an  oppofite  to  every  danger ; 
His  horfe  is  flain,  and  all  on  foot  he  fights, 
Seeking  for  Richmond  in  the  throat  of  death  : 
Refcue,  fair  lord,  or  elfe  the  day  is  loft  ! 

Alarum.    Enter  King  Richard. 
K.  Rich.  A  horfe  !  a  horfe  !  my  kingdom  for  a 
hoffe  ! 
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Cate/l  Withdraw,  my  lord,  I'll  help  you  to  a  horfe, 
K.  Rich.  Slave,  I  have  fet  my  life  upon  a  caft, 
And  I  will  ftand  the  hazard  of  the  dye  : 
I  think,  there  be  fix  Richmonds  in  the  field  ; 

Five  have  I  ftain  to-day,  inftead  of  him  :  

A  horfe  !  a  horfe  !  my  kingdom  for  a  horfe  ! 

[Exeunt. 

Alarums.     Enter  King  Richard  and  Richmond  j  they 

fight,  Richard  is  Jlain. 
Retreat,  and  flourip.     Enter  Richmond,  Stanley  bear- 
ing the  Crown  with  dieters  other  Lords. 

o 

Richm.  God,  and  your  arms,  be  prais'd,  victo- 
rious friends  ; 
The  day  is  ours,  the  bloody  dog  is  dead. 

Stanl.  Courageous  Richmond,  well  hall  thou  ac- 
quit thee ! 
Lo,  here,  thefe  long-ufurped  royalties 
From  the  dead  temples  of  this  bloody  wretch 
Have  I  pluck'd  x>ff,  to  grace  thy  brows  withal ; 
Wear  it,  enjoy  it,  and  make  ufe  of  it. 

Richm.  Great  God  of  heaven,  fay,  Amen,  to  all! — » 
But  tell  me,  is  young  George  Stanley  living  ? 

Stanl.  He  is  my  lord,  and  fafe  in  Leicefter  town ; 
Whither,  if  it  pleafe  you,  we  may  now  withdraw  us. 

Richm.  What  men  of  name  are  flain  on  either  fide  I 

Stanl.  John  duke  of  Norfolk,  Walter  lord  Ferrers, 
Sir  Robert  Brakenbury,  and  Sir  William  Brandon. 

Richm.  Inter  their  bodies  as  becomes  their  births. 
Proclaim  a  pardon  to  the  foldiers  fled, 
That  in  fubmifiion  will  return  to  us ; 
And  then,  as  we  have  ta'en  the  facrament, 
We  will  unite  the  white  rofe  and  the  red  : 
Smile  heaven  upon  this  fair  conjunction, 
That  long  hath  frown'd  upon  their  enmity  ! 
What  traitor  hears  me,  and  fays  not, — Amen? 
England  hath  long  been  mad,  and  fcarr'd  hevkli ; 
The  brother  biindly  fhed  the  brother's  blood, 
The  father  rafhly  flaughter'd  his  own  foa, 
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The  Ton,  compell'd,  been  butcher  to  the  fire ; 
All  this  divided  York  and  Lancafler, 
Divided,  -  in  their  dire  divifion. — — 
O,  now  let  Richmond  and  Elizabeth, 
The  true  fucceeders  of  each  royal  houfe, 
By  God's  fair  ordinance  conjoin  together  ! 
And  let  their  heirs  (God,  if  thy  will  be  fo) 
Enrich  the  time  to  come  with  fmooth-fac'd  peace, 
With  fmiling  plenty,  and  fair  profperous  days  ! 
Abate  the  edge  of  traitors,  gracious  Lord, 
That  would  reduce  thefe  bloody  days  again, 
And  make  poor  England  weep  in  ftreams  of  blood! 
Let  them  not  live  to  tarTc  this  land's  encreafe, 
That  would  with  trealon  wound  this  fair  land's  peace ! 
Now  civil  wounds  are  ilopp'd,  peace  lives  again; 
That  fne  may  long  live  here,  God  fay — Amen  ! 

\Exeunt. 


NOTE. 


This  is  one  of  the  rr.oir  celebrated  of  cur  author's  performances ; 
vet  I  know  not  whether  it  has  hot  happened-  to  him  as  to  others, 
to  be  praifed  mofr,  when  praife  is  not  m~>ft  cfeferved.  That  this 
play  has  fcer.es  nolle  in  thcinfclve-s,  and  very  well  ccntiivcd  to 
ftrike  in  the  exhibition,  cannot  be  denied.  "But  feme  parts  are 
trifling,  others  mocking,  and  fome  improbable. 

I  have  nothing  to  add  to  the  oUervatiuns  of  the  learned  critics,  but 
that  fome  traces  of  this  antiquated  exhibition  are  frill  retained  in 
the  ruftick  purpet-^av^  in  which  I  have  feen  the  Devil  very  luf- 
tily  belaboured  l>y  Pbrtch,  whom  I  >.oli  to  be  the  legitimate  fuc- 
ceiTor  of  the  old  Vice. 

Johvfcn. 


END   O  F  V  O  L.  V. 


